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Nella  Braddy  Henney  Collection,  Box  8 


Series  1:  Original  Correspondence 
Box  8:  Folder  1-4:  Correspondence  from  NBH,  1959-1969 


Correspondence  with  and  about  Helen  Keller  and  Anne  Sullivan.  Henney  was  Sullivan’s 
biographer  and  a close  friend  of  Keller  and  Sullivan  for  many  years. 


Visit:  httn://ww'w. perkinsarehives.org/nbh.html  for  complete  finding  aid 


TITLE:  Nella  Braddy  Henney  Collection  Finding  Aid 
CREATOR:  Nella  Braddy  Henney;  Keith  Henney 
DATE  RANGE:  1903-1976 
CALL  NUMBER:  AG151 

PROVENANCE:  Donated  by  Keith  Henney,  Nella  Braddy  Henney's  spouse,  circa  1975. 

SCOPE  AND  CONTENT: 

The  Nella  Braddy  Henney  Collection  is  comprised  of  correspondence,  notes,  photographs,  articles, 
clippings,  publications,  and  other  materials  related  to  Helen  Keller,  Anne  Sullivan  Macy,  Polly  Thomson, 
and  Nella  Braddy  Henney.  The  correspondence  spans  the  years  of  1927  to  1969,  and  is  to  and  from  Helen 
Keller,  Anne  Sullivan  Macy,  Polly  Thomson,  and  Nella  Braddy  Henney  between  themselves  and  others. 

The  notes,  photographs,  articles,  clippings,  publications  and  other  materials  relate  to  the  lives  of  Helen 
Keller.  Anne  Sullivan  Macy,  Polly  Thomson  and  Nella  Braddy  Henney,  and  are  interspersed  throughout  the 
collection,  as  well  as  within  their  respective  series. 

The  extensive  correspondence  collection  contains  letters,  memos,  and  notes  in  relation  to  Braddy  Henney’s 
work  for  Helen  Keller  during  Keller's  lifetime,  and  on  research  for  Braddy  Henney's  book,  Anne  Sullivan 
Macy:  The  story  behind  Helen  Keller  (1933).  Keller’s  correspondence  includes  letters  with  others,  such  as 
Samuel  Clemens  (Mark  Twain;  copies).  Perkins  Directors  Edward  E.  Allen  and  Gabriel  Farrell,  Charles  F. 
F.  Campbell,  actress  Katherine  Cornell,  and  other  notable  people.  These  letters  were  forwarded  to  Nella 
Braddy  Henney  for  use  while  working  on  her  book. 

Nella  Braddy  Henney's  personal  journal  entries  are  included  in  this  collection,  and  supplement  the 
correspondence.  These  journal  entries  span  the  years  of  1938  and  1962. 

The  photograph  collection  includes  portraits,  publicity  photographs  with  prominent  individuals,  materials 
related  to  film  projects  in  Hollywood,  advocacy  for  blinded  veterans,  many  casual  images  from  visits  to 
Helen  Keller’s  Arcan  Ridge  and  Forest  Hills  homes,  and  trips  to  Martha's  Vineyard  with  Eleanor 
Roosevelt.  Many  of  the  photographical  items  can  be  attributed  to  the  work  of  Keith  Henney. 

RELATED  MATERIALS: 

Helen  Keller  Photograph  Collection  (AG62) 

Helen  Keller  Photograph  Collection  on 

Flickr:  http://www.flickr.com/photos/perkinsarchive/collections/721576273101 1 7390/ 

PHYSICAL  DESCRIPTION:  About  15  linear  feet. 

LANGUAGE:  English 

PROCESSING  NOTE:  Legacy  finding  aid  by  Ken  Stuckey,  ca.  1975,  updated  by  Emily  Carta.  2015. 
updated  by  Molly  Stothert-Maurer,  2013,  2015. 

BIOGRAPHICAL  NOTE: 

Nella  Braddy  Henney  (1894-1973)  first  met  Anne  Sullivan,  Helen  Keller,  and  Polly  Thomson  in  1924. 
when  she  came  to  the  Sullivan-Keller-  fhomson  household  to  write  Sullivan's  biography  Anne  Sullivan 


Macy:  The  story  behind  Helen  Keller  (1933).  Quickly  mastering  the  manual  finger  language,  she  kept 
Keller  in  touch  with  the  political,  literary,  and  scientific  world  around  her.  She  remained  in  Keller’s  life,  as 
a friend,  and  also  as  Keller’s  power  of  attorney,  acting  agent  for  all  Keller’s  literary  matters,  until  1963. 
She  was  married  to  Keith  Henney,  also  a writer  and  editor,  as  well  as  a photographer  who  took  many 
photographs  of  Helen  Keller.  She  died  in  1973. 

RESTRICTIONS: 

None 

COPYRIGHT: 

It  is  the  responsibility  of  the  user  to  obtain  permission  to  publish  from  the  owner  of  the  copyright  (the 
institution,  the  creator  of  the  record,  the  author  or  his/her  transferees,  heirs,  legates,  or  literary  executors). 
The  user  agrees  to  indemnify  and  hold  harmless  Perkins  School  for  the  Blind,  its  officers,  employees,  and 
agents  from  and  against  all  claims  made  by  any  person  asserting  that  he  or  she  is  an  owner  of  copyright. 

CREDIT  LINE/CITATION: 

Helen  Keller  Photo  Collection.  Perkins  School  for  the  Blind. 

SUBJECT  HEADINGS: 

Keller,  Helen,  1880-1968. 

Macy,  Anne  Sullivan,  1866-1936 
Henney,  Nella  Braddy,  1 894- 
Perkins  School  for  the  Blind 
Thomson,  Polly 
ARRANGEMENT: 

4 series,  one  appendix,  20  boxes  and  36  binders.  Note:  Nella  Braddy  Henney  is  abbreviated  NBH 

Series  1 : Original  Correspondence 

Series  2:  Photocopies  of  Correspondence 

Series  3:  Photograph  Collection 

Series  4:  Publications 

CONTAINER  LIST: 

Series  1:  Original  Correspondence 

Box  8:  Folder  1-4:  Correspondence  from  NBH,  1959-1969 

B8:  FI:  NBH  Correspondence  from  NBH,  1959 

Letter  to  Alfred  Kratzert,  January  7,  1959 
Letter  to  Helen  Keller,  January  7,  1959 

Letter  to  M.  Mohamed  Abdel  Rahman,  January  8,  1959  (2  pages) 


Letter  to  Robert  Thomson.  January  9.  1959 
Letter  to  R.W.  Albright.  January  10,  1959 
Letter  to  K.N.K  Jussawala.  January  12,  1959 
Letter  to  Helen  Keller.  January  12,  1959  (2  pages) 

Letter  to  Adele  Levy.  January  13,  1959 

Letter  to  Helen  Keller,  January  16,  1959  (2  pages) 

Letter  to  Robert  Thomson,  January  1 7.  1 959 
Letter  to  William  Gibson,  January  18,  1959 
Letter  to  Evelyn  D.  Seide,  January  18,  1959 
Letter  to  Catherine  Peare.  January  20,  1959 
Letter  to  Anne  Giglietti.  January  27,  1959 
Letter  to  Ken  McCormick.  January  27.  1959 
Letter  to  C.  Louis  Fincke.  January'  27,  1959 
Letter  to  Donna  Palmer,  January  27,  1959 
Letter  to  Miss  Herlihy,  January  30,  1959 
Letter  to  Charlotte  Fagan  Goldblatt.  January  31,  1959 
Letter  to  Emily  Greene,  February  4,  1959 
Letter  to  Robert  Thomson,  February  9,  1959 
Letter  to  Julia  Fairchild,  February  10,  1959 
Letter  to  Virginia  Scharoff,  February  1 1.  1959 
Letter  to  Helen  Keller,  February  1 1,  1959  (2  pages) 

Letter  to  Helen  Keller.  February  13,  1959  (3  pages) 

Letter  to  William  Gibson.  February  17,  1959 
Letter  to  Greta  Ashdown.  February  19.  1959 
Letter  to  Margaret  E.  Burton,  February  23,  1959 
Letter  to  Helen  Keller.  February  24,  1959 
Letter  to  Mrs.  Bruno  Kaiser,  February  27,  1959 
Letter  to  Helen  Keller,  March  2,  1959 
Letter  to  William  Gibson.  March  2,  1959 
Letter  to  Helen  Keller.  March  3,  1959 
Letter  to  William  Gibson.  March  4,  1959 
Letter  to  Helen  Keller,  March  5,  1959 
Letter  to  Patty  Clark,  March  7,  1959 
Letter  to  Virginia  Scharoff,  March  7,  1959 
Letter  to  Ken  McCormick.  March  12,  1959 
Letter  to  Flelen  Keller.  March  16.  1959 
Letter  to  Robert  Thomson.  March  1 7,  1 959 
Letter  to  Mrs.  Julia  Fairchild,  March  19,  1959 
Letter  to  J.M.  Flavin,  March  30,  1959 
Letter  to  Helen  E.  Waite,  April  7,  1959 
Letter  to  Nancy,  April  9,  1959 
Letter  to  Virginia  Scharoff.  April  10.  1959 
Letter  to  Evelyn  D.  Seide,  April  12.  1959 
Letter  to  Helen  Keller,  April  14.  1959  (4  pages) 

Letter  to  Flelen  Keller.  April  16,  1959  (2  pages) 

Note:  with  excerpts  title  “from  Pasternik's  "Dr.  Zhivago"  on  the  course  of  the  Russian  revolution".  (9 
pages) 

Letter  to  Elizabeth  Drews,  April  18.  1959 
Letter  to  Ann  Braddy.  April  18.  1959 
Letter  to  Helen  Keller,  April  20.  1959  (2  pages) 

Letter  to  Lenore  Smith.  April  21.  1959 
Letter  to  Helen  Keller,  April  24.  1959  (2  pages) 


Letter  to  Helen  Keller,  April  27,  1959  (3  pages) 

Letter  to  William  Gibson,  April  28,  1959 
Letter  to  James  S.  Adams,  April  28.  1959 
Letter  to  Jansen  Noyes  Jr.,  April  28,  1959 
Letter  to  James  S.  Adams,  April  30,  1 959 
Letter  to  Anne  Bancroft  (2  pages).  May  1959 
Letter  to  Ken  McCormick,  May  4.  1959 
Letter  to  Helen  Keller,  May  4,  1959  (3  pages) 

Letter  to  Robert  Thomson.  May  4,  1959 

Letter  to  Fred  Coe,  May  4,  1959 

Letter  to  Fred  Coe,  May  4,  1959 

Letter  to  Fred  Coe,  May  6,  1959 

Letter  to  Mildred  Keller  Tyson,  May  8.  1959  (2  pages) 

Letter  to  Kathy  McNally,  May  9,  1959 

Letter  to  George  Chapman,  May  9,  1959 

Letter  to  Linda  Lockwood,  May  9,  1 959 

Letter  to  Annie  Bancroft,  May  13,  1959  (4  pages) 

Letter  to  Helen  Keller,  May  14,  1959  (3  pages) 

Letter  to  Nancy  Hamilton,  May  16,  1959 
Letter  to  Mary  I.  Riordan,  May  16,  1959 
Letter  to  Fred  Coe,  May  16,  1959 

Letter  to  Ravia  & Phillips  Keller,  May  17,  1959  (2  pages) 
Letter  to  Library  of  Congress,  Braille  Dept.,  May  21 , 1959 
Letter  to  Evelyn  D.  Seide,  May  22,  1959 
Letter  to  Virginia  Scharoff,  May  23,  1959 
Letter  to  Helen  Keller,  May  25,  1959  (2  pages) 

Letter  to  Helen  Keller,  May  29,  1959  (3  pages) 

Letter  to  William  Gibson,  June  2,  1959 
Letter  to  Helen  Keller,  June  4,  1959 
Letter  to  Helen  Keller,  June  6,  1959  (3  pages) 

Letter  to  Rebecca  Mack,  June  6,  1959 
Letter  to  Lenore  Smith,  June  8,  1959 
Letter  to  Robert  S.  Bray,  June  10,  1959 
Letter  to  Lurana  Herlihy,  June  10,  1959 
Letter  to  Helen  Keller,  June  10.  1959  (2  pages) 

Letter  to  Howe  Pres,  Perkins  School,  June  10,  1959 

Letter  to  Herbert  Feinstein,  June  13,  1959 

Letter  to  Aiko  Segawa,  June  13,  1959 

Letter  to  Hella  Kaiser,  June  13,  1959 

Letter  to  Lurana  Herlihy.  June  13,  1959 

Letter  to  Evelyn  D.  Seide,  June  14,  1959 

Letter  to  Jessie  MacLeod,  June  1 5,  1 959 

Letter  to  Library  for  the  Blind,  New  York,  June  1 5,  1959 

Letter  to  William  Gibson,  June  15,  1959 

Letter  to  Helen  Keller,  June  1 7,  1959  (2  pages) 

Letter  to  Everett  A.  Brown,  June  19,  1959 

Letter  to  Joe  Marks,  June  24,  1 959 

Letter  to  Jansen  Noyes  Jr.,  June  24,  1959  (2  pages) 

Letter  to  Nancy  Hamilton,  June  25,  1959 
Letter  to  Evelyn  D Seide,  June  29,  1959 
Letter  to  Helen  Keller,  June  30,  1 959  (2  pages) 

Letter  to  Nancy  Hamilton,  July  2,  1959 


Letter  to  Jansen  Noyes  Jr..  July  2,  1959 
Letter  to  Virginia  Scharoff,  July  2,  1959 
Letter  to  Llelen  Keller.  July  2.  1959  (2  pages) 

Letter  to  William  Gibson.  July  2.  1959 
Letter  to  Lenore  Smith.  July  3,  1959 
Letter  to  Nancy  Hamilton,  July  3.  1959 
Letter  to  Helen  Keller.  July  1 1.  1959  (2  pages) 

Letter  to  William  Gibson.  July  1 1,  1959 
Letter  to  Robert  Thomson.  July  13,  1959 
Letter  to  Tony  Geiss,  July  14,  1959 
Letter  to  Joan  S.  Weissman.  July  15.  1959 
Letter  to  William  Gibson.  July  15.  1959 
Letter  to  Helen  Keller.  July  16.  1959  (2  pages) 

Letter  to  Lurana  Herlihy.  July  16,  1959 
Letter  to  Ken  McCormick.  July  1 7,  1 959 
Letter  to  Linda  Jones,  July  20,  1959 
Letter  to  Mrs.  John  P.  Northcott,  July  2 1 , 1 959 
Letter  to  Gunter  Peter,  July  21,  1959 
Letter  to  Bob  Aller,  July  21,1 959 
Letter  to  Sheldon  H.  Harris.  July  24.  1959 
Letter  to  Helen  Keller,  July  24.  1959  (3  pages) 

Letter  to  Ken  McCormick,  July  24.  1959 
Letter  to  Robert  Thomson,  July  24.  1959 
Letter  to  Laura  Nelson.  July  24.  1959 
Letter  to  Nancy  Hamilton.  July  26.  1959 
Letter  to  William  Gibson.  July  30,  1 959 
Letter  to  Helen  Keller.  August  2.  1959  (5  pages) 

Letter  to  Nancy,  August  3.  1959 
Letter  to  Sheldon  H.  Harris.  August  7,  1959 
Letter  to  Virginia  Scharoff.  August  8,  1959 
Letter  to  William  Gibson,  August  9.  1959 
Letter  to  Evelyn  D.  Seide,  August  10,  1959 
Note:  with  note  on  "cast  for  The  Miracle  Worker” 

Letter  to  Joseph  Harris,  August  1 1,  1959 
Letter  to  Helen  Keller.  August  1 1,  1959  (5  pages) 

Letter  to  Virginia  Scharoff,  August  17,  1959 
Letter  to  Helen  Keller,  August  17,  1959  (2  pages) 

Letter  to  Lurana  Herlihy,  August  17,  1959 
Letter  to  Virginia  Scharoff,  August  20,  1959 
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Letter  to  Helen  Keller,  August  20,  1959  (3  pages) 

Letter  to  Robert  Thomson.  August  24.  1959 
Letter  to  Helen  Keller,  August  24.  1959  (5  pages) 

Note:  on  Burl  Ives’  involvement  in  suggesting  a song  for  The  Miracle  Worker 

Letter  to  Evelyn  1).  Seide.  August  24.  1959 

Letter  to  Ann  Powers.  August  25.  1959 

Letter  to  Ken  McCormick,  August  28.  1959 

Letter  to  Helen  Keller,  August  30.  1959  (4  pages) 

Letter  to  Helen  Keller.  September  3.  1959  (2  pages) 

Letter  to  Joseph  1 larris,  September  5.  1 959 
Letter  to  Evelyn  I).  Seide.  September  5.  1959 


Letter  to  Nancy,  September  8,  1959 
Letter  to  Robert  Thomson,  September  8,  1959 
Letter  to  Helen  Keller,  September  8,  1959  (3  pages) 
Letter  to  Ken  McCormick,  September  9,  1959 
Letter  to  Joseph  Harris,  September  10,  1959 
Letter  to  Helen  Keller,  September  12,  1959  (2  pages) 
Letter  to  Ken  McCormick,  September  13,  1959 
Letter  to  Helen  Keller,  September  14.  1959  (4  pages) 
Letter  to  Leah  Salisbury,  September  17,  1959 
Letter  to  Helen  Keller,  September  1 7,  1 959 
Letter  to  Joseph  Harris,  September  17,  1959 
Letter  to  Ed  Stone,  September  18.  1959 
Letter  to  Helen  Keller,  September  24,  1959  (2  pages) 
Letter  to  Virginia  Scharoff,  September  24,  1959 
Letter  to  Leah  Salisbury,  October  3,  1959  (3  pages) 
Letter  to  Ken  McCormick,  October  3,  1959 
Letter  to  Helen  Keller,  October  4,  1959  (6  pages) 
Letter  to  Lurana  Herlihy,  October  5,  1959 
Letter  to  Fred  Coe.  October  5,  1959 
Letter  to  Lenore,  October  6,  1959 
Letter  to  Annie  Bancroft,  October  6,  1959 
Letter  to  Lois  Berman,  October  8,  1959 
Letter  to  Ken  McCormick,  October  8,  1959 
Letter  to  Jansen  Noyes  Jr.,  October  8,  1959 
Letter  to  William  Gibson,  October  8,  1959 
Letter  to  Nelson,  October  9,  1959 
Letter  to  Evelyn  D.  Seide,  October  9,  1959 
Letter  to  Joseph  Harris,  October  9,  1 959 
Letter  to  Helen  Keller,  October  9,  1959  (2  pages) 
Letter  to  Edward  D.  Colton,  October  13,  1959 
Letter  to  Peggy  Simon,  October  16,  1959 
Letter  to  Helen  Keller,  October  16,  1959  (2  pages) 
Letter  to  Diane  Frank,  October  17,  1959 
Letter  to  Marjorie  Sue  Johnson,  October  1 7,  1959 
Letter  to  Kathryn  Wallace,  October  17,  1959 
Letter  to  Lois  Berman,  October  19,  1959 
Letter  to  Julia  Fairchild,  October  23,  1959 
Letter  to  Helen  Keller,  October  25,  1959  (3  pages) 
Letter  to  Robert  Thomson,  October  26,  1 959 
Letter  to  Lenore  Smith,  October  26,  1959 
Letter  to  Joseph  Harris,  October  27,  1959 
Letter  to  Evelyn  D Seide,  October  27,  1959 
Letter  to  Bernice  J.  LeMaster,  October  29,  1959 
Letter  to  Donald  Wayne,  October  31,  1959 
Letter  to  Leah  Salisbury,  November  2,  1959 
Letter  to  Helen  Keller,  November  2,  1959  (3  pages) 
Letter  to  Mrs.  W.S.  Wyatt,  November  9,  1959 
Letter  to  William  B.  Lindsey,  November  10,  1959 
Letter  to  Charlotte  Middour,  November  1 6,  1 959 
Letter  to  Mrs.  Corbally,  November  17,  1959 
Letter  to  Robert  Thomson,  November  17,  1959 
Letter  to  Virginia,  November  17,  1959 


Letter  to  Lenore  Smith,  November  17,  1959 
Letter  to  Helen  Keller,  November  20.  1959(2  pages) 

Letter  to  Julia  Fairchild,  November  21.  1959 
Letter  to  Leah  Salisbury.  November  21,  1959 
Letter  to  Helen  Keller,  November  23,  1959  (2  pages) 

Letter  to  William  Gibson,  November  25,  1959 
Letter  to  Mrs.  Wyndham  Blanton,  November  26.  1959 
Letter  to  Tahashi  Toyoshima,  November  26,  1959 
Letter  to  Annie  Bancroft,  November  28.  1959 
Letter  to  Miss  A.  Chittenden,  November  30,  1959 
Letter  to  Helen  Keller.  November  30,  1959  (2  pages) 

Letter  to  Sharron  Duckworth,  December  2,  1 959 
Letter  to  Elliot  M.  Moore.  December  2,  1959 
Letter  to  Ravia  and  Phillips  Keller.  December  3,  1959 
Letter  to  Robert  Thomson,  December  3,  1959 
Letter  to  Mildred  Keller  Tyson,  December  3,  1 959 
Letter  to  Lenore  Smith.  December  3,  1959 
Letter  to  Evelyn  D.  Seide,  December  7,  1959 
Letter  to  Phillips  B.  Keller.  December  7,  1959 
Letter  to  Helen  Keller,  December  7,  1959  (3  pages) 

Letter  to  Robert  Thomson.  December  7,  1959 

Letter  to  Harold  L.  Hodges,  December  8.  1959 

Letter  to  Linda  D.  Norwood,  December  8.  1959 

Letter  to  Muriel  Wagner,  December  13.  1959 

Letter  to  Robert  Thomson.  December  14,  1959 

Letter  to  Mildred  Keller  Tyson.  December  14,  1959(2  pages) 

Letter  to  Matilde,  December  14,  1959 

Letter  to  Camille  Manderfield.  December  14,  1959 

Letter  to  Michelle  Farber,  December  15,  1959 

Letter  to  Helen  Keller.  December  15,  1959  (2  pages) 

Letter  to  Letter  to  Robert  Thomson,  December  17,  1959 
Letter  to  Helen  Keller.  December  17,  1959  (2  pages) 

Letter  to  Evelyn  D.  Seide,  December  19,  1959 
Letter  to  Lois  Berman,  December  21,  1959 
Letter  to  Helen  Keller,  December  28.  1959  (4  pages) 

Letter  to  Mildred  Keller  Tyson,  December  29,  1959 
Letter  to  Lenore  Smith,  December  29,  1 959 
Letter  to  Evelyn  D.  Seide,  December  29,  1 959 
Letter  to  Michael  Faber,  December  29,  1959 
Letter  to  Dr.  Gregor  Ziemer,  December  29,  1959 
Letter  to  Robert  Thomson.  December  30,  1959 
Letter  to  Elizabeth,  December  31.1 959 
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Letter  to  Helen  Keller,  January  7,  1962  (2  pages) 

Letter  to  Ken  McCormick,  January  8.  1962 
Letter  to  Robert  Thomson.  January  8.  1 962 
Letter  to  Lenore  Smith.  January  12,  1962 
Letter  to  Jansen  Noyes  Jr.,  January  12.  1962 
Letter  to  Eleanor  Jacovina,  January  13,  1962 
Letter  to  Helen  Keller,  January  14.  1962  (2  pages) 

Letter  to  Helen  Keller,  February  1.  1962  (2  pages) 


Letter  to  Helen  Keller,  February  5,  1962  (2  pages) 

Letter  to  Helen  Keller,  February  10,  1962  (2  pages) 

Letter  to  Margar  et,  February  11,1 962 

Letter  to  Helen  Keller,  February  19,  1962  (2  pages) 

Letter  to  Ken  McCormick,  March  1,  1962 

Letter  to  Evelyn  Seide,  March  1 , 1 962 

Letter  to  Helen  Keller,  March  5,  1962  (2  pages) 

Letter  to  Annie  Bancroft,  March  9,  1962 

Letter  to  Arthur  Penn.  March  1 0,  1 962 

Letter  to  Helen  Keller,  March  14,  1962 

Letter  to  Barbara.  March  19.  1962 

Letter  to  Mrs.  Lomax,  March  1 9,  1 962 

Letter  to  Helen  Keller,  March  20,  1962  (3  pages) 

Letter  to  Evelyn  Seide,  March  24,  1962 

Letter  to  Helen  Keller,  March  27,  1962  (2  pages) 

Letter  to  Helen  Keller,  April  3,  1962  (2  pages) 

Letter  to  Helen  Keller,  April  9,  1962  (3  pages) 

Letter  to  Helen  Keller,  May  8,  1962  (2  pages) 

Letter  to  Helen  Keller,  May  14,  1962  (2  pages) 

Letter  to  Helen  Keller,  May  26,  1962 
Letter  to  Helen  Keller,  June  2,  1962  (2  pages) 
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Ill  Fifth  St.,  Garden  City,  New  York 
January  7,  19  59 


Dear  Mr.  Kratzert: 


I am  very  pleased  that 
you  found  what  you  wanted.  Thank  you  for 
letting  me  know,  'hanks  also  for  the 
Interesting  ell  ping  about  the  new  hearing 
aid . 


All  good  wishes. 


Sincerely , 


Kr.  Alfred  Kratzert,  Editor 
EDUCATION  SUMMARY 
100  Garfield  Ave. 

New  London 
Connect icu  t 


Darling  Helen, 


Back  in  Dec.  a Mr.  Alfred  Eratzert  wrote  to 
ask  you  to  do  an  article  for  "Education  Summary,"  a magazine 
of  which  he  is  editor.  I explained  that  you  could  not  write 
an  article  about  your  education  at  the  present  time  and 
suggested  places  where  he  might  find  something  already  in 
print  that  would  suit  his  purpose.  A day  or  two  ago  I had  a 
note  from  him  saying  that  he  had  been  able  to  locate  "an 
excellent  piece  on  Miss  Keller  by  Miss  Sullivan,  which  she 
had  written  for  a Perkins  Institution  report  in  1888."  A 
part  of  it  will  appear  in  the  next  issue  of  his  magazine.  I 
am  always  glad  when  this  kind  of  thing  happens  and  I think 
that  if  more  of  the  people  who  want  you  to  write  articles 
would  simply  read  what  has  already  been  written  they  would 
find  that  what  they  want  already  exists  and  would  ask  for 
reprint  rights.  Lord  knows  you  have  covered  the  ground — many 
times . 


When  Ann  and  I spoke  to  Polly  for  a minute  on 
New  Year's  Day  her  voice  was  strong  and  she  was  altogether 
so  like  her  old  self  that  Ann  said  that  she  would  not  have 
realized  from  this  contact  that  Polly  was  not  well.  I can't 
help  a great  surge  of  hope  when  something  like  this  happens. 
Ann  had  a wonderful  visit.  I took  her  to  Bill  Gibson's  play 
TWO  FOR  THE  SEESAW  and  we  went  backstage  afterwards  for  a 
little  visit  with  Anne  Bancroft.  Ann  went  with  a friend  to 
see  the  John  Gielgud  show  and  we  went  together  to  the  Metro- 
politan Museum  of  Art  to  feast  our  eyes  on  some  of  the 
paintings.  No  visit  of  Ann's  to  this  part  of  the  country  is 
complete  unless  she  sees  you  and  Polly.  How  we  longed  for 
you'.  I hope  to  see  Gielgud  myself  on  Thursday  and  I shall 
wish  especially  for  Folly--she  does  so  love  beautiful  English 
(and  there  is  none  more  beautiful  than  Shakespeare's) 
beautifully  spoken.  Elizabeth  Lawrence  may  be  with  me,  but  I 
tell  you  the  truth  when  I say  I feel  like  an  orphan  wandering 
around  New  York  without  the  two  of  you. 

I hope  you  are  not  being  troubled  with  petty 
annoyances  and  unsolicited  advice  and  I hope  very  much  that 
before  a great  while  we  can  have  a good  long  talk--cabbages 
and  kings  and  all  the  rest. 

Love  always  and  always, 


Nella 


111  *lfth  Ht . , Garden  City,  New  York 
January  3,  9F9 


:>ear  Mr.  Rahrr.an: 


Because  of  Illness  In  her  household  Miss 
Helen  Keller  Is  enable  to  take  time  out  to  answer  your 
recent  letter  with  Us  list  of  questions.  I am  Inclosing 
with  this  a small  pamphlet  about  her  which  you  may  find 
useful  and  I am  asking  the  American  Foundation  for  the 
Blind  to  send  you  a recent  photograph  of  her. 

I will  reply  to  some  of  your  questions. 

Iier  full  name  Is  Helen  Adams  Keller 
and  she  was  born  in  the  little  town  of  Tuscumbia,  Alabama, 
on  June  27,  1330.  vor  further  details  about  her  life  I 
suggest  that  you  read  her  own  book,  "The  Story  of  My  Life," 
which  I believe  has  been  translated  Into  your  language. 

Cf  course  she  would  like  to  see  and  hear 
now  and  she  would  like  very  much  to  be  able  to  speak  with 
a more  normal  voice.  Her  voice  serves  her  well  and  those 
who  are  accustomed  to  it  have  no  difficulty  In  understanding 
it,  but  It  has  to  be  interpreted  for  those  who  are  unfamiliar 
with  it. 


She  has  greatly  enjoyed  her  trips  to  other 
^arts  of  the  world  and  has  made  countless  friends,  most  of 
whom  are  comranlons  In  her  work  for  the  blind,  the  deaf,  and 
the  deaf-blind,  her  correspondence  with  them  Is  enormous. 

She  takes  more  satisfaction  in  what  she  has  been  able  to  do 
for  those  who  share  her  afflictions  than  in  anything  else. 

She  has  no  more  difficulty  in  writing  her 
books  than  any  other  blind  person.  Sh*3  composes  them  in 
braille,  then  revises  them  in  braille,  then  copies  them  on 
an  ordinary  typewriter. 

It  is  unlikely  that  there  will  be  "another 
Helen  Keller,"  but  there  are  already  other  outstanding 
figures  among  the  deaf-blind.  In  this  country  two  young  men, 
acting  under  Miss  elder's  inspiration,  have  earned  college 
degrees  and  are  actively  at  work  supporting  themselves, 

Robert  Smithdas  who  is  a poet  and  lecturer  and  Richard  Kinney 
who  is  an  editor.  Miss  Keller  takes  great  pride  in  their 
achievements . 

lss  'oiler  has  had  two  devote!  assistants, 
flr~t,  her  teacher  Mrs.  Anne  Sullivan  Macy  who  died  in  1936, 
and  since  then  Miss  oily  ’homson  w^o  has  beer,  ill  for  something 
more  than  a year.  Miss  roller  has  proved  herself  to  be 
wonderfully  self-sufficient , of  cour-e  she  needs  a guide  when 
she  leaves  home,  but  she  is  now  mistress  of  her  household  and 


and  has  no  difficulty  in  communicating  with  those  around  her. 
It  lakes  only  a little  while  for  a new  person  to  learn  to 
talk  with  her,  either  through  the  manual  alphabet  or  through 
lip-reading.  Miss  Keller  reads  lips  with  her  fingers. 

Years  ago  Miss  Keller  wrote  an  article  called  "Three 
Days  to  See,"  in  which  she  said,  "On  the  first  day,  I should 
want  to  see  the  \ eople  whose  kindness  and  gentleness  and 
companionship  have  made  my  life  worth  living."  She  still 
feels  that  this  is  what  she  would  most  like  to  see. 

ahere  have  been  many  hapoy  marriages  in  which  one 
of  Ue  rartners  has  been  blind. 

For  the  philosophy  which  has  made  it  possible 
for  Miss  Keller  to  face  life  so  bravely,  to  fight  so 
valiantly,  an-’  to  believe  so  devoutly  in  God  and  man  I 
refer  you  to  her  latest  book,  "'he  Onen  Door"  which  is  made 
up  of  selections  from  all  her  writings.  It  was  published 
in  this  country  in  New  York  by  Doub&eday  4 Co.  in  1957. 

I am  very  sorry  that.  Miss  Keller  is  not  able  to 
write  to  you,  but  I hope  you  will  find  this  information 
useful . 


kith  all  good  wishes,  I am 

Sincerely  yours, 


(Mrs.)  Nella  Braddy  Henney 

Attorney  for  Helen  Keller 


Mr.  K.  Mohamed  Abdel  Rahman 

Chief  Editor,  Armed  Forces  Magazine 

Sarala  El-Soghra,  Ard  El-Maarad,  Gezlra 

Cairo,  Egypt 

U.A.R. 


Ill  Fifth  St..,  Garden  City,  New  York 
January  9,  1959 


Dear  Bert,  mo* 

How  very  thoughtful  of  you  to  send  the 
safeendK*  calendar.  It  gives  a special  grace  to  the 
days  to  have  them  announced  so  charmingly. 

I am  sorry  to  have  to  1 ell  you  that  Folly  Is 
not  recovering  from  the  "ecember  attack  as  rapidly  as 
we  had  hoped  she  would.  The  dizziness  that  always 
follows  the  convulsions  1b  clearing  and  her  mind  Is 
better.  In  fact  when  my  slater  Ann  and  I talked  with 
her  by  telephone  on  New  Year’s  Kve  she  was  so  bright  and 
lucid  that  Ann  sal^  she  would  not  have  realized  that 
anything  was  wrong  If  she  had  not  known  It  ahead  of 
time.  Ann  called  It  Hogmanay  and  Folly  said,  "Oh  Ann  it 
Is  so  good  to  hear  that  word’."  lolly’s  coordination  Is 
much  under  par  and  this  disturbs  and  humiliates  her,  but 
she  continues  to  soell  to  Helen  and  they  are  both  very 
patient  when  she  has  to  repeat  what  she  has  said. 

"his  coming  week  there  will  be  two  meetings, 
one  of  the  advisory  committee,  then  a Joint  meeting  of 
the  committee  and  the  financial  trustees — the  purpose 
of  both  being  to  put  our  heads  together  to  see  If  we 
can  think  of  anything  that  can  be  done  that  hasn't  been 
done  to  make  our  girls  happier  and  more  comfortable. 

I will  write  you  about  it.  week  after  next. 

I wish  we  could  have  a long  talk  together 
on  this  and  on  happier  subjects.  My  sister  asked  me 
to  give  you  and  Isabel  her  warmest  regards.  Nancy 
also  wishes  to  be  remembered  to  you;  she  will  be  present 
at  both  the  meetings  I have  spoken  of,  and  this  means 
that  her  convalescence  is  going  forward  at  a satisfactory 
rate. 


Sorry  my  typing  is  not  better — it.  is 
early  in  the  morning  and  I guess  my  hands  have  not 
fully  warmed  up. 

Affectionate  greetings  to  you  and  Isabel  and 
to  Fffie — I was  very  pleased  to  have  a card  from  her 
at  Christmas. 


Ill  Tlfth  ? . , -Os Men  City,  Kew  York 
January  10,  1959 


rear  rof.  Albright: 


recau  e of  the  serious 

illness  of  iss  oily  hoicson  who  has  boon  her 
com  anion  for  more  than  forty  years,  l ias 
Helen  oiler  cannot  at  resent.  1 a/.e  time  out 
to  re ply  to  your  ie'  t er  of  December  26.  however, 
she  went  quite  fully  into  tier  relatlonshl 
with  tie  great  bishop  in  her  autobiogra  hy, 

"he  Story  of  My  lfe"  and  his  only  significant 
letter  to  her  is  reserved  in  this  book.  She 
ga”e  hie  name  to  her  only  brother  ( now  hr. 
hilllps  rrooks  oiler  of  Pallas,  r o>.as)  and 
8h-»  . as  always  held  him  In  leep  affection.  I 
am  sorry  that  conditions  are  suet  that,  she 
is  nable  to  write  to  you  herself. 

’ ary  sincerely  yours. 


(..  rs.)  Neila  Praddy  Kenney 

Attorney  for  helen  eli.er 


rof.  R.W.  Aibrighi 

101  Brattle  St. 
Cambridge  3 0 
Mass . 


fz>  ^ y 6 
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111  ^lfth  St.,  Garden  City,  New  York,  fJSA 

January  12,  15  59 


Pear  Mr.  Jussawala: 


In  answer  to  your  letter  of 
January  3»  all  1 can  do  It  to  gl’  e you  the 
names  and  addresses  of  some  of  our  outstanding 
ubllsl  lng  houses  In  New  York  City:  Doubleday  <£  Co, 
575  >adlaon  Ave.;  Harper  & Bros.,  49  East  33  St.; 
Charles  Scribner's  Dons,  597  Fifth  Ave.  I think, 
however  It  would  be  much  hotter  If  Mr.  Batlibol 
were  to  consult  with  some  Indian  Individual  or 
organization  In  this  country  because  they  would 
be  more  familiar  with  the  situation  as  to  the 
’ ublication  of  such  books  than  I am.  1 am  sorry 
not  to  be  more  helpful. 

5 hank  you  for  your  letter.  Ve 
hope  that  s Thomson  is  improving. 

V«  1th  all  good  wishes,  I am 
Sincerely  yours, 


(."rs.)  Nella  Braddy  hennay 

Attorney  for  Helen  eiler 


Mr.  K.N.'.  Jussawala,  Frlnci  al 
Victoria  memorial  School  for  the  Blind 
^ardeo  Boad 
Bombay  7 
India 


Jan . 12,  1959 


Darling  Helen, 

I am  just  making  the  acquaintance  of  a perfectly 
charming  form  of  Japanese  poetry  which  is  now  being  introduced 
into  this  country.  You  may  already  know  about  them — the 
little  verses  of  only  seventeen  syllables  each  called  haiku . 

Their  philosophy  ( f f this  is  what  it  should  be  called)  derives 
from  Zen  Buddhism.  They  celebrate  the  essence  of  the  Immediate 
moment,  there  are  no  hidden  meanings,  no  moral.  As  one  critic  puts  it, 
B<nUBy  "What  the  poem  says  is  what  the  opera  is  about."  Another 
calls  them  "hauntingly  vivid."  We  have  nothing  like  them  except 
in  flashes  from  other  poems,  like  "A  rose-red  city  half  as  old 
as  time,"  "Fair  daffodils  that  come  before  the  swallow  dares," 

"Heard  melodies  are  sweet,  but  those  unheard  are  sweeter,"  etc. 

In  Japan  there  are  50  ( '. ) monthly  magazines  devoted  entirely 
to  haiku , many  other  magazines  print  them,  and  many  are 
written  for  private  circulation  only.  More  than  a million 
are  published  every  year. 

But  now  I think  it  is  high  time  I was  giving  you 
the  English  translation  of  some  of  those  that  I have  read: 

Ice  and.  water,  their  differences  resolved, 
are  friends  once  again. 

The  soft  breeze.  And  in  the  green  of  a thousand 
hills  a single  temple. 

Leaves  falling  on  one  another.  The  rain  falls 

on  the  rain. 

Up  the  barley  rows,  stitching,  stitching  them 
together,  a butterfly  goes. 

The  piercing  chill  I feel:  my  dead  wife's  comb, 
in  our  bedroom,  under  my  heel. 

The  shell  of  a cicada.  It  sang  itself  utterly 


away  . 


Cf  course  the  translations  can't  stick  to  the  17- 
syllable  rule  because  of  the  difference  in  the  two  languages, 
but  if  we  are  any  good  we  ought  to  begin  making  up  haiku  of 
our  own.  I think  you  could  make  beautiful  ones. 

Dear  Helen,  my  heart  aches  with  yours  and  I wish  that 
love  could  serve  in  practical  ways.  My  arms  are  around  you 
in  spirit. 


Nell  a 


Ill  Fifth  St.,  Garden  Ci'y,  lew  York 
January  13,  19  99 


Tear  Adele, 

che  Braille  transcriber  is: 

Krs . Jerome  Scharoff 

1697  r ichael-Kllllam  Road 

Merrick,  L.I. 

New  York 

Last  night  I learned  ‘hat.  Folly  is 
torturing  herself  with  the  fear  that  she  and 
Helen  may  he  separated  and  I think  that  in  our 
let'ers  (which  aro  for  her  sake  as  well  as 
Helen’s)  ve  should  give  her  what  reassurance  we 
can  on  this  . olnt  without  ever  act  ally  referring 
to  it , Our  course  is  not  easy . 

Helen  will  read  or  tell  oily  everything 
unless  she  is  specifically  asked  not  to.  At  the 
moment  I see  no  reason  why  we  should  write  con- 
fident ia-.ly:  the  way  is  open  when  the  need  comes. 

Braille  can  go  by  ©ail  free  of  charge, 
but  I have  asked  Fra.  Scharoff  to  send  my  letters 
first  class  to  avoid  delay.  She  keeps  track  of 
the  os t age  and  adds  i'  to  ti  e bill  and  she  lets 
the  bill  accumulate  until  it  is  worth  sen  ing. 

I thought  our  little  gathering 
yesterday  afternoon  most  rewarding.  ’1th  the  lovely 
paintings  and  the  sense  of  warmth  and  closeness 
it  would  have  been  for  me,  q-ite  a.  art  from  our 
concern  for  He  en  and  oily,  which  gave  it 
importance,  his  morning  I feel  that  you  and 
David  and  I have  been  friends  for  a long  time. 


VIO-P  , 


Jan.  16,  1959 


1 — * 


N Bt 

Darling  Helen, 


I Just  loved  Phillips,  as  you  knew  I would.  He 


has  something  of  that  same  radiance  that  you  have  and  that 
alone  would  endear  him  to  us  all.  I was  also  very  happy  to 
meet  Dick  Dixon  and  to  become  better  acquainted  with  Mr. 
Noyes.  I liked  them  both  immensely.  The  whole  meeting  was  an 
outpouring  of  devotion  to  you  and  Polly  and  I was  glad  that 
Katharine  Tyson  was  there  to  to  represent  your  family — what 
a pretty  girl  she  is,  I met  her  years  ago  at  Forest  Hills. 
Fortunately  we  were  all  in  agreement  on  everything  and  the 
point  was  emphasized  that  you  and  Folly  are  not  to  be  pushed 
around  or  dictated  to.  I know  that  you  can't  be  pushed,  for 
I have  seen  people  try  it,  and  I can  tell  you  now  that  if 
anyone  in  this  group  takes  a hand  at  it  he  or  she  will  be 
promptly  slapped  down  by  the  rest  of  us  as  soon  as  we  find 
out  about  it. 


transcription  the  first  of  a series  of  excerpts  that  I am 
making  for  you  from  "Dr.  Zhivago."  This  set  shows  how  the 
course  of  the  revolution  seemed  to  an  intelligent  man  with 
an  open  mind,  a Russian  at  that.  We  can  see  so  clearly  (it 
seems  to  me)  wt y years  ago  Teacher  and  so  many  of  us  thought 
that  a new  day  had  dawned,  then  how  the  disillusionment  came. 

You  will  not  care  about  the  rather  complicated  plot  of  the 
novel.  Lara  (also  sometimes  called  Larissa)  is  the  woman  that 
Dr.  Zhivago  comes  to  love  after  the  revolution  has  broken  up  his 
family  life  and  his  wife  and  children  have  gone  into  exile, 
but  there  are  many  more  comments  that  I want  you  to  have  and  &)  , 


I am  sending  to  Mrs.  Scharoff  today  for 


send  them  along  as  I find  time  to  take  them  out.  I talked 
with  Adele  and  David  about  the  book  a few  days  ago  and  they 
feel  as  I do  that  "Dr.  Zhivago"  is  not  only  a great  book 
but  a great  event  in  the  history  of  mankind. 

I am  so  glad  that  Kit  and  Nancy  are  getting  off  to 
Atlantic  City  for  a few  days.  They  are  both  in  despsax 
desperate  need  of  rest . 

Before  very  long  I hope  to  run  up  to  see  you  and  Folly 
for  a little  while  some  morning.  I'll  talk  with  Folly  ahead 
of  time.  My  love  is  with  you  always  and  always, 

Nella 
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Ill  ”lfth  3t . , Garden  City,  Now  York 
January  17,  1959 


ear  i~ert , . moa^'T 

rhe  meeting  of  Helen's  trustees  and  advisors 
came  off  last  '"hursday.  rhose  present  were  the  three 
financial  trustees,  r.  Janes  Adams,  Mr.  Jansen  Noyes,  who 
Is  now  'resi  ent  of  the  American  Foundation  for  the  Blind, 
and  ' r.  Richard  Migel,  son  of  tie  late  Mr.  .-,.C.  Migel . 
Helen's  brother  ''hillips  came  up  from  Dallas  and  her 
niece,  Mildred's  daughter  Katharine  who  happened  to  be  in 
N.Y.  on  business  was  there,  ' he  others  were  latharine 
Cornell,  Nancy  : amiltdm,  71/e lyn  Seide,  Iheir  wonderful 
secretary,  Amelia  Gladu  who  was  Mr.  Migel' s secretary,  Dr. 
Claude  Dixon  who  came  from  Minnesota,  Dr.  David  Levy  of 
New  York,  and  I.  ''here  was  an  outpouring  of  love  for  both 
girls  that  would  have  warmed  your  heart,  but  we  none  of  us 
could  think  of  anything  to  do  that  isn't  being  done.  At 
tie  moment  there  in  no  need  of  additional  funds,  the 
various  doctors  who  have  examined  Polly  and  others  who  have 
read  the  medical  re  orts  are  in  agreement,  the  nurse  Mrs. 
Corbeiy  Is  excellent  and  t:-e  two  women  who  take  care  of 
the  house  and  the  kitchen  cannot  be  im  roved  upon.  No 
on-  can  predict  the  future  course  of  Tolly's  illness.  She 
has  gained  hack  some  of  the  ground  that  she  lost  when  she 
had  the  convulsions,  but  not  much.  Yet.  in  some  ways  she 
Is  still  1 ■ e ry  strong--har  hand  is  remarkably  firm  end 
she  may  li-e  for  some  years,  the  saddest  part  of  it  is 
that  she  is  so  nnhap^y--I  think  she  has  not  drawn  a 
happy  breath  since  the  stroke  an’  I think  she  never  will 
again  unless  she  improves  to  +he  oint  where  she  feels 
that  she  1 8 mistress  of  herself  again.  It  is  difficult 
nov  to  persua  e oily  to  go  anywhere  or  to  receive 
vlfltors.  I think  it  in  not  so  much  that  she  doesn't  want 
to  see  t’r  em  as  it  is  that  she  does  not  want,  them  to  see 
her,  but  Phillips  and  atharine  ryson  went  to  Arcan 
Pldge  for  dinner  Friday  evening  end  the  rest  of  us  go  up 
from  time  to  time,  always  for  very  brief  visits.  Mrs. 
Corbeiy  takes  oily  an'  Helen  for  short  rides  aroun 7 the 
countryside  an^  they  go  for  walks  around  the  house.  I 
need  noJ  tell  you  what  sorrow  rests  u on  us,  for  it  is 
on  you  too. 


Afr ec t lonat  ely , 


Garden  City,  Jan.  1-3,  1959 


Dear  Bill, 


The  three  little  chec’.s  came  dancing  in  yesterday 
and  I am  forwarding  two  of  them  to  Helen's  secretary  to-^ay. 
rihank  you. 


'he  two  meetings  about  Helen  and  Polly  last  week 
went  off  well.  ,fwelve  were  present  at  the  larger  meeting  and 
we  were  all  In  sad  agreement:  nothing  can  be  done  that  isn't 
being  done.  Holly's  mind  is  not  improving  and  her  coordination 
has  so  deteriorated  that  it  is  more  effort  tl  an  she  is  willing 
to  take  to  eat  with  a knife  and  fork,  yet  in  some  ways  she  is 
very  strong  and  tie  doctors  (quite  a battery  of  them,  all  told) 
say  that  she  may  live  for  some  years.  Life,  not  death,  is  the 
tragedy.  Helen  will  not  break. 


I meant  to  write  you  just  after  the  holidays  to  tell 
you  that  my  sisier  and  I attended  a Seesaw  matinee . I fount  it 
even  more  delightful  than  at  first — much  warmer  and  more  con- 
vincing without  Fonda.  Ann  loved  it.  Afterwards  we  had  a tiny 
visit  with  Miss  Bancroft  and  this  too  was  very  pleasant — a very 
gifted  and  very  real  young  woman.  The  only  trouble  was  that  I 
felt  like  an  orphan  going  backstage  without  a single  member  of 
the  old  gang. 


I ho  :e  the  script  of  TMW  is  shading  up  to  your 
heart's  desire,  i.et  me  know  when  you  come  to  New  York.  Bring 
Margaret. . 


Sver  yours, 


Garden  City,  Jan.  IB,  1959 


Dear  Evelyn, 


These  two  little  checks  are  from  Mr.  Gibson's 
royalties  from  trie  book  publication  of  2 HE  M1BACLE  kOTXER. 
Neither  he  nor  anyone  else  will  get  rich  at  this  rate,  but 
he  hopes  that  ttere  will  be  a great  deal  more  money  from  the 
stage  rroduc t ion . No  great  return  wan  ever  expected  from  the 
book.  Just  send  the  regular  acknowledgement s . I will  tell 
Helen  about  them  when  I see  her  or  If  that  Is  not  to  be  any 
time  soon  I'll  write  her  about  them. 

I hope  we  can  get  together  for  a good  long 
talk  before  many  weeks  have  gone  by--b”t  maybe  it  had 
better  wall  until  you  get  back  from  your  vacation. 


Aff ectlonrt  el y , 


Ill  Fifth  3t . , Garden  City,  New  vork 
January  20,  1959 


hoar  Ml s 8 Tea  re: 


This  Is  to  authorize  you  to  quote  In  you 
life  of  Helen  aller  the  words  from  THE  WO  BI  D I LI  vs  IN 
to  which  you  refer  in  your  letter  of  Jan.  17  to  Kre . 
Evelyn  Selda. 


Sincerely  yours, 


Helen  Keller 

By  Kalla  3r?.ddy  Henney , Attorney 


Miss  Catherine  Owens  Feare 
29  5 3t.  John's  -lace 
Brooklyn  38 
New  York 


l & 


111  ~lfth  st . , Garden  City,  New  >ork 

January  P'7 , 1959 

Dear  : iss  Glgllstti: 

Ml s s ’elen  elier  ha~  asked  s.e  to 
‘hank  you  for  your  letter  of  January  12.  I nm  Inclosing 
a h hlet  about  l or  which  will  gl  e you  more  information. 
3ha  did  no  Ids';  bar  sigh'  an*  hearing  becaiss  of 
scarlet  fever,  though  many  ; so  ie  seen  to  bin*  so.  It 
ca  o nbou‘  baca  na  of  an  aoute  an  ’errlble  congestion 
an-'  even  the  doctors  did  not  know  tie  reason  for  the 
congestion.  3he  did  not  create  a i'ralile  Ty  ewrlter, 
but  she  h.as  us^d  one  e'-er  since  she  was  a c!  ild.  I am 
very  glad  t-at  you  are  studying  her  life.  It  hel  s us 
all  *o  read  afcou * s ci  wonderful  j so  le. 

sincerely  yours, 


hr* . Nell  a Braddy  bennoy 

Attorney  for  He  an*  elier 


Miss  Ann  Gigliett.1 
A.-  Grahasi  A\  e. 
atr.den 

Connecticut 


Ill  Fifth  St.,  Garden  City,  New  Yor* 
January  27,  19  59 


Dear  Ken, 


It  la  very  pleasant  to  be  the  means  of 
sending  that,  fine  royalty  report  to  Helen. 

"he  only  good  news  from  Arcan  Ridge  Is 
that  she  Is  surrounded  by  a devoted  and  efficient 
household  and  that  she  continues  to  roce  that 
THE  OFFN  DOOR  is  not  just  words  on  paper,  but  Is 
something  to  live  by.  '-oily  has  bad  days  and  worse 
days,  never  really  good  days,  and  this  nay  go  on 
for  a long,  long  time. 

I am  having  your  no+e  Brail! ed  for  Helen, 
"he  Is  always  glad  to  hear  from  you. 

Ever  yours. 


Kr.  en  McCormick 
Doubleday  Co . 
575  kadi  son  Ave. 
New  York  22 
N.Y. 


Ill  - If th  St.,  Garden  City,  \ew  York 

January  27,  19  c9 


"'ear  ) rs.  ? locket 


I regret  very  much  to  be  obliged 
to  tell  you  th  t because  of  the  enormous  ext  ensea 
imposed  on  or  by  the  long-continued  Illness  of 
her  com’  anion,  las  i elen  r eller  la  unable  at.  this 
time  lo  make  a contribution  to  the  dadcliffe 
evelopment  und.  she  Is  of  course  always  In*  eras' ed 
In  everything  that  concerns  her  Alma  ater  and 
i erha  a In  the  future  when  the  strain  Is  somewhat 
relaxed  ere  may  be  able  to  roe  ond  as  8 a would 
like  to.  I hope  so. 

ery  sincerely  yours. 


b'r  . Neila  ra^dy  l enney 
Atorney  for  e en  ei  sr 


vrs.  v . ouir  Flncke 
9 Juniper  Road 

Karlen 

Connecticut 


TV  Qt& 


111  Fifth  St.,  Gar  on  City,  v«v  Vo r 
January  27,  1959 


ear  kiss  aimer - 


hiss  Helen  eiier  has  as  od  r- a to  thank 
you  for  your  latter  of  January  13.  1 aw  Inclosing  a 
little  an;  hist  about  her  whlci  you  tray  find  Ini  erecting, 
hero  Is  J.;n  ono  . olnt  In  your  .Letter  which  I should 
like  to  correct,  lss  e-ier  does  not  need  an  assistant 
to  help  her  read,  er  books  are  rlnted  In  the  system 
of  raised  dots  called  brail'-  e.  he  simply  asses  her 
fingers  o- er  the  dots  and  needs  no  help  at  All.  I am 
glad  that  your  class  is  studying,  her  vonderf  j.  iifa. 

She  is  a great  Inspiration  to  us  all. 

Sincerely  yours, 


r«.  Nelia  hraddy  henney 
Attorney  for  Helen  eiler 


•lss  onna  aimer 
23  : ortt  Sheffield  It . 

I ‘am den  14 
conn  ctlcut 


111  Fifth  St.,  Garden  City,  N .Y . 
Jan.  30,  19  59 


Dear  Kiss  Herlihy, 


This  is  another  letter  from 
that  woman  who  was  trying  to  find  out  if  her 
Keller  ancestor  was  related  to  Helen's  ancestors. 
I don't,  know  enough  German  to  translate  it  and 
so  I am  sending  it  to  you  for  that.  When  the 
translation  comes  hack  I think  the  bes*  thing 
to  do  with  it  is  probably  to  send  it  to  Miss 
Keller's  sister  who  knows  more  about  the  family 
history  than  anyone  else.  If  you  will  return  it 
to  me  I will  send  it  to  her,  or  you  can  send 
it  direct,  whichever  is  easier. 


All  good  wishes, 


Ill  Fifth  St..,  Garden  City,  New  York 
January  31,  1959 


Dear  Mrs.  Goldblatt: 


I regret  1o  tell  you  that 
Misa  Thomson's  illness  has  continued  and 
that  it  will  be  quite  impossible  for  you  to 
see  Ml3s  Keller.  I am  very  sorry. 

Sincerely  yours, 


Mrs.  Nella  Braddy  Penney 


Krs . Charlotte  Fagan  Goldblatt 
Charlouis 
Dogwood  Lane 
Stamford,  Connecticut 


Hi  ifth  '.t.,  Garden  City,  Kav  York 
February  A,  19*:9 


rear  . Isa  Greens: 

luce,  because  of  lilness  in  her  household, 
Ibs  el en  eller  la  unable  ‘ o write  to  you  at  thin  tire  she 
has  asked  to  rei  ly  to  your  letter  of  January  23. 

I art  Inclosing  a j aophlet  about  her  ^nd 
a card  showing  -he  I ralile  al  habot  and  numere.  s.  ' ou  will 
find  an  excellent  surciulng  up  of  her  hlioso.  hy  of  life  in 
a little  boo.-w  of  I ere  called  I 0-  'K  '00  H which  was 
ubilshed  " wo  years  ago.  I hope  you  ha'  e aecena  to  It,  but 
in  case  you  have  not,  I 'am  quoting  one  short  paragra  h: 

”1'  Is  of  an  said  that  usefulness  Is  the 
end  of  life;  anr.  no  ll  in.  3ut  fcaj  lnesn  creates  an' 

Ins  Ires  usefulness.  If  you  have  any  gif*8  and  the 
rower  to  un’erstar*  , e en  If  you  meditate  night  and  day  to 
romofe  the  welfare  of  the  world.  It  oi  ala  ail  profit 
you  little  If  you  have  not  Joy." 

1 am  glad  that  you  are  making  e study 
of  KIbb  eller' s wonderful  life.  She  is  a grout  1ns  iratlon 
to  us  all. 

ery  sincerely  youru, 


>rs.  .4el i.a  ru  dy  ..snney 
Attorney  ’“or  I e en  r oller 


lss  ^ully  Greene 
Chesnee 

Pox  c74 

:iout.h  Carolina 


Ill  Fifth  St.,  Garden  City,  N.Y.,  USA 
Feb.  9,  1959 


Dear  Bert,  ,/4Tm  * ...  •, 

There  are  two  reasons  why  I have  not 
been  writing.  One  Is  that  I have  had  nothing 
new  to  say  about  Arcan  Ridge,  the  other  that 
since  the  middle  of  January  I have  been  Q1U&&4. 
knocked  out  with  shingles. 

At  the  moment  the  outlook  Is  Improving 
on  both  fronts.  I haven't  seen  Folly  of  course 
but  I talk  with  her  quite  frequently.  Her  voice 
is  clear  and  strong  and  she  is  more  cheerful  than 
she  has  been.  Mrs.  celde  is  away  for  a vacation 
but  the  nurse  and  the  two  women  who  look  after 
‘he  house  and  Mrs.  Seide's  assistant  are  carrying 
on  splendidly . 

I hope  you  have  never  had  ’•■ersonal 
experience  with  shingles.  Mine  struck  on  the 
left  side  of  my  forehead  and  closed  the  left  eye 
for  a while.  The  whole  business  was  very  painful, 
but  it  is  clearing  up  and  I can  now'  use  my  eyes 
alcost  normally. 

The  severe  winter  is  abating  somewhat 
and  this  is  a lift  to  our  spirits.  I hope  all 
goes  well  with  you  and.  Isabel  and  the  rest  of  the 
family  and  I am,  as  always, 


Affectionately  yours. 


111  * if  th  St.,  Garden  City,  New  York 

February  10,  1959 


I'ear  rs.  Fairchild: 


I an  replying  to  your 
letter  of  r«b.  5 to  Mias  Helen  feller  be- 
cause It  rr.ay  be  quite  some  time  before  she 
can  get  around  'o  answering  It  herself.  I 
think  that  portm.  s you  do  not  know  that  . las 
houjBon  suffered  a stroke  In  Sap t . 11-57  and 
t hat  her  recovery  has  been  ■<  ery  slow,  i.lss 
el  .er  Is  In  constant  loving  a;4endance — 
erfect  y agnlflcent  In  this  ordeal  as  In 
all  others — and  Is  naturally  far  behin  ' In  her 
corres;  ondence. 


In  her  name  I gi  e you 
emission  fo  incor  orate  the  foreword  s'  e 
wro^e  for  you  in  your  article  for  the  Audubon 
Society.  I should,  like  to  read  the  article 
v:  en  ; ou  have  finished  It.  And  would  it  be 
possible  for  me  to  have  rlnt s of  the  snap- 
shots for  my  Helen  - eller  collection  which 
has  been  accumulating  for  more  than  thirty 
years. 

With  all  good  wishes  for 
the  success  of  the  article  and  the  tape 

recording,  I am 


ery  sincerely  yours. 


( rs.)  ' ella  Freddy  "enney 

At'orney  for  Helen  Keller 


rs.  B.  aupen  Fairchild 

955  I exington  Ave. 

New  York  21,  N.Y. 


Ill  Fifth  -t...  Garden  City,  New  v0rk 
Feb.  11,  1959 


Dear  Mrs.  Scharoff, 

It  was  not  until  this  morning  that  I 
read  your  note  at  the  end  of  my  letder  of  Jan.  16.  I am 
sorry . 


errors. 


>'68,  please  do  ai.vaya  correct  1y  ogra  hical 


ves,  bill  lo  Miss  Keller  means  send 
the  bill  to  Mrs.  Seide. 

And  yes,  send  my  letlers  first  class  mail, 
the  articles  by  the  regular  way  for  Braille. 

It  was  most  thoughtful  of  you  to  offer 
your  services  to  me.  I wish  I could  have  called  upon  you,  but 
there  was  nothing  to  do  but  sweat  it  out.. 

It  givQ9  me  a wonderful  feeling  of  security 
to  have  you  at  that  end  of  the  line  and  I am  most  grateful. 

■ ery  sincerely  yours, 


({(bti 


~eb.  11,  1959 


Darling  Helen, 

Now  wasn't  that  a how-do-you-do,  me  coming 
’own  with  shingles'.  I don't  think  I ever  suffered  as  much 
pain  as  oily  and  l eith  did  years  ago,  but  the  pain  was  bad 
enough.  The  trouble  was  that  it  closed  my  left  eye,  gave 
me  an  evil,  leprous  appearance  anJ  made  it  impossible  for 
me  to  read  except  for  a few  minutes  at  a time.  I still  have 
to  be  careful  and  both  my  regular  doctor  and  my  eye  man 
insist  that  I take  it  easy,  which  is  the  way  you  and  Polly 
and  I don't  like  to  take  it. 

Polly's  voice  was  strong  and  clear  on  Sunday 
when  I talked  with  her--this  was  the  best  possible  medicine 
for  me  and  I need  more  of  it. 

Among  the  things  that  I have  read  was  Dr. 

Pusey's  annual  report  on  Harvard  University.  Appended  to  it 
was  a list  of  deaths  among  the  faculty  and  I will  quote  from 
the  one  on  Robert  Pfeiffer:  "Hancock  Professor  of  Hebrew  and 
other  Oriental  Languages  and  Curator  of  the  Semitic  Museum, 
died  on  March  16  in  his  sixty-seventh  year.  One  of  the  great 
contemporary  authorities  on  Old  "estament  history  and  literature 
and  Assyriology,  Dr.  rfeiffer  was  a prodigiously  active 
scholar  and  teacher  who,  as  his  colleagues  have  said,  personified 
in  exemplary  fashion  a 'combination  of  religious  faith  with 
a critical  attitude  toward  the  literature  of  that  faith.'  He 
was  ti  e author  of  ihe  most  widely  known  critical  work  in 
■English  on  the  literature  of  the  Old  Testament,  IN'RODJt  ION  0 
VHP  O'  ~ TESTAMENT  and  of  the  HISTORY  OF  NEW  TESTAMENT  TIMES, 
which  is  an  introduction  to  Jewish  history  and  literature  of  the 
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In ter test  amen tal  period.  In  addition,  he  published  many 
articles,  monographs,  and  reviews  on  a broad  range  of  subjects 
within  the  wide  scope  of  his  scholarly  interests.  Under  his 
curatorship  the  Semitic  Museum  added  some  six  hundred  major 
acquisitions  to  its  collections.... 

"An  ordained  Methodist  minister,  Dr.  Pfeiffer  took  his 
doctorate  in  philosophy  at  Harvard  in  1922  and  continuously 
thereafter  was  a member  of  the  teaching  staff;  in  1953  he 
was  appointed  to  the  Hancock  Professorship,  the  third  oldest  such 
endowment  in  the  University.  His  fund  of  knowledge,  'ruddy  good 
will'  and  thoughtful  and  painstaking  concern  for  his  students 
will  be  greatly  missed." 

What  a loss  to  the  world  Robert's  death  was,  quite 
apart  from  the  deep  personal  loss  to  us.  As  I read  the  above 
I wished  that  I had  talked  with  him  about  the  Assyrians.  I 
have  always  thought  them  and  the  Aztecs  just  about  the  most 
unattractive  people  that  ever  lived,  but  maybe  this  is  because 
I am  so  ignorant.  Robert  could  have  set  me  straight. 

I have  missed  my  little  chats  with  you  by  letter,  but 
you  and  Polly  have  been  constantly  in  my  thoughts.  I intend  to 
come  up  to  Arcan  Ridge  to  spend  at  least  half  an  hour  with  you 
as  soon  as  my  doctors  say  I can  and  this,  I hope,  will  be  soon. 

Meantime,  my  love,  my  love,  my  love, 


Nella 


Feb.  13,  1959 


Darling  Helen, 

A most  thrilling  thing  happened  in  Washington 
yesterday.  A poet  held  the  politicitns  spellbound,  a :oet, 
mind  you'.  The  poet  was  your  old  friend  Carl  Sandburg. 

He  was  asked  to  speak  on  Lincoln  before  a joint  meeting  of 
both  Houses  of  Congress,  the  first  poet,  so  far  as  the 
record  shows,  to  whom  such  an  ttaxiurt  invitation  was  ever  given. 
The  Senators  and  Representatives,  a handful  of  Cabinet  members 
and.  some  of  the  members  of  the  3ui  reme  Court  entered  the  hall 
without  enthusiasm,  expecting  the  usual  dreary  round  of 
platl tudes . 

Freddie  March  set  the  mood  by  reading  the 
Gettysburg  Address.  "In  a difficult  role  Mr.  March  gave 
the  familiar  old  words  an  inflection  that  evoked  the  images 
of  that  day  when  they  were  fresh,  and  the  emotion  in  the 
chamber  became  palpable." 

Sandburg's  first  paragraph  tna'e  me  think  of 
Teacher:  "Not  often  in  the  story  of  mankind  does  a man 
arrive  on  earth  who  is  both  steel  and  velvet,  who  is  as  hard 
as  a rock  and  soft  as  drifting  fog,  who  holds  in  his  heart  and 
mind  the  paradox  of  terrible  storm  and  i eace  unspeakable 

and  erfect.  Here  and  there  across  centuries  come  reports  of 
men  alleged  to  have  these  contrasts.  And  the  incomparable 
Abraham  Iincoln,  born  150  years  ago  irtwwsgi  this  day,  is  an 
approach  if  not  a 1 erfect  realization  of  this  character." 

rhe  whole  speech  was  in  this  vein  (1  will  have 
it  all  transcribed  for  you  if  you  want  it).  Nothing  new  was 
said,  but  tie  old  man  (Sandburg  is  now  81)  spoke  with  such 


feeling  that  the  audience  listened  as  it  had  not  listened  since 
Gen.  MacArthur  spoke  to  a joint  meeting  in  1951.  But,  as  the 
Times  says,  "Where  the  MacArthur  performance  engaged  bitter 
political  passions,  Mr.  Sandburg's  was  one  that  cut  to 
sentimental  memories  embedded  in  the  national  heritage  and 
shared  by  men  of  both  parties." 

Sandburg  expressed  something  of  this  in  another 

paragraph:  Millions  there  are  who  take  him  as  a oersonal 
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treasure.  He  had  something  they  would  like  to  see  spread 
everywhere  over  the  world.  Democracy?  We  can’t  find  words 
to  say  exactly  what  it  is,  but  he  had  it.  In  his  blood  and 
bones  he  carried  it.  In  the  breath  of  his  speeches  and  writings 
it  is  there.  Popular  government?  Republican  institutions? 
Government  where  the  people  have  the  say-so,  one  way  or 
another  telling  their  elected  leaders  what  they  want?  He  had 
the  idea.  It  is  there  in  the  lights  and  shadows  of  his 
personality,  a mystery  that,  can  be  lived  but  never  fully  spoken 
in  wo rds . . . . 

"How  did  Lincoln  say  he  would  like  to  be  remembered? 

His  beloved  friend,  Representative  Owen  Lovejoy  of  Illinois 
had  died  in  May  of  1364  and  friends  wrote  to  Lincoln  and  he 
replied  that  the  pressure  of  duties  kept  him  from  joining 
them  in  efforts  for  a marble  monument  » to  Lovejoy , the 
last  sentence  of  his  letter  saying,  'Let  him  have  the  marble 
monument  along  with  the  well-assured  and  more  enduring  one  in 
the  hearts  of  those  who  love  liberty,  unselfishly,  for  all  men. 

"3o  perhaps  we  may  say  that  the  well  assured  and  most 
enduring  memorial  to  Lincoln  is  invisibly  to  there,  today, 
tomorrow  and  for  a long  time  yet  to  come  in  the  hearts  of  io  eis 


of  liberty,  men  and  women  who  understand  that  wherever  there 
is  freedom  there  have  been  those  who  fought,  tolled  and 
sacrificed  for  it." 

This  was  the  end  of  the  speech  and  the 
hall  thundered  with  applause  as  he  turned  away  from  the 
rostrum.  I have  a new  slogan:  Down  with  the  politicians,  up 
with  the  poets'. 

I have  been  thinking  of  oily's  birthday  next  Friday. 

I had  hoped  to  be  with  you  for  a part  of  the  da.y  , but  it 
seems  doubtful  that  I can  make  it.  Yesterday  I drove  a mile  up 
the  road  to  buy  a pair  of  shoes  and  came  home  utterly  exhausted. 
It's  so  hard  to  throw  off  a virus.  But  I've  never  counted 
the  years  with  you  and  Polly  (and  I never  did  with  Teacher). 
"Birthless  and  deathless  and  changeless  remaineth  the  spirit 
forever."  'hat  is  from  the  Bhagavad-Gita,  and  while  I am 
quoting  I'll  gi*e  you  this  from  Milton:  "Beholding  the  bright 
countenance  of  truth  in  the  quiet  and  still  air  of  delightful 
studies."  In  the  midst,  of  all  the  sorrow,  dear  Helen,  I hope  you 
find  time  to  let  this  sentence  be  true — at  least  now  and  then. 

My  love  always  and  always  to  you  and  our  dear  3 oily, 

Kella 


Feb.  17,  1959 


Dear  Eixl, 


Nancy's  quotation  is  from  the  First  Epistle  of 
John,  1-5:  "This  then  is  the  message  which  we  have 
heard  of  him,  and  declare  unto  you,  that  God  is  light, 
and  in  him  is  no  darkness  at  all.” 

The  quotation  from  Dr.  Howe  is  probably  from  one 
of  his  Annual  Reports  as  director  of  the  Perkins  Institute, 
very  likely  the  famous  one  in  which  he  gives  a complete 
account  of  his  work  with  j.aura — around  1841  I think.  These 
reports  are  still  the  best  source  on  Dr.  Howe,  his 
descendants  have  written  a number  of  books  about  him  and 
Julia  Ward  Howe,  all  lau  atory  and  undependable,  the  Howe 
apers  have  never  been  open  to  the  public  and  the  only 
original  Item  I was  able  to  collect  was  a nasty  letter  from 
naura  E.  Richards  demolishing  Teacher’s  character  so  far  as 
she  was  concerned. 

I hope  the  scarlet  fever  is  a light  ca-e  and 
nearly  over.  What  a lot.  of  things  there  are  that  can  go 
wrong  with  us’ 

All  good  wishes  to  all  Gibsons, 


N9  H" 


Ill  St.,  Garden  City, 

February  19,  19  59 


New  York 


Dear  Mrs.  Ashdown r 


ne  oest  place  to  apply 
for  a portrait  of  Miss  Helen  seller  Is 
the  American  Foundation  for  the  Blind 
15  '-'eat  16  St.,  New  York  11,  n.Y.  Address 
your  letter  to  Mrs.  William  Selde, 

I ersonal  Secretary  to  Miss  Helen  Keller 
and  I am  sure  she  will  take  care  of  vour 
request.  J 


Sincerely  yours, 


Mrs.  Greta  Ashdown 
The  American  Soroptimist 
975  South  West  Temple 
Salt  Lake  City  1 
Utah 


Ill  Fifth  t.,  Garden  City,  ov  York 
Feb.  23,  ±9*9 


& 


’'ear  Ins  Burton: 


So  far  as  Miss  Helen  r eller 
la  concerned  there  is  no  objection  to  your  use 
of  the  selection  from  HI ■'  I B~  I~'  E In  your 
forthcoming  anthology  which  is  to  be  published 
by  the  homes  Y.  Crowell  Co.  here  is  also  no 
objection  o running  the  co  y right  credit  on 
the  copy right  page. 

T ill  you  r lease  send  l los  r eller 

a coj  y of  the  book  when  it  ar  ears. 

\ ery  truly  yours. 


re.  Kella  Braddy  renney 

Attorney  for  elen  eiler 


lss  .ar^aret  E.  Burton 
212  East  4'v  St. 

New  York  17 
N.Y. 


Feb.  24,  1959 


Darling  Helen, 

I had  no  idea  that  shingles  could  hang  on  so  long'. 
Mne  have  been  complicated  by  a cold  which  makes  me  sound  like 
a frog  and  I look  like  an  old  hag.  I am  afraid  it  will  be  another 
couple  of  weeks  before  I come  back  to  normal. 

Did  I tell  you  that  Keith  and  I have  begun  the 
study  of  Russian!1  Y/e  aren' t ambitious  enough  to  hope  to  speak 
it,  but  Keith  would  like  to  learn  to  read  it  in  connection  with 
this  big  air-force  project  in  which  he  is  now  engaged.  The 
alphabet  itself  is  rather  confusing  to  begin  with.  Some  of 
the  letters  are  like  the  Greek  and  are  pronounced  like  the 
Greek — lambda,  rho,  and  gamma.  Some  are  like  the  English 
and  pronounced  the  same  way--M,  0,  T,  for  instance.  And  some 
are  like  the  English,  but  have  different  values.  The  Russian 
C is  our  S,  the  B is  our  V,  and  the  H is  our  N.  Then  of  course 
there  are  some  purely  Russian  letters  of  very  strange 
appearance  and  very  weird  pronunciation.  So  it  will  be  quite 
a while  before  we  begin  to  babble  in  Russian.  But  it  is  fun  and 
so  much  more  fun  -’olng  it  together  than  it  would  be  for  either 
one  of  us  alone. 


I am  homesick  for  you  and  Folly.  Terribly. 
My  love  is  always  with  you  both, 


Nelia 


ill  Fifth  St . , Garden  Cl’y,  Few  ' or* 
February  27,  1959 


6 / 


"oar  hrs . alner  • 


1 3 s Helen  oiler  has  asked  me 
to  reply  to  your  letter  of  January  28.  rher©  are 
two  reasons  for  the  long  delay.  On.’  in  that 
type-written  or  hand-written  letters  must  be 
t ranscribed  In  Braille  before  3l  e can  read  them 
herself,  he  of  er  Is  that  her  correspondence  Is 
so  ' ast  tha^  each  letter  tr.us4  fnke  If  3 turn. 

I think  you  will  be  able  to 
find  something  to  your  nr  one  in  a ;lftle  book 
of  her  hi  .0  30  hy  called  r H"  0 3N  TXX)R  which  vas 
ubllshed  in  1957.  I suggest  th-  t you  read  ti  e 
no  ec  Ions  on  pages  75,  8 • , 104,  and  121  and  you 
mep  find  ofhers.  emission  *o  use  any  of  thetL  must 
of  course  he  secured  from  her  publishers,  "oubleday 
Co.,  r75  adiaon  ve.,  ew  York  22,  N.Y. 

1th  all  pood  wishes,  I am 
31 nee rely  yours, 


( rn.)  Kelln  Braddy  ' enney 

Attorney  for  elen  Poller 


rs.  -nno  aiser 
23  Addison  a e. 

alo  Alto 

ta  ifonnla 


-t>  ^ U^£,  y March  2,  1959 

»*te 

\'\y 

Darling  Helen, 

It  really  does  look  as  if  Kit  at  last  has 
the  kind  of  play  we  have  so  long  wanted  for  her.  She  is 
opening  tomorrow  night  In  Ihoenix,  Arizona  (Phoenix  has 
lately  become  one  of  the  most  vital  drama  centers  in  the 
country)  and  every  ticket  has  been  sold  for  every  per- 
formance for  the  week  they  are  scheduled  to  be  there  and 
people  are  clamoring  for  an  extra  matinee  on  next  Sunday 
afternoon.  They  will  play  in  nine  other  cities  before 
April  18,  then  call  a halt  until  autumn  when  they  will  begin 
a tour  of  75  more  cities  (they  will  reach  Broadway  during 
Christmas  week)  and  Guthrie  has  announced  that  75  more 
cities  have  asked  for  it  during  the  1960-61  season'.  Isn't 
this  wonderful?  And  one  of  the  best  things  about  it  is  that 
Kit  is  taking  the  theater  to  the  people,  thus  helping  to 
break  the  stranglehold  of  Broadway  as  well  as  giving  people 
all  o^er  the  United  States  to  see  living  actors  giving  fine 

A 

performances  in  a fine  play.  She  will  travel  more  than 
18,000  miles  before  she  is  done  with  it.  Sounds  like  one  of 
yours  and  Polly's  trips. 

I am  Inclosing  with  this  a couple  of 
paragraphs  on  i oetry  by  Hans  Zinsser,  the  great  American 
biologist  who  wrote  so  vividly  about  typhus  in  RATS,  LICE  AND 
HISTORY,  a book  that  Polly  and  I loved. 

In  a little  while  I am  going  over  to  see 
my  doctor,  for  the  laBt.  time  I hope  on  this  unpleasant  mixture 
of  the  flu  virus  with  the  shingles  virus.  I hope  he  has  a magic 
brew  for  me.  March  3 tomorrow.  What  memories  will  be  with  you'. 


And  my  lo- e there  with  them,  Leila 


March  2,  19 ^5 


Dear  Bill, 


Gomev.’here  that  well-known  author  V.  Gibson 
speaks  of  "inane  \erbiage."  V.'hat  other  kind  exists 
with  which  to  say  thank-you?  I could  do  It  in  Russian, 
for  Keith  and  I have  started  on  that  language,  using  a 
wild  free-wheeling  method  known  as  hennoy -hay wire,  but 
I wouldn't,  know  how  to  emphasize  it  and  thanks  for  a 
presentation  cory  from  an  author  requires  emphasis  like 
a presentation  ticket  from  an  actor  or  a playwright. 

Ve  are  very  happy  wi’h  the  book.  I have  gobbled  it 
up  all  O',  er  again-- a fine  Job’.  But,  gad,  you  do  look 
fierce  and  formidable  In  that  Jacket  portrait’ 

Affectionate  greetings  all  around  and,  as 
I have  already  tried  to  say,  many,  many  thanks  from  us 
both . 


arch  3>  i;59 


Darling  Helen, 

Here  on  your  "soul's  birthday"  there  came  to 
me  a piece  of  news  from  Bill  Gibson  that  really  stunned  me 
and  I think  it  will  do  the  same  for  you  and  Folly.  Eill  and 
Margaret  and  Arthur  Penn  who  is  to  direct  THE  MIRACLE  WORKER 
and  Arthur's  wife  went  up  to  Perkins  to  s;  end  the  day  a few 
days  ago,  just  to  watch  how  the  deaf-blind  children  were 
taught  and  to  get  the  general  feel  of  things.  I quo^e  now 
from  Bill's  letter:  The  librarian,  Mr.  Coon,  told  me  that 
he  had  been  visited  a year  or  two  ago  by  a beautiful  girl  who 
described  herself  as  Anagnos' s great  granddaughter  or  such, 
which  baffled  Coon  because  he  knew  Anagnos  in  his  marriage  to 
the  Howe  girl  'had  no  issue',  but  according  to  his  visitor 
Agxa  Anagnos  was  married  in  Athens  before  coming  to  this 
country,  had  three  children,  and  was  divorced  there,  a fairly 
unusual  hap  enlng  in  those  days,  which  might  explain  his  wish 
to  come  here  with  Howe."  Did  you  know  this?  I doubt  if  the 
Howes  knew  it  and  I feel  sure  that  r eacher  didn't,  for  she 
never  spoke  of  it.  And  of  course  the  Howes  would  have  kept  it  dark 
even  if  they  had  known  it.  I wish  you  would  write  me  a note  about 
this  or  have  Polly  tell  rne  over  the  telephone. 


ailments  I can  think  of.  I went  to  my  doctor  yesterday  about  a 
violent  pain  in  n,y  left  arm  and  discovered  that  I have  "tennis 
elbow,"  I that  never  played  a game  of  tennis  in  my  life.  It  Is 
temporary  and  will  leave  no  ill  effects,  but  it  is  ' ery 
annoy lng--doesn' t bother  me  nearly  so  much  now  that  I know  what 
it  1 8 . I was  afraid  it  was  arthritis.  FUc 


I seem  to  be  trying  to  collect  all  the  odd 


I'll  keep  you  in  touch  with  all  I hear  about  TMW./\ 


Garden  City,  March  4,  1959 


Dear  Pill, 

Hold  steady  now . Yon  are  getting  away  frcm  the 
3ource.  Your  first  instinct  was  right,.  Helen  was  not 
(repeat  not)  a Phenomenal  child.  :hat  "platitude  " was 
born  at  Jerkins  and  bas  been  fos+ered  in  many  places, 
eerocially  in  schools-  for  the  blind  and  th®  deaf,  sometimes 
subtly,  some4 imcs  overtly,  and  the  ■ ery  sight  of  the  not- 
yct-releasod  blind  and  dee f of  of  the  deaf  who  are  not 
blind  is  enough  to  make  the  job  seem  impossible  without 
an  extraordinarily  gifted  pupil  on  the  receiving  end. 

Blot  cut  the  Helen  you  saw  and  you  are  closer  to  'he  pre- 
Annie  Helen  when  you  look  at  the  students  at  erklna  than 
you  are  when  you  go  swinging  off  into  the  wild  blue  yonder 
with  a phenomenon  under  your  arm. 

I think  everyone  who  knew  Helen  and  ’eacher  well 
would  agree  to  tills.  I will  cite  the  late  Dr.  william  Allan 
Reilson  who  for  -^any  years  was  president,  of  Smith  College. 
Helen  had  classes  with  him  at  Fadcliffe  and  he  was  an 
intimate  friend  out  of  office  hours,  a visitor  in  their 
home,  learned  the  manual  alphabet  and  all  that.  He  told  me 
(I  hrd  several  talks  with  him)  that  Helen's  mind  seamed  to 
him  that  of  a good  industrious  student--what  eacher  had 
done  was  to  remove  the  handicaps  to  the  point  where  the  mind 
functioned  like  that  of  any  other  girl  her  age.  Among  those 
who  really  knew  them  I never  found  anyone  to  contradict  this. 

Home  of  them  a oke  of  Helen  as  the  "clay,"  but  I 
don't  accept  this — it  would  have  been  s- sler  if  she  had  been. 
She  was  alive  and  eager,  a marvellous  pupil,  with  much  to 
give,  more  to  receive.  Fundamentally,  Helen  and  "eacher  were 
very  uncongenial,  that  is,  in  most  ways,  but  it  took  the 
two  of  them  to  make  the  whole,  "he  balance  here  is  "ery,  very 
delicate  an1  I think  you'll  come  closer  to  it  if  you  sit  down 
and  commune  with  yourself  than  you  will  in  any  other  way. 

I don't  know  if  you  happened  across  an  article  I 
wrote  for  1 he  H.v.  "in.es  Magazine  for  Helen's  75th  birthday. 
Anyway  I am  sending  you  a copy,  it  sums  up  what  I 1.  ink  of 
Helen  as  of  now,  except  that,  j feel  that  she  has  risen  lo 
greater  heights  since  I wrote  it.  72  years  cf  ereatl'  e living 
leaves  its  rr.a  rk . 

Iho  tidbit  about  Mr.  Anagnos  was  fascinating  end  I 
wrote  to  Helen  at  once.  I’d  be  sir  rl3sd  if  tna  owes  new  it, 
but  they  v.-ou.ld  have  kept  it  dark  if  they  had.  And  I'd  like 
to  know  where  Mr.  Anagnos  go+  his  money — he  had  quite  a wad  of 
it.  before  the  end. 

In  your  cogitations,  remember  that  I am  not  without 

bias . 


Ever  yours, 


I 


March  5,  1*59 


Darling  Helen, 

eith  and  I loved  your  letter.  I arc  sending 
San'burg's  address  to  Mrs.  Scharoff  this  morning  to  have  It 
transcribed  for  you  and  I am  ordering  a book  of  haiku.  As 
soon  as  I have  time  to  read  it  I will  mark  the  best  of  them 
and  have  them  Srailled  for  you.  Katharine  and  Larry  Conan t 
are  as  enthusiastic  about  them  as  we  are. 

’’'his  business  of  getting  back  on  one's  feet 
is  very  slow  and  sometimes  very  discouraging,  but  I needn't 
tell  you  and  lolly  this.  I think  warmer  weather  will  be  a big 
help . 

I am  going  to  ask  Miss  Herliby  to  send  me  a 
new  catalog  of  Braille  books  to  see  if  I can' t find  some  in 
it  t’rat  I think  you  will  like.  I have  just  about  pumped  off 
the  catalogs  that  I have. 

Much,  much  lo'-e  to  you  both  always, 

Nella 


I 

! 1 
W 

111  ^lfth  P t.,  Garden  City,  n.«w  voric 
arch  7,  19 59 


Dear  M.iss  Clark- 


I am  glad  that  you  found 

"Teacher"  Interesting.  In  writing  It  line 
el- or  took  for  granted  a knowledge  of  the 
ear !.y  background  which  Is  familiar  to  most 
of  her  adult  readers.  the  van t e-'1  to  write 
what  had  not  already  been  written.  I think 
nov  that  you  would  enjoy  ' Isa  seller's 
" he  Story  of  'Ay  life."*  In  the  latter 
part  under  ' he  heading  "A  Sup] lament  ary 
Account  of  eien  .oiler's  ife  and  Education" 
you  will  find  additional  material  about 
Mrs.  hacy , who  was  then  Annie  Sullivan,  in- 
cluding a number  of  her  letters  describing 
her  work  with  the  little  Helen.  Mrs.  Macv 
w‘'s  a very  fascinating  nd  gifted  woman 
and  It  is  no  wonder  that  you  want  to  know 
more  about  her. 


i?h  all  good  wishes,  I arc 
~>ry  sincerely  yours, 


(Mrs.)  Noll  a Praddy  Henney 

tor ney  for  heien  eiier 


Miss  a'"y  Clark 
2034  20  th  -.  e.  arkway 
Indian  docks  : each 
- lorida 


Ill  Fifth  St.,  Garden  City,  N.Y. 

.March  7,  19  59 


Dear  Mrs.  Scharoff, 


""hank  you  for  writing  me.  I 
do  have  a number  of  things  that  I want  to  send 
Miss  Keller,  but  Just  now  I am  so  handicap ed 
by  my  various  ailments,  especially  the  residue 
of  shingles  around  the  left  eye,  that  I have  1o 
limit  the  amount  of  time  I can  spend  in  getting 
them  ready.  If  the  little  book  of  haiku  comes 
in  time  I will  send  it  to  you  and  I want  to  send 
more  of  Dr.  Zhivago,  but  I am  afraid  that  will 
have  to  wait  a while.  I 'o  feel  that  this 
connection  through  you  is  now  my  life  line  to 
Helen  and  I am  thankful  for  it  every  day. 

Most  sincerely,  most  gratefully, 


Mr 8.  Jerome  tcharoff 


Ill  Fifth  St. , Garden  City,  New  York 
; arch  12,  1959 


Fear  Kan, 


I gee  no  reason  why  you  should  not  apr roach 
Nancy  Hamilton  about  a picture  book  from  the  Helen 
oiler  film.  I have  not  tried  to  telephone  her,  In  fact 
she  may  still  be  out  west,  but  this  doesn't  matter,  the 
fever  the  Intermediaries  the  be* ter.  I know  that  Nancy  has 
been  approached  by  another  publisher  for  a book  about  Helen 
and  I know  that  a picture  book  about  Helen  has  been  in  the 
air  for  some  time — I think  you  might  find  some  mention  of  it 
in  our  various  letters  about  the  Helen  Keller  material,  I'd 
try  to  look  it  up  myself  exce  t that  I am  getting  over  a 
neat  combination  of  shingles  and  bursitis,  an  experiment  in 
ain  that  I should  not  like  to  re,  eat.  Anyhow,  since  Nancy 
has  collected  the  basic  ictures  I think  the  reject.  should  be 
cleared  through  her,  I think  the  pictures  should  not  be 
limited  to  those  in  the  film,  and  I think  Barbara  Fills 
3'nould  be  the  one  to  select  the  captions. 

Bill  Gibson  has  finished  the  first  two  acts  of 
the  stage  version  of  ' H”  HI -ACr. F WORKER  and  Fred  Coe  and 
Arthur  enn  have  begun  their  activities  as  producer  and 
director.  With  this  gifted  crew  I think  the  lay  has  a chance 
to  be  the  most  beautiful  thinp-  that  has  ever  been  done  about 
Teacher  or  Helen,  but  the  hazards  of  the  theater  are  .i  ike  the 
hazards  of  publishing — you  never  know  until  th--:  last  chip 
is  down. 


be  situation  at  Arc an  Ridge  is  about  the  same, 
oily  has  pulled  up  from  her  December  set-back,  but  is  not 
herself.  Helen  is  devoted,  serene,  and  busy. 

Mall  will  be  forwarded  from  Nancy's  address  if 
she  is  not  there.  She  is  in  the  book,  but  so  are  a few  other 
Nancy  Hamilton^Our  girl  is  at  411  Fast  51  St. 


"ver  yours, 


All  best  . 


March  16,  1959 


Darling  Helen, 

I have  Just  finished  marking  excerpts  for 
you  from  a little  book  called  AN  INTRODUCTION  TO  HAIKU 
by  Harold  G.  Henderson.  Mr.  Henderson  was  once  assistant  to 
the  Curator  of  Far  Eastern  Art  at  the  Metropolitan  Museum,  he 
has  lived  in  Japan  and  has  taught  Japanese  and  the  a predation 
of  Ja-anese  art  at  Columbia  University.  I imagine  that  Shinzo 
knows  him--and  one  of  the  things  that  I most  look  forward  to 
when  we  can  resume  our  happy  expeditions  is  a long  talk  with 
Shinzo  about  haiku. 

I know  that  Tolly  and  Mrs.  Corbely  have  told 
you  about  the  wonderful  review  of  Bill  Gibson's  new  book 
in  the  Times  yesterday.  There  was  also  an  excellent  one  in 
the  Saturday  Review  and  I doubt  not  but  that  we  shall  see  others. 
I feel  that  we  are  extremely  fortunate  in  our  connection  with 
this  very  gifted  young  man. 

If  all  goes  well  I hope  to  get  to  Arcan  Ridge 
next  week.  All  went  badly  this  week.  Burslstis  developed  at  my 
left  shoulder  and  for  two  days  I was  in  such  pain  as  I hardly 
knew  existed.  X-rays  have  broken  it  up  and  ray  arm  is  flexible 
again,  but  I have  to  continue  the  treatments  through  Friday. 

What  a mess  I have  been  for  the  last  couple  of  months'. 

Mrs.  Scharoff  will  probably  have  time  to  do  the 
haiku  book  the  last  week  of  this  month  when  she  is  visiting  her 
in  upstate  New  York--you  should  gel  the  material  early  in  A^rll. 

With  love  and  longing  I am  yours  always  and 
always,  Nella 


Ill  Fifth  St.f  Garden  City,  New  York 
March  1?,  1959 


Dear  Bert, 


The  news  from  this  side  Is  dreary.  Polly 
Is  not  gaining  ground  and  since  things  don't  stand  still 
this  means  that  she  is  losing.  The  process  la  slow, 
but  she  Is  not  physically  as  strong  as  she  was,  has 
more  difficulty  In  walking  and  13  more  dependent  upon 
the  nurse  in  other  ways.  She  tires  easily  and  is 
apathetic  about  seeing  people,  realizes  that  she  is 
simply  not  ur  to  it,  needs  walking  shoes,  but  cannot 
be  persuaded  to  make  the  effort  to  drive  to  the  iocal 
store  and  get  them.  She  is  frightened  about  herself 
and  her  memory  is  not.  as  good  as  it  was  some  months 
ago.  She  is  always  loving  when  I talk  with  her,  but 
oh,  so  desolate  and  unhappy.  This  is  hard  on  the 
people  around  her,  but  they  are  very  understanding: 
they  know  how  much  Polly  is  suffering  and  we  all 
feel  that  the  household  staff  could  not  be  improved 
upon. 


I nave  had  difficulty  in  getting  rid  of 
the  shingles.  An  influenza  virus  came  in  on  top  of 
them  and  last  week  I was  in  great  pain  from  bursltip 
in  the  left  shoulder.  X-ray  treatments  have  broken  it 
up  and  next  week  I hope  to  be  in  the  clear.  Katharine 
Cornell  and  Nancy  are  out  west  with  Kit's  new  play, 

"Dear  Liar,"  which  is  about  Shaw  and  Kra.  Patrick 
Campbell . All  reports  that  have  come  east  have  been 
most  enthusiastic  and  it  seems  that  at  last  Kit  has 
the  kind  of  play  that  wfe  have  wanted  for  her  so  Long. 

She  hasn't  had  such  good  luck  in  some  of  her  vehicles 
during,  recent  years.  We  miss  her  and  Nancy  of  course, 
but  no  matter  how  much  we  scatter  around  or  how  Tar 
we  go  there  are  always  some  of  us  left  in  the  neighborhood 
who  are  on  instant  call  to  go  to  Arcan  Ridge  if  needed . 

We  had  snow  last  v>reek,  but  spring  is 
here  this  morning,  with  migrant  birds  from  the  south 
in  full  song  and  crocuses  in  bloom  on  the  lawn,  his 
gives  us  a lift,  but  does  not  take  away  the  sorrow. 

I hope  things  go  well  with  you  and  your 
family.  We  need  good  news. 


Affectionately , 


Ill  fifth  3t.,  Garden  City,  few  York 

March  19,  1959 


Dear  rs.  .'aircilld: 

My  telephone  number  In 
Garden  Clly  la  Pioneer  7-0193  and  I shall  be 
happy  to  talk  with  you  about  you r article 
any  time.  I should  think  that  the  fir3t  thing 
to  o la  to  -,et  lown  on  paper  what  you  want  to 
say,  not  bothering  la  the  boginning  now  you 
say  It.  I exp  ct  to  be  hero  until  the  first  of 
May— then  my  husband  and  I go  to  New  Hampshire 
for  six  months. 


It  grieves  me  to  have  to 

tell  you  that  there  is  no  hope  for  Polly  Thomson' 
full  recovery.  lelen  is  marvellously  self- 
sufficient,  more  so  than  any  of  ua  thought  she 
would  be.  She  is  utterly  tender  and  devotod  with 
Polly  and  her  skill  as  a therapist  has  won  the 
admiration  of  ill  the  nurses,  everything  is  being 
done  that  can  be  done,  the  household  staff  is 
excellent  and  Helen  la  ingnt fl  front  ■ 

* ich  all  good  wishes,  I arc 
Sincerely  yours. 


Mr;. . . Tapptm  rairchild 

955  Lexington  nve. 

New  York  21,  ; .Y. 


ft 


111  rlfth  3t.,  Garden  Cl'y,  . ev  York, 
arch  30 » 19 59 


oer  . r.  ^ la'  in* 


his  is  to  authorize  you 
to  reprint  V.w  IS  HA; . INErs  by  Helen 
eller  in  your  magazine  " ioneers,"  t rovidlng 
of  course  that  you  credit.  .Isa  Feller  vlth 
granting  the  ermlssion. 

’ ery  sincerely  yours. 


re.  Nella  . raddy  Penney 
Attorney  for  Helen  Keiler 


Mr.  J.K.  Flavin 

Illinois  fell  ele,  hone  Co. 

208  ' est.  ' nshlngt.on  r>t. 

Poo  an  1301 
Chicago  6 
II linois 


% 


h f fi> 


' '■J  IWcC-ft.  AXJ— £_ 

111  Fifth  St.,  Garden  City,  New  York 

April  7,  1959 


Dear  Mis a kalte: 


I must  disa;  point  you  about  the  use 
of  the  letters  by  lalen  Keller  which  you  found  at  the 
erkina  School,  but  a collection  of  her  letters  is 
planned  for  some  time  in  the  future  and  it  seems  unwise 
to  give  scattered  permissions  for  unpublished  letters 
until  after  this  volume  is  done.  No  date  has  been  set 
and  it  may  be  some  years  before  the  book  comes  out. 

But  it  is  all  right  for  you  to  use  the 

photographs. 


With  all  good  wishes,  I am 
Sincerely  yours, 


Mrs.  Nella  Braddy  Henney 

Attorney  for  Helen  Keller 


Miss  Helen  F.  kalte 
465  New  Milford  Ave. 
Oradell,  New  Jersey 


A rll  9,  19 59 


Dearest  Nancy, 


1 am  sure  that  >10  Is  too  little  for  ray 
share  of  yesterday's  expenses — if  whet  I am  inclosing 
is  too  much  ve’  11  si  end  it  on  drinks  next  time  we  are 
together.  v’hat  a very  satisfactory  and  rewarding  1 rip 
it  wa3'. 


Keith  was  outraged  by  the  Jimmy  Adams 
e isode.  Ky  contacts  with  that,  man,  direct  or  indirect, 
ere  paralyzing,  but  the  paralysis  is  gone  this  morning 
and  I intend  to  do  NC. 'KING  in  a tig  way — I'll  be 
talking  with  you  before  long. 


Much  love, 


o/e  H 


Ill  Firth  St.,  Garden  City,  New  York 
Aprl  1 10,  1959 


Deer  Mrs.  Scharoff, 


I am  very  happy  to  Inclose 
a check  for  '3.32  In  payment  of  my  bill.  I managed 
to  get  up  to  Arcan  Ridge  on  >>dn9sday • It  would  do 
you  good  to  see  how  much  Mlas  Keller  enjoys  the 
things  we  sen^  to  her.  ^'he  way  she  Is  handling 
the  sorrow  that  has  come  upon  her  Is  oneof  the 
splendors  of  the  world. 

Under  separate  cover  I am 
sending  you  9 H GRHAT  CHAIN  0^  ,1’  F by  Joseph 
Wood  rrutch.  two  chapters  are  to  be  transcribed: 
"Machinery  for  Kvolutlon"-pp.  19-36  and  "Devolution" 
pp.  171-136.  Please  put  "From  TKH  Q^rrAr  CHAIN  OF 
LIFH  by  Jose,  h Wood  Krutch"  at  the  beginning,  he 
bill  for  this  should  go  to  the  Foundation,  the  bock 
come  back  to  me. 


I seem  to  be  improving,  but  at 
the  moment  am  rather  exhausted  from  the  trip  to 
Connecticut . 

With  all  good  wishes  and  many, 

many  thanks, 


Mrs.  Jerome  Scharoff 


I 


111  Fifth  St. , 
April  12,  19=9 


Garden  City,  k.Y. 


Tear  Evelyn, 

i-lr.  Adana  never  did  call  me  and  I am  not  going  to 
call  him,  but.  if  he  bothers  you  again  simply  refer  him  to  me 
again  and  I will  answer  any  questions  he  wants  to  a3k.  I think 
what  happened  was  that  he  was  so  offended  by  bee's  bringing 
him  a piece  of  information  about.  Helen  (when  he  was  the  one 
that  was  supposed  to  know  It  all)  that,  he  blew  up. 

'"here  has  been  no  secret  about  ti  e possibility 
of  a play  and  a movie  from  THE  MIRACLE  WORKER  since  the  first 
agreetaent  was  signed  in  19=6.  Helen  and  oily  and  I read  the 
script  (It  was  brailied  for  Helen)  and  approved  it.  Helen's 
copy  of  this  agreement  must,  be  either  at  the  AFB  or  at  Arcan 
Ridge.  I had  been  keeping  her  copy  of  the  subsequent  agreement 
in  my  safe,  but  I am  sending  it  to  you  km  now  to  put  in  ycur3. 
Just  file  it  away  as  you  have  all  other  contracts.  You  will 
notice  that  it  is  signed  by  Ten  McCormick--*  I would  not  ha  * e 
signed  it  without  his  approval  and  in  this  case,  since  in  time 
quite  n lot  of  money  may  be  involved,  Keith  had  a lawyer  at 
McGraw  Hill  read  it.  The  whole  story  is  involved  and  a lot  of 
correspondence  and  conversation  took  place.  None  cf  this  is 
secret,  but  I should  not  like  anyone  vho  is  totally  unfamiliar 
with  the  literary  or  theatrical  world  to  grab  up  this  contract 
and  begin  tearing  it  to  pieces  without  knowing  something  about 
the  b a c kg ro  und . 


No  money  has  come  from  the  play  yet.  Mr.  Glbeon 
hasn't  quite  finished  writing  it --he  telephoned  me  yesterday  to 
lot  me  know  that  the  first  two  acts  will  reach  me  very  soon. 
From  THE  MIRACLE  WORKER  as  it  was  gi't  en  on  'rv  Helen  has 
. ereonally  got  only  the  little  checks  from  book  publication, 
but  in  Helen's  name  the  AFB  received  *562. =6  for  the  ' v 
presentation.  No  check  for  any  of  Helen's  writings  has  e*  er 
been  made  out  to  me,  but  you  know  this,  you've  seen  the  checks 
and  the  record  is  there  if  "r.  Adams  or  anyone  else  wants  to 
lock  at  it. 

Don't  let  this  trouble  you  a t a 3. 1 . If  Mr.  Adams 
really  want 3 to  make  something  out  of  it  I should  insist  upon 
everything  being  placed  before  the  entire  board  of  trustees,  but 
since  I haven't.  hea"d  from  him  I imagin"  he  has  cooled  ott. 

Oh  dear,  if  it  isn't  one  thing,  it's  two  or  three 


or  four1. 


Always  affectionately  yours, 


April  14,  5S 


Darjing  Helen, 

What  a happy,  happy  visit  that  was.  for  Kancy 
al  jial  We  b'j  h lo  e you  id  Polly  so  much  and  we  both  found 
it  perfectly  thrilling  to  see  how  magnificently  you  are  in 
control  of  your  household.  Even  with  so  devoted  and 
efficient  a staff  a wise  hand  is  needed  to  direct  the  course, 
'hank  God  it  is  there  in  your  hand.  And  I know  that  what 
recovery  Polly  has  made  is  due  more  to  you  than  to  all  the 
drugs  and  all  the  doctors. 

I want  you  and  Polly  to  consider  *.  ery  seriously 
coming  to  hew  Hampshire.  It  is  possible  that  Polly  would  need 
more  luxury  than  we  can  give  her,  but  you  are  familiar  with  the 
place  and  would  be  able  to  judge.  You  and  she  could  have 
your  regular  room  with  ilrs.  Corbaliy  in  the  room  just  across 
from  it.  It  i3  unfortunate  in  the  circumstances  that  our 
bathroom  is  downstairs,  but  we  could  rig  up  an  old-fashioned 
bowl-and-  itcher  arrangement  in  your  bedroom,  the  kind  we  had 
when  we  were  children.  I expect  to  be  bulging  with  health 
after  a few  weeks  on  the  mountain  and  any  time  after  that 
i.eith  and  I would  lo  e to  ha”e  you  come  If  you  think  well  of 
the  plan.  I am  slowly  getting  things  together  for  our  de  arture-- 
we  hope  to  leave  during  the  first  week  in  Kay. 

Bill  Gibson  telephoned  me  Saturday,  sending 
his  and  Margaret's  lo  e to  you  and  lolly  as  always.  He  has 
/ finished  the  first  two  acts  of  the  stage  version  of  r'KE 
MIRACLE  VO?  SR,  but  he  does  not  get  on  as  fast  as  he  had 
expected  to,  the  stage  'echnique  is  so  different  from  the 


camera  technique.  The  camera  gi’  es  so  much  more  freedom  in 
mo’  ing  from  one  scene  to  another,  the  stage  version  needs 
more  text,  more  "glue”  Eill  calls  it  to  hold  things  together. 

Then  of  course  he  is  deeply  concerned  with  dramatic  truth  as 
well  as  factual  truth  and  whatever  he  writes  now  will  be 
rewritten  in  large  part  when  they  begin  actually  putting  it 
on  the  stage.  Passages  that  read  beautifully  often  cannot  be 
projected  over  the  footlights  and  the  author  must  write  them 
again  and  again  and  again.  This  happens  with  all  plays  (it 
did  with  Shakespeare's),  '.his  is  what  Kit  has  been  going 
through  with  Dear  Liar.  It  is  as  hard  on  the  actors  as  it  is 
on  the  author,  for  the  actors  have  to  memorize  the  new  lines,  often 
on  a moment's  notice  and  often  only  to  have  them  thrown  out 
and  new  ones  substituted  for  the  next  performance.  The  big 
aim  of  these  pre-Broadway  tours  is  to  increase  the  dramatic 
effectiveness  of  the  play  by  watching  the  audience  reaction 
and  making  the  necessary  changes.  It  is  no  wonder  that  everybody 
is  in  a nervous  frenzy  by  opening  night'. 

And  speaking  of  the  theater  I ran  across  an  item  that  I 
think  v;ill  interest  you.  A young  actress  from  Morth  Carolina 
named  Louise  Fletcher  is  making  a name  for  herself  in  television. 
Her  producer  says  that  she  is  "the  most  instinctive  actress"he 
has  seen  in  25  years.  n"he  girl  herself  thinks  that  her  parents, 
both  of  whom  were  deaf  from  birth,  contribu'ed  to  whatever 
ability  she  may  have.  "I  learned  from  them,"  she  says,  "how 
much  can  be  expressed  with  ne< er  a word  spoken.  I have  never 
seen  t’ o better-adjusted  people  who  got  more  out  of  life,  ou 
see,  their  other  senses  are  sharpened.  And  I learned  ± rom  that. 

It's  not  what  you  say  so  much  as  what  you  are  thinking  that 


counts.  And  I'  e found  it's  true  in  acting,  at  least  for  me. 

If  I am  thinking  the  right  thoughts,  the  scene  usually  comes 
out  all  right." 

I brought  back  with  me  two  books  that  had  been  sent  to 
you  to  see  if  there  w as  anything  in  them  that  I thought  should 
be  transcribed  for  you.  One  was  Robert  Duffus'  hi  .HAi-iS  OVN 
ERAFCH,  a quiet,  pleasant,  semi-fictional  story  of  his  life 
in  this  small  ermont  town  during  his  tenth  year.  It  is  not 
very  compelling,  but  I think  it  was  here  among  the  stone 
cutters  in  the  granite  quarries  that  he  had  his  first  glimpse 
of  a cosmopolitan  world , for  the  workers  were  American,  English, 
French,  xxijg  Italian,  and  Sco  ;ish.  Robert's  father,  as  you 
perhaps  know,  s. oke  with  a broad  Scottish  accent.  Stone 
cutting  (the  men  made  monuments,  tombstones,  etc.)  was  a 
skilled  and  dangerous  business,  dangerous  because  of  the  granite 
dust  which  caused  tuberculosis  and  silicosis.  Robert's  father 
died  of  this  occupational  hazard  while  he  was  st3.ll  a comparatively 
young  man.  rhe  other  book  was  CORRIDORS  OF  LIGHT  by 

Eleanor  G.  Brown  who  lost  her  sight  in  infancy  because  the 
nitrate  of  silver  was  applied  too  late.  She  had  no  special 
gifts  (she  writes  rather  ba^ly ) , but  she  went  on  to  graduate 
from  the  Ohio  State  Uni  ersity,  then  to  attain  a doctorate 
at  Columbia  (the  first  blind  woman  to  do  so),  and  then  taught 
for  many  years  in  the  Dayton  public  schools,  her  . upils  being 
normal.  It  ic  wonderful  to  know  that  her  type  of  blindness 
has  been  wiped  out  in  this  country,  ‘‘hanks  to  the  crusade  in 
which  you  were  one  of  the  leaders;  also  wonderful  to  know 
that  that  opportunities  now  exist  which  enable  an  ordinary 


blind  person  to  be  educated  on  equal  terms  with  the  seeing 
and  afterwards  to  lead  a life  of  great  usefulness.  And  here 
again  you  were  one  of  the  leaders  that  made  it  possible'. 

Compliments  bore  you,  so  I'll  stop  here,  with  my  lo  e, 
love,  love  to  you  and  Polly, 


Nella 


Mrs.  Scharof f — All  this  night 
as  well  he  put  on  my  bill  and 
go  up  to  Arcan  Ridge  at  the 
same  time.  No  special  hurry. 


Garden  City,  April  16,  19 59 


Darling  Helen, 

I am  sending  along  two  more  bits  from 
DR.  ZHI  AGO,  one  dealing  with  Christlani+y , the  other  with 
Jews.  I think  you  know  that  ‘^sternak  in  by  birth  a Jew,  his 
father  > ronid  Pasternak  a well  known  Russian  ainter,  bis 
pother  Rosa  Kaufman,  a fine  pianist,  ' hey  wore  ,-ery  close 
friends  of  r:olstoy,  so  close  that  Countess  olstoy  seni 
for  . eonid  when  Leo  died — and  the  senior  asternak  had 
illustrated  some  of  olstoy's  books,  had  painted  him  while 
he  was  all1. e and  bad  finally  fainted  him  while  he  was  lying 
in  death.  I think  of  Boris  asternak  as  neither  Christian 
nor  Jew  or  perhaps  as  both  Christian  and  Jew  and  as  something 
that  goes  beyond  any  organlzaed  dogma.  I think  you  will 
agree  with  what  he  scs.  but  en  if  you  don't  1 think  you'll 
find  the  passages  thought -provoking. 

I was  happy  to  see  in  yesterday's  times  that 
1RR  OPiN  DOOR  ha-’  peen  selected  to  r>e  resented  to  the 
Library  of  Consrresei  at  the  celebration  to  commemorate  the 
25th  anniversary  of  the  talking  book.  No  better  choice  could 
have  been  made. 

A big  decision  lies  in  front,  of  me-  shall  I work 
in  the  house  or  shall  I work  in  t,h®  gar-  ent  Roth  need  it  and 
as  soon  &3  I put  a stamp,  on  this  I'll  toss  a ;.onny--heads  the 
garden,  tails  the  house. 

My  lo- e aiwayc  to  you  and  oily,  always, 


Nelia 


Excerpts  from  Pasternak's  "Dr.  Zhivago"  on  tie  course 
. , of  the  Russian'  revolution 

£ + (\)  ti~ 

"Just  think  what  is  going  on  around  us'.  And.  that  you  and  I 
should  be  living  at  such  a time.  Such  a thing  happens  only 
once  in  an  eternity.  Just  think  of  it,  the  whole  of  Russia 
has  had  its  roof  torn  off,  and  you  and  I and  everyone  else  are 
out  in  the  open1.  And  there's  nobody  to  spy  on  us.  K Freedom' 

Real  freedom,  not  Just  talk  about  it,  freedom,  dropped  out  of 
the  sky,  freedom  beyond  our  expectations... 

"And  how  great  everyone  is,  and  completely  at  sea'.. As  if  crushed 
by  his  own  weight,  by  the  discovery  of  his  greatness... 

"The  revolution  broke  out  wi}.ly -nilly  , like  a sigh  suppressed 
too  long.  Everyone  was  revived,  reborn,  changed,  transformed... 
"These  days  I have  such  a longing  to  live  honestly,  to  be 
productive.  I so  much  want  to  be  a part  of  this  awakening..." 

Z'  Z f 

"This  new  thing,  this  marvel  of  history,  this  revelation,  is 
exploded  right  into  the  thick  of  daily  life  without  the  slightest 
consideration  for  its  course.  It  doesn't  start  at  the  beginning, 
it  starts  in  the  middle,  without  any  schedule,  on  the  first  week- 
day that  comes  along..." 

y*  Z + 

"Do  you  remember  that  night  you  brought  me  the  paper  with  the 
first  government  decrees  in  winter? .. .You  remember  how  unbelievably 
uncom  romislng  they  were.  It  was  that  single-mindedness  that  carried 
us  away.  But  such  things  retain  their  original  purity  only  in  the 
mine's  of  those  who  have  conceived  them,  and  then  only  on  the 
’’ay  they  are  first  made  public.  Next  day  the  casuistry  of  politics 
has  turned  them  inside  out... Their  philosophy  is  alien  to  me,  their 
regime  is  hostile  to  us,  I have  not  been  asked  if  I consent  to  this 
change.  But  I have  been  trusted,  and  my  own  actions,  even  if  they 
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were  not  freely  chosen,  put  me  under  a certain  obligation..." 

"In  those  days  everyone  modelled  himself  on  someone  else-- 
they  imitated  heroes  of  history,  or  the  men  who  had  struck 
their  imagination  by  winning  fame  in  the  fighting  at  the 
front  or  in  the  streets,  or  those  who  had  great  prestige  with 
the  people,  or  this  or  that  comrade  who  had  won  distinction... 

£[ 2 - o7 

He^ longed'  to  shout... that  salvation  lay  not  in  loyalty  to 
forms  but  in  throwing  them  off...." 

X f • * 

"Marxism  is  too  uncertain  of  its  ground  to  be  a science.  Sciences 
are  more  balanced,  more  objective.  I don't  know  a movement  more 
self-centered  and  removed  from  facts  than  Marxism.  Everyone  is 
worried  only  about  proving  himself  in  practical  matters,  and 
as  for  the  men  in  power,  they  are  so  anxious  to  establish  the 
myth  of  their  infallibility  that  they  do  their  utmost  to  ignore 
the  truth.  Politics  doesn't  appeal  to  me.  I don't  skxx  like  people 
who  don't  care  about  the  truth." 

><  ^ r- 

"But  it  turns  out  that  those  who  inspired  the  revolution  aren't 
at  home  in  anything  except  change  and  turmoil,  they  aren't  happy 
with  anything  that's  on  less  than  a world  scale.  For  them 
transitional  periods,  worlds  in  the  making,  are  an  end  in  themselves. 
They  aren't  trained  for  anything  else,  they  don't  know  anything  else 
except  that.  And  do  you  know  why  these  never-ending  preparations 
are  so  futile?  It's  because  these  men  haven't  any  real  capacities, 
they  are  Incompetent.  Man  is  born  to  live,  not  to  prepare  for 
life.  Life  Itself,  the  phenomenon  of  life,  the  gift  of  life, 
is  so  breath -takingly  serious'." 


^ y- 
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The  veterans  of  the  revolution  of  1905  were  "counted  among 
the  gods  of  the  Bolshevik  uprising  ..they  sat  silent  and 
grim  as  Idols.  They  had  become  too  conceited  to  be  capable  of 
normal  human  feelings." 

X X X 

"Reshaping  life'.  reople  who  can  say  that  have  never  understood 

a thing  about  life — they  have  never  felt  its  breath,  its  heart- 

beat--however  much  they  have  seen  or  done.  They  look  on  it  as 

a lump  of  raw  material  that  needs  to  be  processed  by  them,  to  be 

ennobled  by  their  touch.  But  life  is  never  a material,  a substance 

to  be  molded.  If  you  want  to  know,  life  is  the  principle  of 

self-renewal,  it  is  constantly  renewing  and  remaking  and  changing 

and  transfiguring  itself,  it  is  infinitely  beyond  your  or  my 

obtuse  theories  about  it." 

x-  ^ 

Lara  to  Dr.  Zhivago:  "It's  strange  that  I,  an  ordinary  woman, 
should  explain  to  you,  who  are  so  wise,  what  is  happening  to 
human  life  in  general  and  to  life  in  Russia  and  why  families 
get  broken  up,  including  yours  and  mine.  Ah,  it  isn't  a matter  of 
individuals,  of  being  alike  or  different  in  temperament,  of 
loving  or  not  loving'.  All  customs  and  traditions,  all  our  way  of 
life,  everything  to  do  with  home  and  order,  has  crumbled  into 
dust  in  the  general  upheaval  and  reorganization  of  society.  The 
whole  human  way  of  life  has  been  destroyed  and  ruined.  All  that's 
left  1 s the  naked  human  soul  stripped  to  the  last  shred,  for  which 
nothing  has  changed  because  it  was  always  cold  and  shivering  and 
reaching  out  to  its  nearest  neighbor,  as  cold  and  lonely  as 
Itself.  You  and  I are  like  Adam  and  Eve,  the  first  two  people 
on  earth  who  at  the  beginning  of  the  world  had  nothing  to  cover 
themselves  wlth--and  now  at  the  end  of  it  we  are  Just  as  naked  and 
homeless.  And  you  and  I are  the  last  remembrance  of  all  that 
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Immeasurable  greatness  which  has  been  created  in  the  world  in  all 
the  thousands  of  years  between  them  and  us,  and  it  is  in  memory  of 
all  those  vanished  marvels  that  we  live  and  love  and  weep  and 
cling  to  one  another." 

X * * 

Lara  again  to  Zhivago:  "I  can  still  remember  a time  when  we  all 
accepted  the  peaceful  outlook  of  the  last  century.  It  was  taken  for 
granted  that  you  listened  to  reason,  that  it  was  right  and  natural 
to  do  what  your  conscience  told  you  to  do... 

"And  then  the  Jump  from  this  peaceful,  naive  moderation  to  blood 
and  tears,  to  mass  insanity,  and  to  the  savagery  of  daily,  hourly, 
legalized,  rewarded  slaughter... 

"You  must  remember  better  than  I do  the  beginning  of  disintegration, 
how  everything  began  to  break  down  all  at  once--trains  and  food 
supplies  in  towns,  and  the  foundations  of  the  family,  and  moral 
standards .... 

"It  was  then  that  untruth  came  down  on  our  land  of  Russia.  The 
main  misfortune,  the  root  of  all  the  evil  to  come,  was  the  loss 
of  confidence  in  the  value  of  one's  own  opinion.  People  Imagined 
that  ix  it  was  out  of  date  to  follow  their  own  moral  sense,  that 
they  must  all  sing  in  chorus,  and  live  by  other  people's  notions, 
notions  that  were  being  crammed  down  everybody's  throat,  And  then 
there  arose  the  power  of  the  glittering  phrase,  first  the  Tsarist, 
then  the  revolutionary. 

"This  social  evil  became  an  epidemic.  It  was  catching.  And  it 
affected  everything,  nothing  was  left  untouched  by  it.  Our  home,  too, 
became  inf ected .. .Instead  of  being  natural  and  spontaneous  as  we 
had  always  been,  we  began  to  be  Idiotically  pompous  with  each 
other.  Something  showy,  artificial,  forced,  crept  into  our  con- 
ver sat ions --you  felt  you  had  to  be  clever  in  a certain  way  about 
certain  world-important  themes..." 
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A friend  of  Lara's  speaks:  "I  would  say  that  man  is  made  up  of 
two  parts,  of  God  and  work.  Each  succeeding  stage  in  the 
development  of  the  human  spirit  is  marked  by  the  achievement 
over  many  generations  of  an  enormously  slow  an*  lengthy  work. 

Such  a work  was  Egypt.  Greece  was  another.  The  theology  of  the 
Old  Testament  prophets  was  a third.  The  last  in  time,  not  yet 
superseded  by  anything  else  and  still  being  accomplished  by  all 
who  are  Inspired,  is  Christianity." 

*# 

Zhivago vi&b*  reflected  again  that  he  conceived  of  history,  of  what  is 
called  the  course  of  history,  not  in  the  accepted  way  but  by  analogy 
with  the  vegetable  kingdom.  In  winter,  under  the  snow,  the  leafless 
branches  of  a wood  are  thin  and  poor,  like  the  hairs  on  an  old 
man's  wart.  But  in  only  a few  days  in  spring  the  forest  is 
transformed,  it  reaches  the  clouds,  and  you  can  hide  or  lose 
yourself  in  its  leafy  maze.  This  transformation  is  achieved  with  a 
speed  greater  than  in  the  case  of  animals,  for  animals  do  not 
grow  as  fast  as  plants,  and  yet  we  cannot  directly  observe 
the  movement  of  growth  even  of  p>lants.  The  forest  does  not  change 
its  place,  we  cannot  lie  in  wqlt  for  it  and  catch  it  in  the  act 
of  chonge.  Whenever  we  look  at  it,  it  seems  to  be  motionless. 

And  such  also  is  the  immobility  to  our  eyes  of  the  eternally 
growing,  ceaselessly  changing  history,  the  life  of  society  moving 
invisibly  in  its  Incessant  transformations. 

"Tolstoy  thought  of  it  in  Just  this  way,  but.  he  did  not  spell  it 
out  so  clearly.  He  denied  that  history  was  set  in  motion  by 
Naioleon  or  any  other  ruler  or  general,  but  he  did  not  develop  his 
idea  to  its  logical  conclusion.  No  single  man  makes  history.  History 
cannot  be  seen.  Just  as  one  cannot  see  grass  growing.  Wars  and 
revolutions,  kings  and  Robesclerres , are  history's  organic  agents, 
its  yeast.  But  revolutions  are  made  by  fanatical  men  of  action 
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with  one-track  minds,  geniuses  in  their  ability  to  confine 
themselves  to  a limited  field.  They  overturn  the  old  order, 
the  whole  upheaval  takes  a few  weeks  or  at  most  years,  but  the 
fanatical  spirit  that  Inspired  the  upheavals  is  worshipped 
for  decades  thereafter,  for  centuries." 

What  set  the  nineteenth  century  apart  "was  the  birth  of 
socialist  thought.  Revolutions,  young  men  dying  on  the 
barricades,  writers  racking  their  brains  in  an  effort  to 
curb  the  brute  insolence  of  money,  to  save  the  human  dignity 
of  the  poor.  Marxism  arose,  it  uncovered  the  root  of  the  evil 
and  it  offered  the  remedy,  it  became  the  great  force  of  the 

century the  whole  of  this  nineteenth  century--its 

revolutions  in  ^aris,  its  generation  of  Russian  exiles... its 
assassinations  of  Tsars. .the  whole  of  the  worker's  movement 
of  the  world,  the  whole  of  Marxism  in  the  parliaments  and 
universities  of  Europe,  the  whole  of  this  new  system  of  ideas 
with  its  newness,  the  swiftness  of  its  conclusion,  its  feMutiaui 
irony,  and  its  pitiless  remedies  elaborated  in  the  name  of 
pity — all  of  this  was  absorbed  and  expressed  in  Lenin,  who  fell 
upon  the  old  world  as  the  personified  retribution  for  its 
misdeeds . 

"And  side  by  si^e  with  him  there  arose  before  the  eyes  of  the 
world  the  vast  figure  of  Russia  bursting  into  flames  at  like  a 
light  of  redemption  for  all  the  sorrows  and  misfortunes  of  man- 
kind." 

X y:  )c 

"I  think  that  collectivat ion  was  an  erroneous  and  unsuccessful 
error  and  it  was  impossible  to  admit  the  error.  To  conceal  the 
failure  people  had  to  be  cured,  by  every  means  of  terrorism,  of 


7 


the  habit  of  thinking  and  Judging  for  themselves,  and  forced  to 
see  what  didn't  exist,  to  assert  the  very  opposite  of  what  their 
eyes  told  them.  This  accounts  for  the  unexampled  cruelty 
of  the  Yezhow  period  Q'ezhov  was  head  of  the  Secret  Police 
1936-38_j  , the  promulgation  of  a constituion  that  was  never  meant 

to  be  applied,  and  the  introduction  of  elections  that  violated 

the  very  principle  of  free  choice. 

CS  Jt.  \Aj  d*-Jl  JL  il>  AM-J 

"And  when  the  war  broke  out,  its  real  horrors,  its  real  dangers, 

A 

its  menace  of  real  death  were  a blessing  compared  with  the  inhuman 
reign  of  the  lie,  and  they  brought,  relief  because  they  broke  the 
spirit  of  the  dead  letter. 

"It  was  f elt  . . .by  absolutely  everyone,  at  home  and  at  the 

front,  and  they  all  took  a deep  breath  and  flung  themselves  into 
the  furnace  of  this  mortal,  liberating  struggle  with  real  joy,  with 
rapture .. .The  forces  directly  unleashed  by  the  revolution  no 
longer  operated.  The  indirect  effects  of  the  revolution,  the  fruit 
of  its  fruit,  the  consequences  of  the  consequences,  began  to  manifest 
themselves.  Misfortune  and  ordeals  had  ^Terapeired  characters,  prepared 
them  for  great,  desperate,  heroic  exploits.  These  fabulous,  astounding 
qualities  characterize  the  moral  elite  of  this  generation." 

X X x 

"It  has  often  happened  in  history  that  a lofty  ideal  has  degenerated 
into  crude  materialism.  Thus  Greece  gave  way  to  Rome,  and  the 
Russian  Enlightenment  has  become  the  Russian  Revolution.  There  is 
a great  difference  between  the  two  ceriods.  Blok  [he  was  one  of  the 
great  poets  of  rasternak' s generation  ~]  says  somewhere:  'We,  the 
children  of  Russia's  terrible  years.'  Blok  meant  this  in  a 
metaphorical,  figurative  sense... Now  the  metaphorical  has  become 
literal ..." 


* y y 
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Five  or  ten  years  after  Dr.  Zhivago's  death  two  of  his  old 
friends  were  sitting  at  a window  overlooking  Moscow  and  talking 
about  a book  of  poems  and  comments  that  the  doctor  had  left 
behind.  "And  Moscow... the  author's  native  city  in  which  he 
had  spent  half  his  life...  now  struck  them  not  as  the  stage  of 
the  events  connected  with  him  but  as  the  main  protagonist  of 
a long  story . . . 

"Although  victory  had  not  brought  the  relief  and  freedom  that 

were  expected  at  the  end  of  the  war,  nevertheless  the  portents 

of  freedom  filled  the  air  throughout  the  postwar  period,  and 

they  alone  defined  its  historical  significance. 

"To  the  two  old  friends... it  seemed  that  this  freedom  of  the 

soul  was  already  there,  as  if  that  very  evening  the  future  had 

tangibly  moved  into  the  streets  below  them,  that  they  themselves 

had  entered  it  and  were  now  part  of  it.  Thinking  of  this  holy 

city  and  of  the  entire  earth... they  were  flllged  with  tenderness 

and  peace,  and  they  were  enveloped  by  the  unheard  music  of  happiness 

that  flowed  all  about  them  and  into  the  distance.  And  the 

book  they  held  seemed  to  confirm  and  encourage  their  feeling." 

This  paragraph  marks  the  end  of  the  novel,  but  a group  of  poems 

follows.  I will  give  the  last  three  verses  of  the  last  one:  it 

is  called  "Garden  of  Gethsemane": 

But  now  the  book  of  life  has  reached  a page 
Which  is  more  p>recious  than  are  all  the  holies. 

That  which  was  written  now  must  be  fulfilled. 

Fulfilled  be  it,  then.  Amen. 

Seest  thou,  the  passing  of  the  ages  is  like  a parable 
And  in  its  passing  it  may  burst  into  flame. 

In  the  name,  then,  of  its  awesome  majesty 

I shall,  in  voluntary  torments,  descend  into  my  grave. 


Jl  • 
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I shall  descend  into  my  grave.  An-’  on  the  third  day  rise  again. 
And,  even  as  rafts  float,  down  a river, 

So  shall  the  centuries  drift,  trailing  like  a caravan, 

Coming  for  Judgment,  out  of  the  dark,  to  me. 


lli  Fifth  :t.,  Garden  City,  New  York 
A;  ril  18,  1989 


Dear  . ;i3s  rewa: 


Because  of  tho  gra  a illness  of  her 
companion  Kiss  Pelen  Keller  cannot  take  time  out  at  the 
present  time  t.o  write  tho  o,  en  letter  for  which  you 
ask,  but  In  oin*  of  fact  all  her  writings  are  n kind 
of  o,  on  letter  summoning  the  world  to  cour  re  and  duly. 

I think  you  may  find  something  to  your  pur  o~e  in  a 
little  book  of  her  ..hiloso;  hy  called  'FT  0 IN  DOOR  which 
was  : ubliai  ed  by  Doubleday  & Co.  in  1957,  in  such  state- 
ments as  " ife  Is  either  a daring  adventure  or  nothing” 
or  "It  is  not  possible  ror  < i~  iliz.at.ion  to  flow  backward 
while  there  is  youth  In  the  world. . .Through  It  alone 
shall  salvation  come."  And  t:  ere  are  many  other  Inspiring 
as sages. 


his  Keller  was  dee. ly  disturbed  by  your 
letter.  She  has  for  some  lime  bern  troubled  about  the 
situation,  but  she  has  no*  lost  her  in-,  inciblo  faith  in 
the  ability  of  our  young  people. 

If  you  want  specific  Information  on  the 
opportunities  for  women  in  the  work  for  the  blind  I 
suggest,  th’  t you  write  to  Mr.  '.  Robert  Parnett. , 'lreci or 
of  the  American  Foundation  for  the  blind,  15  V'cs*  16  3t., 
New  York  11,  New  vork. 

*■  ith  all  good  wishes,  I am 
Sincerely  yours, 


Nellr.  ' ready  Penney 
Attorney  for  Helen  e’ler 


lisa  Elizabeth  Drews 

Associate  rofessor 
Michigan  Plate  hnlorslty 
Yast  banning 
Mi chi gan 


A,  r 11  lb,  l'JF9 


Nearest  Ann, 

I am  now  going  over  Bill  ma.  in  det'il--he  doesn't 
want  me  to  aav  anything  to  him  about  these  first  two  acts 
until  he  finish. :3  the  third,  but  oaEHtima  meant  lme  I want  to 
be  prepared.  I have  read  it  twice  and  like  it  enormously,  but 
he  is  o^-key  in  some  of  t e Southern  aspects  an’  1 want  your 
comments. 

For  lnstance--he  has  the  Kellers  eating  lunch 
and  dinner  instead  of  dinner  an  sup  or  in  132?  and  for  the 
first  dinner  after  eacher's  arrival  they  ha”e  roast  lamb.  I 
think  roast  lamb  was  quite  unusual  in  tt  e Bouth  at  that  time, 
it  i wai  good  supper  menu — so  ••  hing  besides  oggs  and  grits. 
Fried  chicken  and  rice'.  ia ra?  t c . , etc.? 

e has  Mrs.  Keller  gi’  e Helen  a hi*  of  ma:  lc 

sugar--of  course  that's  wrong,  and  later  he  hse  eomecn^  give 
her  a loill  o_  . 1 e called  lollipops  all-dry-suckers,  but. 
wouldn't  syrui  candy  or  stick  candy  be  right:  V.'hat  other  kind 
of  candy  would  be  likely? 

r.e  has  someone  give  Helen  a cookie.  Of  course  that 
would  have  been  a tea  cake.  I don't  remember  any  ether  kind  of 
small  cake — do  you? 

hait.  Keller  asks  James  to  see  that  rome  strawberry 
plants  are  mo^ed.  Do  strawberries  do  well  in  Georgia  and  Alabama? 
I re  ember  that  we  had  s rawberries , but  I bn' 4 remember  t - at 
we  had  a strawberry  bed  and  anyway  I would,  want  somet  lng 
more  indigenous.  Irist  o Its.  toes,  English  p eaa  or  something  of 
the  sort  an-  what  would  they  be  busy  wi- h on  the  farm  around 
tt  e first  of  March? 

At  one  time  w en  ttere  is  a great  noise  from 
outside  the  house  (it  is  wl  on  Helen  cuts  off  Martha  Vast  lng- 
ton' s pigtails)  Aunt  Ev  nays  1*  "sounds  -like  thn'  ran  'hernri.n 
vavftxgxtoxBic  marc;  lng  back"  and  Car’.  Keller  saya  "If  it. 
sounds  like  General  Sherman,  1 ' r Helen."  Cf  courne  t > :•  t won't 
do  for  Alabama--can  you  ti  ink  of  any  specific  substitute 
for  tv  a+  area  in  • lece  of  simply  Yankees? 

In  ner  ing,  a real  wouldn't  all  th°  food  excel  t 
the  hot.  bread  be  on  V.  e table  before  the  family  in  called 
in*.  At  that  first  "'tinner"  1*  ia  1 m;  o r * dug 

that  will  not  be  at  its  peak  unless  it  is  eat en  right  away, 
preferably  smithing  besides  bread. 

bo  oubt  I'll  ha-'e  other  queations  as  time  goes 
on.  I wish  I could  R*nd  you  the  ms.  now,  but  I ha  e only  this 

one  co;  y and  must  keep  it. 


Hots  of  lo  e, 


f -0-1 

April  20,  1959 


Darling  Helen, 

I did  not  think  Miss  Drews'  letter  important 
enough  for  you  to  bother  with  and  so  I answered  it.  I am 
inclosing  a copy  of  my  letter.  It  seems  to  me  that  it  has 
been  a very  long  time  since  anyone  has  asked  for  a statement 
from  you  that  they  could  not  have  found  in  one  of  your  books 
if  only  they  had  taken  the  trouble  to  read  them.  And  if  you 
wrote  one  open  letter  now  you  would  be  asked  for  others  and 
it  would  be  hard  to  refuse. 

It  is  true  that  there  is  much  to  deplore 

in  the  younger  generation,  but  not  as  much  as  in  the  older 
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generation  and^  that  a good  many  taf  adults  are  using  the 
youngsters  as  scapegoats  for  their  own  shortcomings.  Just 
yesterday  I was  reading  about  teen-agers  getting  up  early  in 
the  morning  to  listen  to  a 6:30  television  program  on 
nuclear  physics,  a very  high-powered  semester  conducted  by 
Dr.  Harvey  E.  White  who  is  on  leave  from  his  position  as 
vice  chairman  of  the  physics  department  of  the  University 
of  California.  Over  the  country  375,000  Americans  tune 
into  this  program  and  the  great  majority  of  them  are  high 
school  teachers  and  pupils.  It  has  been  estimated  that  if 
Dr.  White  divided  the  course  into  five  daily  college  classes 
he  would  need  more  than  1300  academic  years  to  instruct 
all  the  people  who  are  now  getting  the  instruction  over  the 
air.  This  is  only  one  instance  of  the  earnestness  of  the 
young.  There  are  others--look  at  the  splendid  young  men  wno 
are  volunteering  for  experimental  flights  into  space,  knowing 


the  discipline  and  hardship  and  danger  in^ol-  ed  and  joyously 
willing  to  accept  them. 

My  brother  Robert  is  in  New  Orleans  on  his  way  up 
from  Mexico.  From  t'rere  he  will  come  to  Augusta,  Georgia,  to 
be  with  Ann,  then  to  Montana  to  see  Fritzie,  then  to  Ohio 
to  see  Jake,  then  probably  East  to  be  with  us.  I know  he 
will  want  to  see  you  and  ?olly--as  I told  lolly  yesterday 
afternoon  he  would  bust  the  door  to  get  at  you  if  he  had  to'. 

I don't  know  if  I told  you  that  Clyde  was  in  the 
•eterans  Hospital  at  White  River  Junction,  ermont,  for  a 
hernia  operation  which  he  should  have  had  at  least  ten 
years  ago.  The  operation  took  place  last  Tuesday  and 
he  came  through  it  in  fine  style,  a great  relief;  but  we 
think  it  will  be  many  weeks  before  he  is  able  to  do  much 
work.  We'll  probably  have  to  curtail  our  gardening  activities 
this  summer. 

My  lo  e to  you  and  Polly  forever  and  always, 


Nella 


GU^tS-L  'Z- 1 


April  21,  1?59 


Deer  Lenore, 


Mven  If  I had  been  bursting  with  health  this 
■ inter  ny  trl  to  r - ULdge  would  ha  - been  very  Infra  neat. 

oily  has  been  steadily  losing  ground  both  mentally  and 
physically,  er  memory  is  bad,  her  span  of  attention  brief, 
the  terrible  jealousy  of  Helen  still  obtains  and  it  frets  her 
to  have  peo.  le  around,  but  I do  manage  t :>  3tay  in  touch. 

I write  to  .ielon  at  least  once  a week,  sometimes  oftener,  and 
select  articles,  etc.  to  b~  b milled  for  her  and  I talk  with 
oily  every  Sunday.  She  calls  ire  and  she  i a Ivor  n loving  but 
she  has  gr3 ut  difficulty  in  focussing  her  thoughts.  Since  the 
convulsions  in  Sec.  ere  has  made  almost  no  effort  towards 
learning  to  reed  and  write;  her  onn  recourse  is  television, 
especially  the  Sunday  afternoon  programs,  though  it  is  doubtful 
that  she  actually  comprehends  much  of  what  is  going  on.  She 
has  not  drawn  a he.  py  breath  since  the  stroke  and  any on?  who 
lo  ;es  her  can  only  hope  thet  the  end  is  not  far  off. 

Honey  and  I rented  a Hertz  car  and  dro1  9 up  or. 

Apr.  3.  It  was  one  of  oily’s  goodish  days  and  we  stayed  for 
lunch- -it  was  un-’erstood  that  we  would  not  stay  if  it  was  one 
of  her  bad  da  s.  She  did  not  nlnd  my  spelling  to  Helen  and 
because  Nancy  was  there  t.c  divert  oily  I w-  s able  to  talk  with 
Helen  a little  alone.  Che  looks  well,  is  very  alert,  we  talked 
about  books  and  she  said  it.  was  wonderful  to  ?r  th-t  she  is 
able  to  enjoy  reading  so  much  in  the  midst  of  her  sorrow.  °he 
is  most  tender  and  devotsd  with  'oily,  but  of  course  she  Is 
aware  of  the  decline. 


"ho  nurse  Mrs.  corbaliy  is  excellent  ?nd  we 
all  feel  that,  she  would  make  a good  companion  for  Hsian. 

She  is  a lady  end  intelligent  enough  and  ?lsn  -Hikes  her.  .My 
platform  has  always  been  that  when  the  time  comes  "a  an  is  the 
one  to  make  the  decision  as  to  wkc.t  she  wants  to  do  an'1  I 
think  this  platform  will  win.  'eien  is  not  easy  to  push  around, 
but  I have  realized  these  lr  si,  two  or  three  years  wuat  she 
has  been  up  against  all  her  life  from  the  rich  and  powerful 
who  try  to  assume  ossesslr  a direction  c0  her.  * • c ' 1 1 ' 1 o or 

■ 11  thee?,  s Lags  in  Hew  lam]  shire.  Meantime  I Ink  ; ***• 
is  nothing  you  can  do  except  write  to  in. ten  every  now  an-'  then. 


;e  ho.-e  to  lea  0 for  Snow  ills  during  the  second 
week  in  May,  but  can't  be  9Ure  until  the  last  minute,  he 
thought  of  seeing  you  in  Baton  Rouge  is  enticing,  bu‘  ’he  no^th 
is  calling  and  we  must  go.  Hhe  call  is  more  insistent  because 
I am  re-reading  and  Keit'r  is  reading  for  the  first  time  'A 
Sense  of  Humus."  How  much  we  did  enjoy  that  day  with  you  and 
Mrs.  Damon!  I hop*  we  can  repeat  if  this  summer. 


Best 


r e g ■ r d s *0  Si dn ey . 


With  Jo  a, 


April  24,  1959 

Darling  Helen, 

I was  disappointed  In  Charles  Van  Doren's  book 
LETTERS  TO  MOTHER . For  one  thing  I do  not  think  that  most 
peo  le  write  very  revealing  letters  to  their  mothers--our 
mothers  already  know  us  so  well  and  if  we  love  them  we  try 
to  keep  back  our  troubles.  Eig  exceptions  are  men  like 
Marcel  roust,  Lord  Byron,  and  Baudelaire,  all  of  w.  om  had 
trouble  with  t elr  mothers  and  wrote  them  quite  horrid 
letters . 

nhree  are  included  from  you:  one  July  12  138? 
from  Hunts’ i lie  Ala.  beginning  "Helen  will  write  mother 
letter  papa  did  gi* e Helen  medicine,  etc.,"  one  from  South 
Boston  April  15,  1393  describing  your  visit  to  Niagara  Falls 
with  Er.  Bell,  one  from  New  York  March  31,  1395  describing 
the  afternoon  at  Mrs.  Hutton's  v/hen  you  met  Mark  Twain  and 
William  Dean  Howells.  Good  letters  all  op  them  and  the 
first  is  most  remarkable,  considering  how  soon  after  Teacher 
came  to  you  it  was  written.  In  his  little  introduction  to  them 
'an  Doren  has  this  to  say:  "If  it  is  in  any  way  more  tolerable 
to  be  afflicted  with  blindness  todav  than  it  was  fifty  years 
ago,  it  is  only  so  because  of  this  wonderful  woman  from 
Tuscumbia,  Alabama. . .The  answer  to  the  question  of  how  it 
was  possible  for  Helen  teller  to  do  all  that  she  has  done  is 
that  she  is  a genius.  Geniuses,  by  definition,  ne’er  get 
sto,ped."  I think  I told  you  that  you  were  in  Mr.  an 
Doren's  "favorite  category,"  Letters  from  Re\ o lu t iona ries 
and  Humanitarians  aiong  with  Henry  George,  Lenin,  Flljah 
o- ejoy . Kazzlnl , Florence  Nightingale,  and  a few  others. 
"■’e3en  teller  Is  hare,"  .r.  ’an  Doren  says,  "because  she 


freed  herself  from  darkness  and  silence,  and  so  gave  others 

hope  for  freedom.  Her  letters  are  extraordinary.  Her  first 

was  written  when  she  was  seven.  Reading  it,  one  nods  and  says 

that  it  is  amazing  that  a person  deaf,  dumb,  and  blind  from 

infancy  can  write  at  all.  Eut  the  next  letter  is  written  only 

six  years  later,  and  it  is  better  than  most  adults  can 

write.  In  other  words,  with  handicaps  that  would  break  most 

people's  hearts  she  has  learned  faster  than  most  people  could 

without  handicaps'.  There  is  no  limit  to  what  this  great  lady 

can  do.  And!  her  last  letter  included  here  is  cheerful  and  gay: 
Clemens 

*Mr.  K5t*Hia/t  old  us  many  entertaining  stories,  and1  made  us 
laugh  till  we  cried.  I only  wish  you  could  have  seen  and  heard 
him!... I think  he  is  very  handsome  indeed. * I lo\  e Helen 
Keller  because  she  laughed  that  day." 

Veil,  I love  you  because  you  laugh,  but  also  for 
about  ten  thousand  other  reasons--you  and  Tolly  both, 


Nella 


A.rll  27,  15  59 


Darling  Helen, 

his  coming  Friday  I am  ha  ing  lunch  in  Lew 
York  with  Bill  an!  Margaret  Gibson,  Mr.  Fred  Coe  who  was 
producer  of  the  television  ersion  of  IK  MIRACLE  L'GRKER  and 
will  be  of  the  stage  version,  and  Miss  Anne  Bancroft,  the 
brilliant  young  actress  who  is  to  star  in  the  stage  version 
in  the  part  of  Teacher.  They  are  just  beginning  to  get  going 
and  no  other  members  of  the  cast  have  been  chosen.  Tatty 
I-IacCormack  who  acted  the  part  of  you  in  the  TV  version  is  now 
too  old  for  it,  but  I hope  they  can  get  someone  who  does  as 
well  as  Tatty  did. 

When  I think  that  you  and  Tolly  cannot  be 
with  us  on  Friday  the  sense  of  loneliness  that  I have  had  erer 
since  Folly's  illness  so  overwhelms  me  that  I almost  can't 
bear  it.  I know  that  reacher  trusted  me  in  all  matters  concerning 
your  writings  and  that  you  and  lolly  ha1  e always  trusted  me.  If 
anyone  should  ask  for  proof  I have  that  power  of  attorney  that 
you  gave  me  in  1943.  I don't  think  anyone  will,  but  now  that 
it  seems  erv  possible  that  n KE  MIRACLE  WORJ ER  in  its  stage 

ersion  may  repeat  the  splendid  artistic  and  commer3}cal 

you  and  I 

success  of  Bill's  comedy  TWO  FOR  ' T 3 TBS  AW  in  time 

may  make  quite  a little  money  out  of  it  and  where  money  is 
in  ol.ed  you  ne  er  can  tell  what  may  happen. 

You  know  already  what  I am  going  to  say,  but 
I want  to  re  eat  it:  when  the  basic  contract  was  signed  on  No'  . 
23,  1956  (an’  thank  God  this  wa3  long  before  Folly's  illness) 
no  money  was  paid  to  us.  hi  was  becao  e the  copyright  had 
run  out  on  K • STORY  0"  MY  LIFE. 


Technically  it  was  correct  for  Ken  not  to  make  a charge,  but 
• ill  felt  tact-  it  was  unfair  to  use  the  material  without  some 
kind  of  compensation  and  that  It  why  he  made  that  contribution 
of  fii  e hundred  and  some  odd  dollars  to  the  AFjB  Fund  for  the 
Deaf-Blind  in  your  name. 

No  one  at  that  time  knew  how  £HE  MIRACLE  WORKER  would 
come  out  on  TV.  You  and  Polly  and  I put  our  confidence  in  Bill 
when  he  was  comparati-  ely  unknown— vou  remember  how  tensely 
we  waited  for  that  performance'.  And  how  wonderful  it  was  that 
it  came  out  so  beautifully,  what  wonderful  reviews  it  had,  and 
how  proud  we  were  that  we  had  recognized  Bill' s quality  before 
everybody  began  to  see  it.  Full  dramatic  rights  had  been  given 
to  him,  but  we  thought  this  would  be  the  end  of  it  except  fora 
repeat  performance  on  TV. 

But  the  little  acorn  that  we  had  helped  to  nourish  kept 
growing.  Offers  began  to  come  in  from  Hollywood--!  consulted 
wTith  Eill  and  Polly  on  all  of  these  and  we  turned  them  down 
because  it  meant  that  we  could  exercise  no  supervision  o’  er 
the  script  if  they  were  accepted.  Meanwhile  Pill's  comedy 
TV/O  FOR  THE  SEESAW  went  on  to  Eroadway  to  become  a smash  hit. 

He  became  rich  and  famous  and  much  sought  after.  All  through 
this  period  he  kept  thinking  of  THE  MIRACLE  WORKER  and  the 
more  he  thought  about  it  the  more  he  felt  that  you  and  I ought 
to  have  a direct  share  in  the  proceeds,  since  it  was  based 
on  your  book  and  mine.  So  he  made  a new  deal  by  which  a certain 
percentage  of  all  the  money  he  ever  gets  from  ,rMW  in  whatever 
form  it  may  appear--book,  play,  motion  picture,  repeat 
performance — in  any  part  of  the  world  and  for  the  full  duration 
of  the  copyright  which  is  more  than  fi^ty  years  will  come  ^o 


you  and  me.  (Too  bad  we  won't  be  here  to  collect  It  all.) 

Nancy  and  Ken  helped  work  out  details  (ten's  name  is  also  on 
the  contract),  but  in  the  final  analysis  I am  the  one  who 
hafl  to  take  tte  responsibility  and  sometimes  it  frightens  me. 

Of  course  this  dream  of  riches  may  go*  a-glimmering  as  others 
ba  e before  it.  All  that  \ie  can  be  sure  of  now  is  that  the 
play  will  be  distinguished  and  beautiful.  The  theater  is  such 
a chancy  business  that  one  never  knows  until  the  first  night 
critics  ha~e  spoken  whether  »T-sma ax  a play  will  be  a success  or 
a flop.  It  has  been  announced  in  the  papers  that  it  is  to 

n. 

appear  on  Broadway  and  there  is  great  interest  in  many  quavers. 
One  reason  why  I wanted  to  do  this  reca  itulation  is  that  you 
may  be  questioned  about  it  and  I wanted  you  to  har:e  the  answers 
at  your  finger  tips.  I'll  vrrite  you  all  about  the  lunch,  but  oh, 
how  I ache  to  ha'  e you  and  .roily  there  with  us! 

Lenore  telephoned  yesterday  afternoon  to  ask  about  you 
and  . oily  and  also  to  ask  about  getting  hold  of  a Erailie 
writer  or  slate.  I'll  get  up-to-date  Information  on  this  from 
E-elyn  this  morning  and  send  it  to  her. 

Isn't  it  wonderful  t at  Tolly  is  able  to  enjoy  T. ? 

I ha  e been  refl-cting  this  morning  on  what  good  Judgement 
that  girl  has  had,  shrewdly  summing  up  people  an:7  skilfully 
handling  difficult  situations.  I think  her  devotion  has  been 
a predated,  but  I don't  t!  ink  her  good  judgement  has  been. 

It  will  be  in  time,  for  t e record  shows  it--an^'  shows  your 
good  Judgement  too,  for  you  ha"  e always  worked  together. 

eith  is  under  the  stern  thumb  of  duty  and  may  not  be 
able  to  wriggle  out  from  under  un' 11  around  the  10th.  Fis 
lo’-e  goes  to  you  and  oily  with  mine  as  always  an  always, 

Neila 


Ill  fifth  St.,  Garden  City,  n.Y. 

A ril  2?,  19  59 


Hear  Bill, 


Bneiness  letter. 

1.  /'re  any  unite  available  for  t i > roduction 
of  "M  (rD)  V 

?.  How  much  to  they  cost? 

3.  Could  five  he  reser'  ed?  I want  one  for  myself 
(raid  for  by  me),  one  for  Helen  .paid  for  by  several  of 
u~y.  and  t."o  others  for  friends  of  here  and  sine — some, 
but  not  all,  th^ee  others  might  also  be  as^i.-nsd  to 

He  len . 

• he  implications  in  *hl°  letter  as  to  my  opinlcn 
of  the  manuscript  are  exactly  what  they  seer  to  be. 

I sc,  'ir,  ery  truly  yours, 


Ill  Tlf»h  St. . , Garden  City,  New  York 
A rll  28,  1959 


Dear  ;jr.  Adams: 


I an  Inclosing  a copy  of  the  ; over  of 
at  orney  which  ' eien  gar  e ae  In  1948.  I am  sorry  that 
the  i reseed  in  seal  doesn't  shovf. 

A copy  of  the  financial  agreement  with 
hr.  Gi'eson  is  at  the  American  Foundation  for  the  blind . 
I sent  it  to  Mrs.  3elde  a couple  of  weeks  ago. 

If  you  ha-  e any  questions  about  any  of 
this  1 shall  be  glad  to  answer  them  If  I can. 

All  gocd  wishea, 


hre . Keitb  Fenney 


.-.r.  James  3.  Adams 
44  wall  ?t . 

Kev  York  5 
New  York 


ill  rlfth  harden  city,  "ork 

A.  rii  2u,  1959 


aar  r.  i<oy«s: 

1 .is  lncloulng  a carl  on  of  the  no*  9 
I sent  :*.r.  ..dame  and  a cc<  > of  .y  . o«sr  0'  aM.ornoy 
from  Helen.  1 would  very  much  a;  recletr  hearing 
from  you — at  your  ccn  enlence. 

fincerely  yours. 


. rs.  nl  h henney 


. ,r.  Jnn6en  \oy-n  Cr. 
■15  1 roadway 
Kev  York 
K.Y. 


-K. 


*=3 


ill  rlfth  .It.,  Gnr'en  City,  New  York 

A rll  JO,  1959 


rear  Mr.  Adams, 

After  I sent  you  that  copy  of  my  power  of 
attorney  I want  o or  to  the  bank  to  see  why  no  trace  of 
the  eaal  was  islble  anl  found  tha  Inclosed  on  the  reverse 
aide. 


o corn; lete  tha  contract  record-  the  original 
manuscript  of  H M RAC  LE  W 01K."H  was  aant  to  me  by  loubleday 
* Co.  In  the  fall  of  1956.  e none  of  us  had  e er  heard  of 
Mr.  Gibson,  but.  I liked  tha  manuacrl  t - ery  amch  and  sent,  it 
down  to  elan  and  oily  with  a sirong  racommen 'at  ion.  It 
was  brnilled  for  ?:e len  and  after  wa  had  made  certain 
corrections  we  ga-e  i*  our  blessing.  With  Helen's  consent 
an’  mine  (an1  oily's)  the  compensation  for  the  " ’ erei^n 
(10  p.c.  of  the  amount  Mr.  Gibson  recel  ed)  was  paid  to 
the  American  Foundation  for  the  blind-  fr62.r0.  A co,  y of 
t>is  agreement  (No  . 23,  1956)  which  was  also  signed  by 
elan's  sister  Mildred  should  be  among  'Helen's  pajers. 

I go  into  this  because  Keith  and  I exject 
to  leave  for  New  Ham] shire  next  weak.  I think  you  ha'  e 
the  address—  now  ille,  N.H.  he  telephone  number  which  goes 
through  Con- ay,  N.H.,  is  Hickory  7-2237. 

nd  I am,  ns  always,  at  your  ser  ice. 

• incerely  • 


re.  » alth  Penney 


KT.  Janes  Adams 
44  Wall  3t. 

Hew  York  5 
N.Y. 


IW 

4/* 


A 


bo  stick  candy  was  hard  enough  to  crock  your  teeth — orain  ry 
sticks  no  big  or  around  than  your  little  finger  (I  mean  my 
little  finger) — peppermint  red  and  white  striked  like  present- 
day  Christmas  candy  canes,  lemon  pale  yellow,  cinnamon  reddish- 
trovn,  hoarhound  dark  brown  and  twiRted.  1 op,  ermim  drops  and 
lemon  drops  were  also  popular  and  I think  Mrs.  ©Her  w:>uld  have 
been  likely  to  gi\  e helen  one  of  these  because  they  were  small. 

~ock  candy  was  crystallized  sugar — come  in  hunks  that  had  to  be 
. ractically  broken  a. ■art  with  a hammer;  with  rum  poured  over  it 
in  a jar  was  considered  a fine  specific  for  colds — adult  colds, 
that  ia.  he  stylish  candy  was  bon-bons,  newly  introduced  into 
that  area  and  also  called  French  candy.  We  had  syru  candy, 
a ulxed  taffy  candy,  very  good  and  very  messy,  os,  eciaily  in 
warmish  weather.  I think  you  can  have  your  lolxi^o  if  you 
want,  it,  bu*  it  was  and  is  in  the  South  an  ail-dey  sucker. 

her-  are  a goo  many  differences  in  names,  biscuits  and 
Baffin  arc  the  same,  brand  usually  means  cornbread , s.oon-bread 
was  called  batt.erbread  in  Alabama  and  , an  cakes  were  called 
bat  tore? kes . Ordinary  baker's  brdad  such  as  we  buy  to-day  at 
the  grocers  was  called  light-bread  and  made  at  home,  otatoes 
were  sweet  potatoes,  the  r otatoes  we  have  nere  were  Irish 
potatoes,  aas  were  black-eyed  field  peas,  green  eas,  the 
kind  we  nave  here,  were  English  peas.  Lima  beans  v°re  butter- 
beans. 

Ereakfast  was  a heavy  meal— fried  steak,  ham,  or  ork  chops 
not  uncommon  an*  always  with  grits.  Arthur  can  tell  you  about 
grits,  af  lea  and  battercakes  were  staple — came  to  .e  table 
very  hot.,  spread  with,  home-made  butter  an’  flooded  with  cane 
syrup— kept  the  cook  hopping  if  there  were  more  than  two  or 
Three  at  the  table.  kggs  and  bacon  or  ham  (always  with  grits 
on  the  si5®;  nade  a good  breakfast.. 

Pinner  (middle  of  the  day)  was  also  a heavy  meal:  baked  h^ra, 
ork  or  beef  roast,  and  pork  more  likely,  baked  chicken, 
chicken  ie,  baked  turkey  (wild  turkeys  still  available;, 
fried  chicken,  roast  goose  or  duck.  hree  or  four  vegetables 
were  on  t.he  table  besides  rice  which  was  used  the  way  Irish 
otatoes  are  u here,  he  meat  was  in  front  of  the  head  of  the 
house  ant  alroo  t to  a man  the  h of  h'a  rided  themselves  on 
tnelr  carving  end  made  a great  to-do  about  it,  pausing  now 
an'  then  to  shar  an  the  knife  which  was  already  shar:  enough  to 
shave  with;  could  he  a very  tiresome  i erformance.  Between  the 
host  and  hostess  were  all  sorts  of  preserves  (figs,  . eaches , 
strawberries),  Jellies,  relishes,  an  t j ickloa — sometimes  a L 

usan  in  the  center  of  t e table  for  < ience  in  ) 

serving.  Fhrery  thing  was  on  the  table  except  tr.e  hot  Dread 
and  that  kept  coming  in  batches  until  time  for  dessert, 
restart  might  be  gingerbread  with  lemon  sauce,  apple  col x 
with  nar’  sauce,  sweet,  potato  ' ie  (very  like  unr  kin  i?), 
syru.  custard  (li*e  nothing  else;  or  cake  vrich  .rostsd 
layer  cakes  were  an  1 are  very  po.ttlar)  and  home-made  ice- 
cream. The  children  turned  the  freezer  until  the  mixture  go 
so  thick  an  adult  had  to  take  over  an.'  when  the  acker  was 
remo  ed  the  children  bad  the  privilege  of  licking  i . 


he  table  wan  cleared  for  dessert  and  the  a.oonhol’er  was 
assed  or  cl*>an  ror*o  were  brough*  In,  whichever  vns  neofled 


rolled  or  l lotr.ered  chic<cen  with  biscuits  or  light  rolls  or 
lly  um  1 .h  butter  and  i reserv  es.  «.«n  is,  blanc  sange, 

leran  Lag  or  baked  custard  for  dessert . 

^ sl/Ca  k>iv^I[.  'V~£  0-L.  * 

«a  c? were  used  exactly  like  cookies,  bur  Southerners  as 
a rule  still  o not  make  cookies,  ea  cakes  were  made  from 

a rich  c an  batter,  rollod  thin,  'hey  were  about  three  inches 

in  -*lfta*ter.  e also  had  ginger  cakes. 

sen  -ercy$ 

or  an  oier  brother,  perfectly  deadpan  but  taking  in 
everything,  would  hate  wielded  a flybrush  abo  h the  table; 
ade  of  eacock  tail  feathers  attached  to  a handle  and  looking 
ery  muck.  ii  a a fet-xia  hearth  broom.  If  eacock.  feathers  were 
no  a alls  le  newsaiers  were  laid  o er  a stick  and  cut  Into 
strl  s for  a substitute,  he  end  of  a urkey  wing  was  ofter 
used  ee  a duster  and  the  feather  duster  wae  coc.  :.on. 

If  window  screens  had  reached  the  rural  south  they  were  still 
ery  inefficient.  Ve  all  slept  under  canopies  of  mosquito 
net ing.  In  the  daytime  we  used  fans  (palmetto  or  cardboard) 

'o  stir  the  air  and  keep  the  bugs  away.  If  the  day  was  hot 
Mrs.  eiier  would  have  been  funning  herself  as  she  sat  in 
the  summer  house;  otherwise  it  is  all  right  for  her  to  be 
sewing,  ho  women  all  did  what  they  called  "fancy  work," 
^.1’roi'sry,  cfcrochet,  ta  ting,  hemstitching,  Irawo-work,  etc. 

You  don’t  want  to  get  mired  u;  in  regional  effects,  but  some  of 

these  notes  ..ay  help  you  to  feel  a little  more  at  home  In  the 

background, 

I think  you  will  ^o  all  right  with  lnoy.  Mrs.  (teller  managed 
the  C&.  tain  and  lney  managed  Mrs.  teller  and  was  a great 
comfort  to  her  as  well. 


: .3.  'sing  a f n properly  wee  a delicate  art,  now  forgotten, 

sn  ; rc.  'slier  vonl*  h»T  e had  traces  it  le  t from  her 

girlhood,  o had  ery  1r*t<y  f ns  for  .nrties.  I bad  one,  but 
I ne  er  learned  the  technique,  which  is  robably  why  I ended 
up  with  a Yankee  for  a husband. 


Ill  Fifth  St.,  Garden  City,  N.Y. 
May  4,  1959 


Dear  Ken, 


Keith  and  I expect  to  leave  for  Snowille 
New  Hampshire  on  Sunday. 

You  may  have  read  something  in  the  papers 
about  the  plans  for  bringing  THE  MIRACLE  'ORKER 
to  Broadway  this  fall.  I am  in  close  touch  with 
Fred  Coe  an^  the  others  and  have  great  confidence 
in  them,  but  I still  have  moments  of  panic — I miss 
Folly  so  much. 

Things  are  about  the  same  at  Arcan  Ridge, 
Folly  losing  ground  very  slowly,  Helen  still 
wonderful.  I may  be  back  here  off  and  on  during  the 
summer,  partly  because  of  the  play,  but  their 
secretary  Mrs.  William  Seide  will  always  know  where 
I am.  She  can  be  reached  through  the  American 
Foundation  for  the  Blind  or  at  Arcan  Ridge. 

Please  have  a happy  summer. 

Ever  yours, 

ft  ft  ft 


Mr.  Ken  McCormick 
575  Madison  Ave. 
New  York  22 

N.Y. 


Garden  City,  May  4 ll^ 


Darling  Helen, 

Well,  I bad  lunch  with  TH"  MIRACLE  WORKER 
fiKXX  crew  an'5  you  will  be  Interested,  flr3t  of  all,  to  know 
that  it  took  place  at  Sardi's  East,  a new  and  very  fine 
restaurant  established  by  the  son  of  the  original  Sardl , 
a friendly  separation.  It  has  something  of  the  same  atmosphere 
that  the  old  Sardi's  has  and  in  ltBelf  this  brought  back 
many  memories.  The  first  time  I ever  had  dinner  at  Sardi's 
was  with  Ned  Holmes! 

I want  you  to  become  acquainted  with  these 
people:  Fred  Coe,  the  producer.  He  is  the  one  who  raises  the 
money  and  he  is  in  the  happy  position  of  having  more  money 
offered  than  he  can  use.  '’he  success  of  TWO  FOR  T?*E  SEESAW 
and  of  the  TV  MIRACLE  WORKER  makes  everybody  wan’  to  get  in 
on  it,  but  the  boys  themselves  are  going  to  put  in  a lot  of 
their  own  money — Bill,  for  instance,  will  put  in  #2?, 000. 

After  Fred  and  Arthur  (I'll  come  to  him  in  a minute)  and  Bill 
have  got  what  they  want  the  next  priority  goes  to  the 
in’  estors  who  took  a chance  on  SEESAW  when  Bill  was  unknown 
to  Broadway.  I don't  know  how  much  money  will  be  required, 
robably  in  the  neighborhood  of  £ 100, 000. 

Arthur  Penn  is  the  director,  his  function  the 
same  as  Guthrie's.  He  is  a young  man,  like  Fred.  In  fact  Bill 
who  is  43  or  44  is  the  old  at  one  of  the  lot.  Anne  Bancroft 
who  has  always  been  called  Annie  by  her  friends  is  to  p lay 
the  rart  of  Teacher.  She  is  the  only  member  o'"  the  cast  who 
has  been  chosen.  Annie  and  Arthur  have  learned  th--  manual 
alphabet  an’  Annie  asked  mo  about  going  to  a teacher  to 


perfect  herself  in  It.  I advised  her  not  to  because  I think 
she  should  develop  her  own  individual  style.  Then  after  she 
has  become  fluent  I want  to  bring  her  up  to  see  you  and  Polly 
and  you  can  make  any  corrections  that  are  necessary.  We  can 
attend  as  many  rehearsals  as  we  want  to — this  would  come  off 
some  time  this  summer  when  I return  to  Garden  City  with  Keith 
to  spend  a week  or  two. 

You  will  be  happy  to  know  that  there  are  three 
good  parts  in  the  play  for  Negroes — lercy,  Martha,  and  1 lney . 
Negroes  have  so  little  chance  to  appear  on  Broadway , especially 
in  a play  with  white  people  that  this  is  a special  grace.  I 
shall  want  you  and  lolly  to  meet  all  members  of  the  cast  when 
they  are  chosen.  Everybody  connected  with  the  play  loves  it 
and  their  feeling  for  you  and  teacher  is  close  to  adoration. 

^he  play  will  be  presented  in  Philadelphia  and  Boston  before 
it  comes  to  New  York.  Nancy  and  Kit  plan  to  come  from  the 
vlnyard  to  see  it  in  Boston.  Tell  the  members  of  your  household, 

K 

including  Nell  and  Mrs.  Campbell  that  I will  make  sure  that 

they  all  hai;e  tickets  when  the  play  comes  to  New  York.  Bill* 

the  rascal,  has  not  yet  finished  the  third  act  and  everybody 

sit  down  and 

is  screaming  at  him  to/get.  on  with  it,  but  you  will  sympathize 
because  you  know  how  it  is  when  you  are  trying  to  make  a piece 
of  literary  work  perfect.  As  for  the  drama  inherent  in  it, 
there  hasn't  been  a more  dramatic  or  thrilling  moment  in  the 
last  hundred  years  than  the  one  at  the  pump  when  the  illumination 
came  to  you. 

Bo  you  won't  try  your  hand  at  Haiku.  My  dear  girl, 
you  can't  help  yourself.  Your  letters  are  filled  with  lovely 
phrases,  perfect  Haiku  in  themsel'  es--thio  last  le  ter  ot 


yours  is  a fins  example.  And  how  thoughtful  of  you  to  write 
it. 

Keith  and  I expect  to  set  out  for  New  Hampshire 

early  Sunday  morning  while  the  traffic  is  light.  Incidentally 

If  you  should  ever  want  to  send  me  a confidential  message  you 

can  send  It  in  Braille  to  ' lrginia  Scharoff  who  does  the 

transcribing  for  me: 

Mrs.  Jerome  Scharoff 

1697  Hi chael-Vi 111am  Road 

Merrick 

Long  Island 

New  York 

She  is  completely  trustworthy,  quite  young  and 
very  attract!'  e,  a fine  addition  to  our  circle.  She  reminds 
me  of  Mrs.  Atno,  the  nurse  who  was  such  a help  when  we  were 
in  the  hospital. 

I'll  keep  you  In  touch  with  everything,  but  I may 
not  write  again  until  after  we  reach  Snow^ille.  My  body  will 
be  there,  but  my  heart  will  be  at  Arcan  Ridge  with  you  and 
Folly.  Keith  wants  me  to  give  you  his  s.  ecial  thanks  for  your 
letter  and  of  course  his  s;  ecial  love.  My  special  love  goes 
without  saying,  but  here  it  is, 


Nella 


Ill  Fifth  St.,  Garden  City,  New  York 
May  4,  1959 


Dear  Bert, 


Next  Sunday  Keith  and  I expect  to  set 
out  for  Snowville,  New  Hampshire.  I am  glad  to 
say  that  I shall  leave  here  with  more  ease  of  mind 
about  Polly  than  I have  had  for  some  weeks.  nhe 
good  weather  has  helped — she  and  Helen  are  able  to 
be  out  of  doors  a great  deal  and  the  medication 
that  she  is  being  gi^  en  seems  to  be  helpful.  Eh  en 
in  Snowville  I shall  be  on  instant  call  in  case  of 
emergency . 


No  words  of  mine  can  tell  you  how  lonely 
I am  without  .oily.  We  had  always  shared  our 
responsibilities,  our  anxious  love  for  Helen,  and 
though  there  are  many  friends  eager  to  help,  I must 
now  take  the  final  responsibility  myself  in  many 
decisions,  The  big  thing  on  the  horizon  is  a stage 
play  about  Teacher  and  Helen  which  is  to  appear  on 
Eroadway  this  winter.  It  is  based  upon  my  book  about 
Teacher  and  upon  Helen's  autobiography.  Ihe  author 
William  Gibson  is  a fine,  sensitive  artist  and  the 
producer  and  the  director  are  gifted  young  men.  He 
wrote  a beautiful  play  (first  presented  on  TV.  and 
widely  acclaimed).  Helen  and  Polly  and  I had  granted 
him  full  dramatic  rights  late  in  1956  and  I am  so 
thankful  now  that  Polly  had  her  share  in  making  the 
decision.  I am  keeping  her  and  Helen  in  touch  with 
developments  as  much  as  I can — I talk  with  Polly  every 
Sunday  and  I have  my  letters  to  Helen  transcribed  so 
that  she  too  can  help  bring  Polly  in  on  it.  nhe  TV 
performance  was  so  very  successful  that  the  outlook 
for  the  play,  which  is  in  the  hands  of  the  same  group, 
is  very  good,  but  sometimes  when  I think  of  it  ny 
stomach  does  flip-flops. 

My  various  ailments  have  subsided  to  the 
point  where  my  various  doctors  think  a couple  of  weeks 
in  the  mountains  will  set  me  straight  again.  I hope 
that  you  and  Isabel  are  in  fine  fettle  and  I am,  as 
always , 


Affectionately  yours, 


Ill  Fifth  St.,  Garden  City,  New  York 

May  A,  1959 


Dear  Fred, 


The  woman  who  might  be  useful  with  the  manual 
alphabet  is: 

Mrs.  Tanya  Nash 

Jewish  Society  for  the  Deaf 

171  35th  St. , New  York 

At  this  point  1 think  it  would  be  a grave  mis- 
take for  Annie  to  go  to  her.  All  Mrs.  Nash  could  do  would 
be  to  teach  her  to  make  erfect.ly  correct,  conventional 
letters  like  careful,  3 encerian  handwriting — stiff  like 
Julie  Harris.  I think  Annie  (and  Arthur)  should  develop 
their  own  style,  spelling  endlessly  to  themselves  as  they 
read,  as  they  walk  along  the  streets,  muttering  the  words 
to  themselves  to  measure  their  speed  and  never  mind  if  they 
land  in  the  clink.  Then  when  I come  down  in  the  summer  I 
will  take  them  to  Arcan  Ridge  to  have  tram  spell  to  Helen 
and  she  will  make  whatever  corrections  are  necessary.  I 
had  a long  talk  with  the  nurse  yesterday  and  s;e  thinks  this 
is  feasible. 

The  arty  going  up,  as  I see  it  now,  would  consist 
of  Annie,  Arthur,  Bill,  and  me — Bill  to  take  care  of  oily 
to  keep  her  from  feeling  out  of  everything,  tte  could  stay 
only  about  forty-five  minutes,  but  I think  it  would  be  " ery 
worth  while.  Arthur  could  watch  the  communication  when  it  is 
the  r'al  thing  and  Annie  could  feei.  the  response. 

I want  Helen  to  meet  all  the  members  of  tt e cast — 
she  will  be  especially  Interested  in  the  Negroes — and  Prs. 
Corbally  (the  nurse)  thinks  it  may  well  be  possible  for  her  to 
come  in  for  some  of  the  rehearsals — brief  visits  only,  oily 
would  be  with  her  and  everything  should  be  managed  wltl  the 
utmost  tenderness  and  delicacy--I  don't  worry  about  that  t art 
of  it. 


I should  not  smile  on  ubliclty  for  Helen  about  this 
or  anything  else  without  a conference — you  and  Bill  and  mo  and 
me  with  absolute  veto  power. 

I'll  send  information  on  the  other  items  we  s oke  of 
as  soon  as  I get  it  and  I'll  send  Bill  copies  of  all  my 
communications  with  you. 

I came  home  on  Friday  feeling  that  we  could  all 
work  together  harmoniously  (or  at  least  effectively),  but  that 
still  isn't  enough  to  keep  me  from  being  scared  to  death. 


May  4,  19 c 9 


_ n 

Dear  Fred,  Q>-£_ 

The  American  Foundation  for  the  Blind  is 
ready  to  show  Dancy's  Documentary  of  Helen  any  time. 
Call  vatkina  4-0420  and  ask  for  Robert  Earnett  or 
his  assistant  Mr.  W.S.  Rumsey . 

AFB  also  ready  with  complete  information 
about  Ivy  Green,  Helen's  birthplace  for  wv ich 
struggling  shrine  they  hope  a benefit,  performance  of 
the  play . 


More  later. 


Ill  Fifth  St.,  Garden  City,  New  York 
May  6,  1959 


'ear  Fred, 


Re  com. llmentary  tickets  to  1MW: 

irginla  Scharoff  and  husband,  first  night  without  fall.  Mrs. 
Sharoff,  a Braille  transcriber,  Is  our  lifeline  to  Helen.  She 
teaches  Braille  and  has  more  than  a hundred  certified 
transcribers  that  she  can  call  upon.  If  Helen  wants  to  read 
the  play  script  Mrs.  Scharoff  will  take  care  of  It..  Helen 
herself  paid  for  the  transcript  of  the  TV  -•arsion,  but.  In 
this  case  I would  exj  ect  the  : roducer  to  take  care  of  It.  We 
pay  15^  a Braille  page  which  is  ridiculously  low;  the  wrole 
thing  would  cost  less  than  a typing  Job. 

Mrs.  William  Sei^e  and  husband.  Mrs.  Seide  is  Helen's 
de-oted  secretary;  she  works  days,  husband  works  nights  except 
Saturday,  ickets  for  the  Sat.  evening  following  the  opening. 

Mrs.  Corbally  nnd  friend.  Mrs.  C.  Is  oily's  nurse  and  per- 
fectly wonderful  at  *kb  it.  First  night  If  jolly's  condition 
allows  it;  otherwise  at  her  con1  eni  nee. 

"Nell"  (I  will  find  out  her  full  name)  and  friend.  Nell  Is  the 
housekeeper. 

Mrs.  Campbell  an1  friend.  Mrs.  Campbell  Is  t a eook.  She  and 
Nell  cannot  lea-  e the  house  at  the  same  time  and  the  dates  for 
them  will  have  to  be  arranged  accordingly . 

Mrs.  L.M.  Oladu  and  husband,  ^irst  night.  Mrs.  G.  has  for  many 
years  been  the  lgilant  watch-dog  of  Helen's  and  oily's 
personal  finances.  Understands  and  ap  reclates  money. 

Katharine  Cornell  and  Nancy  Hamilton  plan  to  come  from  Martha's 
ineyard  to  see  the  play  In  Boston.  Red  carpet. 

Red  carpet  also  for  Helen's  sister  Mildred  or  her  brother 
hilllps  or  any  member  of  ti  elr  families,  first  night,  or  any 
other  time.  I think  there  is  no  chance  of  their  coming  on  the 
oienlng  night,  a - ery  good  chance  that  they  may  come  when  the 
lay  Is  riding  high.  Should  ha-  e ery  s eclal  in  ltatlons. 

Helen's  three  Xus*  trustees  and  their  wi  es  should  be  in-  lted 
for  tb 3 first,  night:  Mr.  James  3.  Adams,  Mr.  Jansen  Noyos  Jr., 
and  Mr.  Richard  Mlgel.  I'll  send  the  addres  es  at  a later  date. 
If  the  requests  for  complimentary  tickets  proliferate  1 can  giv 
you  t e pecking  order.  As^Bill  if  Ken  McCormick  and  his  wife 
should  be  in  lted. 

ell  Annie  that  I think  she  should  read  Helen' s book  MI DS. REAM . 
Out,  of  print  but  I think  she  can  borrow  a copy  from  the  AFB.  If 
not,  let  me  know. 

Off  to  New  Hampshire  Sunday  morning,  but  here  or  t ere  I am  at 
your  service, 


Ill  Fifth  St.,  Garden  City,  New  York 
May  8,  1959 


Dear  Mildred,  Kt*  « ► 

I do  not  know  how  often  you  hear  from 
Arcan  Ridge,  but  I thought  I would  gi^e  you  a 
little  report  before  Keith  and  I set  out  for  New 
Hampshire  on  Sunday  morning. 

I feel  that  Polly  is  slowly  but 
steadily  losing  ground,  both  physically  and  mentally. 

I also  feel  that  she  could  not  be  having  better  care. 
The  members  of  the  household — the  cook  and  housekeej er 
are  in  residence  and  the  nurse  comes  in  every  day — are 
perfectly  wonderful.  I need  not  tell  you  that  the 
situation  is  often  very  difficult  for  them,  for  you 
know  how  much  Polly  has  always  resented  having  any 
one  else  in  the  house  with  her  and  Helen.  Dr.  Murdock, 
a Scot,  is  excellent  with  Folly,  keeps  in  constant 
touch  and  calls  upon  specialists  when  there  is  need. 
Mrs.  William  Seide,  Helen's  secretary  as  devoted  as 
they  come,  is  there  every  day  but  Friday  when  she 
goes  to  the  Foundation  to  take  care  of  the  accumulated 
mall.  No  words  could  describe  Helen's  magnificence, 
her  tender  care  and  understanding,  her  steadiness  and 
serenity,  and  with  it  all  her  continued  Interest  in  her 
work  and  her  reading.  Her  mind  is  as  alert  as  it  ever 
was — nothing,  thus  far,  has  got  her  down,  as  the 
saying  goes. 


On  most  Sundays  Folly  calls  me  and  if  I 
don't  hear  from  her  I call  tie  house.  She  is  always 
losing , but  she  can  grasp  only  simple  concepts.  I 
write  Helen  at  least  once  a week  (I  have  a teacher 
of  Braille  who  transcribes  my  letters)  and  sometimes 
oftener.  I depend  upon  her  to  keep  Polly  abreast  of 
things  because  she  can  choose  the  appropriate  moment . 
Tolly's  span  of  attention  is  very  brief  and  her 
memory  is  almost  non-existent--but  she  needs  to  be 
told  what  is  going  on. 

It  is  fortunate  for  them  both  that  Helen's 
senior  trustee  since  the  death  of  Mr.  Migel,  Mr. 

James  Adams,  li-es  in  the  neighboring  town  of  Greenwich 
and  is  able  to  dri'  e o’ er  quite  often  to  check  up  on 
everything.  You  are  aware  of  Nancy's  and  Kit's 
demotion  an'  there  are  many  others  at  the  ready  to 
do  whatever  they  can. 

The  big  project  now  under  way  is  the 
stage  production  of  THF  MIRACLE  WORKER.  It  is  in  the 


hands  o*"  the  same  crew  that  made  such  a distinguished 
production  of  It  on  TV — that  Is,  Fred  Coe  Is  the 
producer,  Arthur  Penn,  the  director.  Anne  Bancroft, 
star  of  Dill' 8 enormously  successful  play  TWO  FOR 
THE  SEESAW  will  star  in  1 HE  MIRACLE  WORKER  in  the 
part  of  leacher.  No  other  members  of  the  cast  have  yet 
been  chosen,  '’"he  play  is  essentially  the  same,  but 
because  the  stage  technique  is  so  different  from  the 
TV  camera  technique  Eill  Gibson  had  to  rewrite  it.  I 
think  he  has  done  a beaut  if  ul  Job  an'5  if  great  talent, 
and  lo^e  and  skill  can  do  it  the  play  will  be  very 
fine.  I am  in  constant  touch  with  them  all  and  I write 
Helen  all  that  I know,  but  I feel  lost  and  lonely 
without  lolly.  If  you  or  Katharine  come  north  during 
the  summer  please  let  me  know.  I should  want,  you  to 
meet  Fred  and  Bill  and  Arthur  and  Annie  and  perhaps 
see  some  of  the  rehearsals. 

I was  so  glad  to  see  Katharine  again  in 
January  and  so  glad  to  meet  Jhillips.  I had  met 
Ravla  years  ago,  but  I had  never  seen  him  before.  He 
reminded  me  a little  of  Helen  and,  Judging  from 
photographs,  I thought  he  muBt  be  rather  like  your 
mother,  but  he  said  that  Katharine  was  the  one  who 
looked  like  your  mother. 

I've  had  a miserable  winter,  with  shingles 
and  bursitis  and  various  other  ailments,  but  my 
doctors  all  think  that  a couple  of  weeks  in  New 
Hampshire  will  put  me  on  my  feet  again.  My  address 
there  is  simply  Snow  llle,  the  telephone  number, 
through  Conway , New  Hampshire,  is  Hickory  7-2237. 

I hope  you  are  well  and  from  what  you  have  said  of 
them  I feel  sure  that  the  grandchildren  are  flourishing. 
How  lucky  you  are  to  have  them'. 


Aff ectlonat  ely , 


Ill  Fifth  St.,  Garden  city,  New  York 
May  9,  1959 


Dear  Kiss  McNally* 


Because  of  illness  in  her  household 
Miss  Helen  eller  has  asked  me  to  answer  -our  letter 
of  April  23. 


Kiss  Keller  has  mainly  written 
about  things  that  have  hapj  ened  to  her  or  things 
that  she  has  imagined,  as  in  the  article  ""hree 
Days  to  See."  She  loves  nature  and  is  now 
es;  ecially  interested  in  biology,  reading  many 
books  and  articles  on  t?e  subject.  Her  books  are 
filled  with  references  to  her  own  personal  con- 
tacts with  nature.  Have  you  read  her  book,  HE 
r?0~Y  0r  MY  LIFE?  If  not,  I think  you  would  enjoy 
it. 


With  all  good  wishes,  I am 
Sincerely  yours, 


Mrs.  Neila  Braddy  Henney 
Attorney  for  Helen  Keller 


iss  Kathy  McNally 
600  West  Maple  St . 

Winslow,  Arizona 


Ill  ^lfth  St.,  Garden  City,  New  York 

May  9,  19 5 9 


Dear  Mr.  Chapman: 


Because  of  illness  in  her  house- 
hold Miss  Helen  Keller  has  asked  me  to  write  to 
thank  you  for  your  book  of  poems  and  I want  to 
thank  you  for  the  copy  you  sent  me.  I wish  I 
deserved  your  lo*  ely  inscription. 

When  I see  Miss  Keller  I will 
read  her  some  of  the  poems  and  find  out  which 
ones  she  wants  in  Braille,  "hese  I shall  send 
along  with  other  material  that  I am  having  transcribed 
for  her  and  you  need  not  pay  for  them.  I am  therefore 
returning  your  two  dollars. 


I am 


With  all  good  wishes  and  many  thanks, 


’ ery  sincerely  yours, 


Nella  Brandy  Henney 
Attorney  for  Helen  Keller 


Mr.  Georg  Chapman 
< i Foster’ s Radio  and  Music  Store 
c05  Bridge  St. 

Lowell,  Mass. 


111  ^ifth  St.,  Garden  City,  New  York 

May  , 19^9 


"'ear  Linda, 


ecause  of  illness  In  her  household 
Kiss  Helen  KeLler  has  asked  me  to  answer  your 
letter  of  A;  ril  24. 

I don't  think  you  will  find  her  hook 
’/'HE  S' OLY  OF  MY  LIFE  too  difficult.  In  fact,  I think 
you  will  enjoy  it  and  you  will  fin"  the  answers  to 
most  of  your  questions  In  it.  it  was  very  hard  for 
her  to  learn  to  sj  eak  and  she  ne^er  did  acquire  a 
[erfectly  normal  -<0106.  I find  her  easy  to  under- 
stand, but  most  people  need  an  inter  ret.er  the 
first  time  they  talk  with  her. 

Miss  ?olly  homson  had  already  been 
with  Miss  rieller  about  twenty  years  when  Mrs.  Macy 
died  and  Miss  Keller  was  used  to  her  in  every  way. 
Miss  homson  is  st.ill  with  her. 

Thank  you  for  your  letter. 

with  all  good  wishes,  I am 
sincerely  yours, 


Mr '.  Nella  raddy  Henney 
Attorney  for  Helen  Keller 


Kiss  Linda  Lockwood 
Lee  Road  School 
kantagh,  New  York 


now  lilt,  New  Haora  hire 

May  13,  1959 


raar  Annie, 


The  other  day  when  you  naked  me  about  , eacher's 
lm  ulsiveneaa  I felt  that  I gave  you  a ery  unsatisfactory 
answer.  Tor  one  thing  I was  trying  to  think  of  an  Instance 
during  the  ; erlod  of  the  flay,  hut  could  not  excet  t as  It 
shows  uj  In  the  script  In  her  alertness  to  sake  use  of 
whate-  or  lay  at  hand  that  might  help  her  in  bringing  Helen 
alive. 


I Bloke  of  the  doll  : eddy  (an  Infant  doll  that 
could  have  ba Longa 3 to  either  sex)  which  caught  her  eye 
as  she  walk'd  down  the  aisle  at  '.  Rnnamaker' b.  Anotter  time 
It  was  a set  of  beautiful  salad  : lates  with  a wide  gold  rim 
aroun’  a garland  of  fruit— we  always  called  them  eacher's 
gel-*  lates. 


'.he  doll  and  the  i lates  wers  for  herself , but  ouch 
more  often  she  was  attracted  to  something  that  she  thought 
some  ond  else  would  enjoy.  I had  a lot  of  trouble  with  her 
this  way  and  learned  ne^  er  to  exr  ress  a *ealre  for  anything  In 
her  reaence.  It  ‘idn't  do  much  goodj  she  would  still  think 
of  things  si  a tt  ought,  I ought  to  have  and  would  buy  them  for 
me,  and  this  at  a time  whan  they  were  ery  low  on  money.  She 
stopped  only  when  aha  realized  that  she  was  making  me  unhappy* 

"he  would  ne  er  willingly  make  anyone  unhap; y.  I doubt  not 
but  that  a large  .art  of  her  salary  in  "uscumbla  went  Into 
. resent e for  the  tellers,  es. eclally  for  Helen — birds,  rabbits, 
e en  re*ty  dresses  and  no  telling  what  else. 

Soon  after  they  came  north  for  the  first  time  one 
of  the  Kowe  daughters  gave  a big  , arty  for  Keian.  :aacher  was 
in  lted  too,  but  after  their  arrival  was  ; Tactically  relegated 
to  the  kitchen,  'his  upast  Helen  an*  so  aacher  took  her  by  the 
hand  and  In  the  midst  of  a flurry  of  outraged  proetaets  laft 
tte  arty,  f> he  had  no  money,  but  the  street-car  conductor  trusted 
her  for  their  fare  back  to  erkina.  hie  was  not  simple  rudeness 
and  insolence  (as  It  was  afterwards  called);  she  knew  that 
Helen's  future  was  at  stake  and  hera  along  with  It.  She  was 
navar  impulsive  whera  anything  of  Importance  concerning  Helen 
was  In  ol-  ed. 


he  reaeon  I asked  Fr*d  to  tell  you  to  read  NXDSTF5AII 
was  because  you  will  find  some  instances  of  It  V *re  and  eleo 
instances  of  her  wild  lm, racticallty . 3he  was  always  ready  to 
drop  dull  routine  and  do  something  else— like  not  duetlng  the 
house  (she  was  never  a good  housekeeper,  lolly  was)  and  going  off 
for  a picnic  or  for  a long  rl*e  on  a horse  too  a lrlted  t0  be 
perfectly  eafe.  One  big  example  of  her  lepulsl  eness  was  her 
sudden  decision  when  she  was  ao  ill  at  ake  Isold  to  go  at 
once  to  uerto  '’ico  without  consultation  with  the  doctors.  <>eemed 


madness  at  the  time,  but  turned  out  to  be  exactly  the  right 
thing,  ery  often  these  Impulses  did  turn  out  to  be  the 
right  thing. 

One  characteristic  of  Teacher's  thAt  I think  has  not 
been  mentioned  Is  her  shyness.  With  all  her  great  strength 
an’  accomplishment  this  stsyed  with  her  to  the  end.  3he 
ne'er  liked  public  appearances,  but  forced  herself  to  go 
through  them  for  elen's  sake  and  when  she  saw  that  oily 
was  competent  began  to  ; ush  her  forward  so  that  she  could 
take  over,  he  shyness  was  not  so  api  arent  so  long  as  she 
had  Helen  to  hide  behind,  but  Alexander  V.oollcott,  after  he 
read  my  book,  sought  her  out  and  lavished  his  special 
attentions  u: on  her,  taking  about  her  on  his  r ewn  Crier 
program,  sending  her  flowers,  and  going  out  to  Forest  Hills 
to  read  to  her.  On  the  e1  e of  his  ' lslts  she  was  as  fussed 
as  a girl  of  sixteen  with  her  first  beau. 

I can  be  very  garrulous  about  Teacher  (And  how'.  I hear 
you  exclaim)  but  I think  it  very  likely  that  your  own  young 
intuitions  will  be  more  help  to  you  in  interpreting  the 
character  than  anything  I can  say.  But  please  ask  me  any 
questions  you  want  to.  eacher  is  one  of  my  favorite  subjects 
and  I love  to  talk  about  her. 

All  good  wishes  and  all  good  luck, 


Snowville,  Kay  14,  19 59 


Darling  Helen, 

Keith  and  I are  at  last  on  t:  e hill  and  very 
ha  v to  be  here,  We  took  the  trip  in  two  stages,  stopping 
in  Peterboro  to  spend  the  night.  Larry  and  Katharine  Conant 
came  over  from  Marlboro  to  have  dinner  with  us  and  of  course 
wanted  their  love  sent  to  you  and  Polly.  We  reached  Foss  Mt. 
around  11  Monday  morning,  quite  tired  from  the  trip  (alas, 
it  is  a long  trip  any  way  you  take  it).  The  house  is  sadly 
in  need  of  a good  cleaning,  but  Keith  and  I are  doing  it  a 
patch  at  a time.  Clyde  is  recovering  nicely  from  his  hernia 
operation,  but  will  not  be  able  to  work  for  some  weeks.  A 
woman  is  coming  to  help  me  on  Saturday  and  once  the  basi(L- 
Job  is  done  I think  I can  keep  up  with  it. 

I am  sending  Virginia  Scharoff  with  this 
an  article  from  The  New  Yorker  called  "A  Host  aluable 
Accident!. " It  describes  a most  remarkable  piece  of  research 
with  world-wide  implications  and  it  is  written  by  Daniel 
Lang  who  has  made  a specialty  of  articles  about  atomic 
energy.  V»e  met  him  some  years  ago  at  Jo's  studio,  but  it  is 
not  likely  that  you  would  remember  it,  his  visit  was  quite 
brief.  Ihe  only  background  that  you  will  need  for  it  is  the 
knowledge  that  the  code  name  for  the  secret  work  that  led  to 
the  atom  bomb  was  Manhattan  District  and  that  many  1 eople 
( eith  among  them)  have  luminous  figures  on  their  watch  dials 
so  that  they  can  tell  what  time  11  is  at  night.  he  luminosity 
comes  from  radium  paint  and  no  one  knew  years  at-o  that  the 
iris  who  were  a plying  it  ware  endangering  their  lives. 


Foolproof  methods  have  since  been  developed  and  the  amount  of 
radium  used  is  so  slight  that  Keith  is  running  no  risk,  though 
he  wears  his  luminous  watch  night  and  day. 

r!'he  Thursday  before  we  left  Garden  City  ’ irginia 
drove  me  over  to  Eurrwood,  my  first  visit  there.  How  lovely 
the  place  is  and  how  happy  the  blind  people  seem  to  be-~the 
whole  atmosphere  that  of  a pleasant  summer  resort.  The 
garden  you  dedicated  was  perfectly  charming  in  its  summer 
dress  and  there  are  many  other  spots  worth  lingering  over. 

It  happened  to  be  a day  when  Peter  Salmon  was  there  and  I am 
always  glad  to  see  him.  I talked  with  one  of  the  deaf-blind 
men--Gilman  I think  his  name  was--and  was  pleased  to  discover 
that  he  could,  understand,  me  (I  imagine  I spell  with  t:  e most 
awful  scrawl,  like  Horace  Greeley's  handwriting).  When  I 
told  him  that  I had  learned  the  alphabet  so  as  to  be  able  to 
talk  with  you  he  led  me  across  the  hall  into  a delightful  room 
and  pointed  to  a picture  on  the  wall.  It  was  an  enormous 
enlarged  color  photograph  of  you  and.  Peter  on  the  day  of 
the  dedication  of  the  garden.  Eurrwood  is  very  proud  of  it  and 
has  reason  to  be. 

News  from  the  play.  Rehearsals  will  begin  the  third 
week  in  August^  and  will  continue  through  Sept.  7.  On  Sept.  8 
the  cast  goes  to  Philadelphia  where  it  will  continue  rehearsals 
until  Sept.  12,  Phila.  opening  night.  The  play  will  continue 
there  until  Sept.  26.  It  will  open  in  Boston  on  Sept.  29 
and  stay  there  until  Oct.  10.  On  Oct..  14  it  will  come  to  New 
York.  Four  preview's  will  be  given  (specia,lly  invited  audiences) 
and  the  big  opening  night  will  come  on  Oct.  19--and  I on't 
expect  to  sleep  that  night!  I hope  we  can  attend  some  of  the 


rehearsals  together.  I want  you  and  oily  to  meet  the  entire 
cast  and  get  the  feel  of  the  thing.  What  a vast  cooperative 
enterprise  it  is!  Kit  has  always  told  us  that  and  Eill  told 
me  that  400  people  were  involved  in  the  TV  LIRACLE  WORKER. 

This  counted  in  the  camera  technicians,  etc.  and  there  may 
not  be  so  many  connected  with  the  play,  but  with  the  set 
designer,  the  costume  designer,  the  property  man,  the  lighting 
experts,  the  scene  shifters,  the  stage  manager,  and  so  on 
there  will  easily  be  more  than  a hundred.  Out  of  chaos 
something  is  being  shaped  which  we  all  hope  will  be  beautiful 
and  inspiring. 

Lawrence  Lee  wrote  me  a week  or  two  ago  asking  about 
you  and  lolly.  He  was  on  crutches  as  a result  of  a leap 
-’own  from  a fence  he  was  painting.  His  ankle  was  quite 
badly  smashed  and  the  moral  of  this  is  that  poets  have  no 
business  painting  fences,  especially  fences  uo  on  a high 
bank. 

Well,  at  this  point  I must  go  clean  up  another  patch 
of  the  house--but  first  I must  have  a glimpse  of  a bird 
that  I don't  recognize  by  its  song--it  is  in  one  of  the  big 
maples  by  the  road.  I know  Arcan  Ridge  is  beautif ul--and  so 
is  Foss  Mt.  I wish  they  were  closer  together. 

Our  love,  our  love,  our  love 


Ne  11a 


Snow-'fille,  New  Hampshire 
May  16,  1959 


Dear  Nancy , 


I think  all  your  ideas  about  the  picture 
book  are  good  except  that  I must  be  counted  ou;  on 
the  receiving  end.  You  remember  you  offered  me 
something  when  you  first  began  the  Documentary  and 
I wouldn't  take  it.  I have  never  taken  anything  in 
connection  with  Helen's  work  and  it  is  too  late  for 
me  to  begin  now.  (My  own  work  is  something  else 
again. ) 


I think  you  and  Shute  should  be  compensated 
for  the  enormous  amount  of  work  you  will  have  t,o  do 
and  I hope  you  will  write  the  introduction,  he 
share  that  Helen  and  Folly  might  receive  could  be 
assigned  to  the  Foundation — they  would  get  it  in  the 
end  anyway,  "they"  being  Helen  and  Polly. 

No  word  has  come  from  Jimmy  Adams  or 
Mr.  Noyes.  Last  I heard  Jimmy  was  ordering  triple 
photostats  of  every  contract  in  the  files.  He'll  be 
surprised  at  how  few  there  are.  Nice  letter  from 
Mildred  expressing  interest  in  the  play.  Katharine 
Tyson  will  be  in  N.Y.  in  July  and  through  a newspaper 
man  who  is  a friend  of  hers  already  has  an  appointment 
to  meet  Anne  Bancroft. 

Spring  reached  the  hill  with  us,  'hen 
vanished  two  or  three  days  later.  35  this  morning  when 
we  got  up.  But  everything  is  beautiful  outside,  ulet 
and  cosy  inside  and  it  is  good  to  be  here. 

Much  love  from  us  both, 


R 13 


Snovr  llle,  New  Hampshire 
May  16,  1959 


rear  Isa  Riordan: 


I take  great  pleasure  In 
■t1  In.  you  ormi  alon  to  re  rlnt  In  your 
little  magazine  THE  SIQHT-BAVEt  the  excerpt 
from  .51  ?s  Rolen  Keller's  article  ,,r‘hree  Days 
to  See."  I am  returning  the  clipping  herewith. 

Vlth  all  good  wishee  to  you 

and  your  colleagues,  I am 

'•  ery  sincerely  yours, 


Mrs.  Nella  Eraddy  Penney 
Attorney  for  Helen  Keller 


Miss  Mary  I.  P.iordan 

TH^  3IGK"  SAVER 
?c-63  30  St. 

Apt.  3-5 

Jackson  Heights,  N.Y. 


"now  ill#,  ,\ew  < awf shire 
May  16,  1 59 


war  P rsd. 


tetter  from  Helen's  sister  Mildred  in  answer 
to  one  from  a#  reporting  ropre^e  on  th#  vb\y , ;,er 
daughter  atharine  Tyson  who  'oea  th#  fnahion  o»wa  for 
one  of  th#  Montgomery  a era  will  b#  in  N.Y . in  July; 
through  a friend  air#' dy  ha a an  a. ; ointaent  with 
Annl#.  "1  4o  hope,"  Mildred  continues,  "ah#  car.  meet 
’Fred,*  ’ill,'  'Arthur.'  I 4o  no»  think  I can  come 
this  year— unless  they  need  me,  an4  then  of  court# 

I'd  be  there  in  a few  hours."  he  trip  would  be  an 
ordeal  for  er — she  is  no  re  than  70  years  old  end  hae 
not  be*n  well  for  a long  ' lme,  but  I was  very  leased 
to  find  her  so  willing  to  coo  perate.  nr.le  would  . rotably 
he  In  a bettar  osi^lon  than  anyone  else  to  decide, 
after  she  hae  seen  Katharine,  whether  or  not  it  would 
be  a good  idea  to  send  for  Mildred. 

Nothing  further  to  re  ort,  but  1 will  be 
in  touch  with  elan's  brother  hllllps  aa  booh  as  1 
can  get  around  to  It. 


All  good  wishes. 


Snovn  llle,  New  Hampshire 
May  17,  1959 


Dear  Ravia  and  Phillips, 


I don' t know  how  much  you 
know  about  this  play  THE  MIRACLE  WORKER  which 
deals  with  Teacher's  first  weeks  with  Helen  in 
Tuscumbia.  I keep  Helen  quite  fully  Informed  through 
letters  that  I have  transcribed  for  her,  but  I want, 
you  all  to  share  in  the  excitements  and  anxieties 
and  what  we  hope  will  be  the  great  triumph  that  comes 
in  the  end. 


Basically  the  play  is  what  it 
was  when  it  appeared  on  TV  in  the  early  spring  of 
1957.  I hope  you  saw  it,  but  at  any  rate  you  know 
how  enthusiastically  it  was  received  all  over  the 
country.  The  stage  technique  is  very  different  from 
the  camera  technique  and  since  the  stage  allows  so 
much  more  time  for  the  performance  Bill  Gibson  (the 
author)  had  been  able  to  go  much  more  deeply  into 
his  subject.  Last  Dec.  he  thought  he  could  make 
the  translation  from  TV  to  stage  in  a few  weeks.  He 
has  Just  finished  it  after  nearly  six  months  of  hard 
work.  It  is  a beautiful  script. 

^he  producer  is  Fred  Coe, 
the  director  Arthur  Penn,  the  same  as  in  the  TV 
version.  Since  the  TV  they  have  both  been  busy  with 
other  dramatic  presentations,  outstandingly  Bill's 
smash  hit  on  Broadway  TWO  FOR  THE  SEESAW,  so  the 
project  is  in  good  hands,  but  the  theater  is  as  chancy 
as  the  stock  market  and  we  shall  not  know  until  the 
morning  after  the  opening  night  in  New  York  when  we 
read  what  the  critics  say  whether  THE  MIRACLE  WORKER 
will  be  a success  or  a flop,  but  I think  we  can  he 
sure  that  it  will  be  a distinguished  performance. 

The  only  member  of  the  cast 
who  has  been  chosen  is  Anne  Bancroft  who  was  the  star 
of  SEESAW.  Rehearsals  begin  in  New  York  the  middle 
of  August.  rrhe  play  will  go  to  Philadelphia  on  Sept. 

8,  to  Boston  Sept.  29 — and  Nancy  and  Kit  will  probably 
come  from  Martha's  1 ineyard  to  Boston  to  see  it.  The 
big  New  York  opening  is  set  for  Oct.  19.  I for  one 
shall  not  be  there — the  tensions  of  a Broadway  first 
night  when  one  is  emotionally  involved,  as  I am  with 
this  and  with  Kit's  plays,  are  bad  enough  away  from 
the  theater,  almost  Intolerable  in  it.  But  I am  in 
constant  touch  with  Fred  and  Arthur  and  Bill  and 
Annie  Bancroft  and  hope  to  see  a number  of  the  rehearsals. 


I have  written  Mildred.  She  says  that  Katharine 
is  to  be  in  New  York  in  July  and  already  has  an 
appointment  to  meet  Annie  Bancroft.  If  you  or  any 
member  of  your  family  are  in  New  York,  Philadelphia, 
or  Boston  from  now  until  the  opening  night  or 
afterwards,  please  let  me  know.  I should  like  you 
to  see  what  is  going  on  backstage,  to  meet  Fred 
and  Arthur  and  Bill,  Annie  and  the  rest  of  the  cast, 
and  to  see  whatever  is  ready  to  be  seen  from  the 
audience  side  of  the  footlights. 

Every  Sunday  I talk  with  Polly.  Sometimes  she 
calls  me,  sometimes  I call  her.  I feel  that  she  is 
not  gaining  in  any  way  and  I have  never  known  anyone 
to  be  so  unhappy . Helen  has  remained  perfectly 
magnificent — so  tender  and  devoted  with  Folly,  and 
the  last  time  I was  with  her  she  said  she  thought  it 
was  wonderful  how  much  she  was  able  to  enjoy  reading 
in  the  midst  of  her  sorrow.  I write  to  her  at  least 
once  a week,  sometimes  oftener,  and  I clip  various 
articles  on  the  natural  sciences  (her  special  interest 
at  the  moment)  and  a number  of  other  items  and  have 
them  transcribed  for  her.  We  all  feel  that  everything 
is  being  done  that  can  be  done,  but  if  you  or  anyone 
else  can  think  of  something  we  shall  all  do  our  very 
best  to  put  it  into  effect. 

Keith  and  I expect  to  be  here  until  around  the 
middle  of  November,  minus  time  out  for  a week  or  so 
in  New  York  and  maybe  a week  in  Boston,  but  as  Helen 
and  Folly  know  I am  always  ready  to  answer  an 
emergency  call  from  Arcan  Ridge. 

With  every  good  wish,  I am 

Affecionately  yours, 


Mr.  and  Mrs.  Phillips  Keller 


Snow  1 lie,  New  Hampshire 

Hay  21,  1959 


Dear  Sirs* 


'••ould  it  be  possible  for  me  to  get 
ink-  rlnt  co.  ios  of  catalogs  and  bulletins  of 
books  now  aail&ble  or  soon  to  be  available 
in  Braille.  I do  no*  myself  read  or  write 
Eraille,  but  Pi  s Helen  Keller,  who  is  esiecislly 
interested  in  the  life  sciences  and  at  last  has 
some  degree  of  leisure  in  which  to  study  them, 
has  asked  me  to  look  out  for  articles  and  books 
for  her. 


I ha  e been  making  abstracts  of  recent 
articles  and  books  and  having  them  transcribed 
for  her,  but  if  the  books  are  soon  to  be  put  into 
Eraille  it  would  be  a waste  of  time  and  money  to 
have  them  transcribed  now.  Specifically  I 
should  like  to  ask  if  LI'  ING  EARTH  by  Peter 
Frb  or  GrEGC-  MENDEL  by  Harry  Sootln  or  extracts 
from  either  are  scheduled  to  be  embossed. 

Any  help  that  you  can  give  me  will  be 
deeply  appreciated. 


ery  sincerely  yours, 


Mrs.  Nella  Braddy  Henney 
Attorney  for  Helen  Keller 


Braille  Dept. 
Library  of  Congress 
Washington 
D.C. 


Snowville,  New  Hampshire 
May  22,  1959 


Dear  Evelyn, 


After  I hung  up  yesterday  I decide*  that 

it  would  be  very  silly  of  me  to  have  bills  sent  to 
Mr.  Gibson  for  an  occasional  letter,  so  we'll  let 
things  stand  as  they  are.  I have  already  told  him 
and  Mr.  Coe  that  if  any  extensive  transcribing  is  t0 
be  done  in  connection  with  the  play  I expect,  them 
to  pay  for  it  and  they  have  of  course  agreed. 

I have  been  deeply  troubled  about  this 
contract  episode  (I  hope  you  have  not,  for  there  is 
no  reason  why  it  should  touch  you  in  any  way)  and  as 
soon  as  I hear  from  Mr.  Adams  or  Mr.  Noyes  I want  to 
take  up  some  other  matters  with  them,  Including  this 
transcribing  set-up  and  the  way  in  which  I would 
recommend  the  handling  of  Helen's  manuscripts  and 
published  writings  in  case  of  my  death.  Also  I want 
to  find  out  if  the  'trustees  know  that  Helen  wants 
her  papers  to  go  to  the  Library  of  Congress.  When  I 
write  I don't  know  how  to  reach  Mr.  Richard  Migelr 
will  you  please  send  me  his  address. 

You  seemed  tired  yesterday  and  I am 
sorry  about  that.  We  are  all  under  a strain,  but 
it.  falls  more  heavily  on  you  than  on  anyone  else. 
Fleese,  please  be  careful  of  yourself,  try  to  for- 
get everything,  at  least  for  the  week-ends,  and  have 
some  fun,  you  and  Bill  together. 

Affectionately  always, 


P.S.  Mrs.  Scharoff  is  getting  material  to  be  transcribed 
from  various  directions,  from  me,  from  Mrs.  T.-enore 
Smith,  from  Kit  and  Nancy.  She  has  other  transcribers 
on  call,  but  if  you  have  a letter  that  you  want  done  in 
a special  hurry  you  might  mark  it  so  for  her.  She  is 
a very  nice  young  woman.  I invited  her  over  for  tea  in 
Garden  City  one  day  and  she  drove  rue  to  Burrwooa  lat  -r 
that  week.  Whet  a beautiful  place  it  is'. 


NC-j  H 


May  23,  1959 


Dnar  , irginla, 


If  too  many  people  crowd 
In  on  you  with  material  'or  KIbb  teller, 
as  they  may,  es;  eclally  nov:  that  Mrs. 

"'ielz  If.  or  vacation,  you  must  u ~e  your 
own  Judgment  about  what  o’igh‘.  to  bp  done 
fir  i — 'd  I an  sura  y »ur  J 'g  nl 
be  good. 

Yesterday  Xr.  Gibron  told 
me  that  It  vaa  in  the  papers  that  his 
manuscript  v;as  being  Erallled  for  Helen. 

I don't  think  ' is  is  true — tfc  a le  at 
Arcan  Ridge  knew  nothing  about  it,  nor  did 
Mr.  Gibson.  We  must  be  prepared  to  road  a 
lot  of  things  that  a^e  not  true--nev9paver 
too  have  vivid  lmai  in  j tions . I am  not  even 
sure  that  Helen  will  want  to  read  the  script- 
ahe  is  eo  tired  of  reeding  about  herself — but 
the  script  is  very  beautiful  and  there  are 
art?  of  It  that  I shell  want  transcribed. 
I'll  take  care  of  this  later  on.  'here  are 
minor  re  Isionn  to  be  made  and  of  course 
tbs  script  will  not  be  In  Its  absolutely 
rin  1 erslon  until  the  opening  night  on 
Bros-'*,  ay . It  is  all  very  exciting  and  Iso 
a lll*le  scary. 

\11  good  wishes  rnd  please 

havg  a h;  pi y 3U'arer. 


E>er  yours. 


/ 


Snowville,  May  25,  1959 


Darling  Helen, 

A perfectly  charming  thing  has  just  happened. 

As  we  were  finishing  breakfast  Keith  glanced  out  the 
kitchen  window  and  there  was  a fine  big  coon  picking  his 
way  across  the  yard  and  eating  all  the  bread  that  I had 
thrown  out  for  the  birds.  He  didn't  mind  us  in  the  least, 
not  even  when  after  a while  Keith  tapped  against  tbe  window-- 
apparently  he  hasn't  had  much  contact  writh  people.  If  we  had 
been  sensible  we'd  have  shot  him  (there  are  so  many  around 
that  we  have  had  to  give  up  raising  swreet  corn),  but  it  is 
hard  to  be  sensible  about  an  animal  that  is  so  appealing,  with 
his  black  mask  over  his  pointed  face,  his  delicate  black  feet, 
and  his  fine  bushy  te.il  with  dark  rings  around  it  from  base 
to  tip.  ~resently  he  went  on  up  the  hill  and  we  washed  the 
dishes . 

Sometimes  we  feel  that  we  are  living) in  a 
wilderness,  but  we  like  it.  Keith  had  to  dig  through  deer 
tracks  to  plant-  a couple  of  rows  of  peaxs  and  I imagine  that 
the  deer  is  waiting  at  the  edge  of  the  woods  to  come  in  and 
eat  the  little  plants  as  soon  as  they  appear  above  ground. 

We  found  the  shed  antlers  of  an  8-point  buck  in  the  back 
yard  the  day  we  came  and  I rather  think  he  will  get  more  out 
of  the  garden  than  we  will. 

We  have  seen  a red  fox  cross  the  field  and 
the  other  day  we  saw  a fisher  chasing,  mice  back  of  the  garden. 
The  fisher  is  a dark  gray  animal  about  the  size  of  a fox-- 
is  sometimes  called  black  fox--and  a few  years  ago  was 
thought  to  be  extinct  in  this  area,  but  the  forests  have 
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grown  uA  so  much  that  many  animals  are  coming  hack,  'here 
are  eren  rumors  that  anthers  have  returned,  the  fisher  is 
unwelcome  because  he  is  so  destructive  of  other  forms  of 
wll'  life--will  tackle  anything  but  a bear  and  would  { robably 
tackle  a cub.  Ke  won't  hurt  the  garden.  He  eats  meat. 

We  get  u;  about  five  o'clock.  We'd  rather  not,  but 
the  songbirds  have  waked  us  and  when  the  sa: sucker  (a 
woodpecker  that  drills  holes  in  trees  to  get  the  living  sap) 
begins  drumming  against  the  side  of  the  empty  barn  we  take 
the  count.  Even  with  the  windows  closed  he  makes  nearly 
as  much  noise  as  a brass  band  coming  up  the  road.  Sometimes 
the  Great  Barred  Owls  wake  us  in  the  night,  but  all  this 
disturbance  doesn't  matter--we  have  no  schedule  to  keep. 

I had  a nice  letter  from  Annie  Bancroft-  a few  days  ago. 

She  is  reading  THE  STORY  C1"  KY  LIFE,  spelling  out  a good 
part  of  it  as  she  goes.  She  says  it  is  still  a slow  process 
for  her,  but  some  of  the  letters  are  beginning  to  come 
unconsciously . She  had  trouble  with  e and  s--I  think  most 
people  stumble  over  f.  I know  I did.  "What  a world  I find 
myself  in’."  she  writes ...  .whenever  I read  or  hear  anything  at  all 
about  her  (that  is,  about  r eacher)  my  world  becomes  about 
three  times  as  wide."  Annie  remin’s  me  of  myself  when  I first 
entered  the  wonderful  world  of  you  an’  r eacher.  I was  in  my 
twenties  then,  as  Annie  is  now. 

Solly  sounded  much  better  when  I talked  with  her 
yesterday  morning  and  that  of  course  made  me  feel  better. 

We  are  off  in  a few  minutes  to  begin  cleaning  u:  the  ll'tle 

house.  What  a Job'.  The  mice  have  been  very  busy  down  the  re. 

Love  always  an’  always,  Nella 


Snow  1 lie,  May  29,  1959 


Darling  Helen, 

I think  that  idea  of  a picture  book  from 
fancy's  film  about  you  a very  good  one.  Ken  wrote  me  some 
time  ago  (it  was  while  Kit  and  Nancy  were  out  west)  asking 
if  I knew  any  reason  why  Nancy  should  not  be  approached  and 
I said  No,  leaving  it  to  Nancy  to  carry  on  from  that  _oint. 

She  has  written  you  a.bout  it.  When  the  Documentary  was 
first  planned  Nancy  offered  me  some  money  for  whatever  help 
I might  be  in  its  making.  I wouldn't  take  it  because  I knew 
that  the  profits  from  it  would  go  to  the  deaf-blind  and  while 
I was  not  in  a position  to  dig  into  my  jeans  for  money  to  give 
I could  at  least  make  this  much  of  a contribution.  I am 
not  going  to  take  any  money  from  the  book  either.  Nancy  and 
Jimmy  Shute  will  probably  do  all  the  work  and  of  course  they 
should  be  compensated  for  it.  A Mr.  Vaughan  at  Doubleday's 
will  be  their  main  contact  with  the  publisher,  but  everything, 
contract  included,  will  be  under  Ken's  eye  and  when  the  contract 
is  ready  I will  sign  for  you. 

With  regard  to  money  and  indeed  in  every  other- 
way  TED  MIRACLE  WORKER  is  entirely  different.  A play  on 
Eroadway,  if  successful,  is  almost  literally  a gold  mine  and 
there  is  no  reason  why  you  and  I should  not  have  our 
legitimate  share,  which  in  this  case  bee  -use  of  Aancy  whose 
advice  has  been  invaluable  and  because  of  Bill  who  above 
all  else  wants  to  do  right  by  us,  is  generous.  What  we  do  wi'h 
it  afterwards  is  nobody's  business  but  ours. 

I was  extremely  annoyed  (and  so  was  Bill; 


r iad  in  Wednesday 1 8 ,'ew  ''ork  ' lmes  that  the  scrl. t of  the  : lay 
was  being  brailled  for  you  and  that  Eill  and  Annie  Bancroft 
an^  Arthur  lenn  were  planning  soon  to  spend  some  time  with 
you  in  Westport  to  discuss  the  various  phases  of  the  production. 

Ey  this  time  I ought  to  be  accustomed  to  erroneous  reports  about 
you  in  the  newspapers  (reporters  have  vivid  imaginations;,  but 
I still  -ton' t like  it.  Never  believe  anything  you  read  until 
you  have  the  straight  story  from  Eill  or  me.  nhe  good  part 
about  this  particular  item  was  that  a very  fine  actress, 

Patricia  Neal,  a star  in  her  own  right,  has  consented  to  play 
the  part  of  your  mother  which,  in  theatrical  parlance  is  a 
supporting  role.  I know  nothing  about  her  first-hand,  but  will 
ask  Nancy  — she  and  Kit,  between  them,  know  everybody  in  the 
world  of  the  theater. 

Eill's  script  is  beautiful--the  story  has  never 
been  more  movingly  told — but  there  are  minor  revisions  that  must 
be  made  before  the  script  is  even  ready  to  be  transcribed  for  you. 
For  instance  (Bill  has  already  changed  this),  the  dear  man 
doesn't  know  the  difference  between  a mule  and  a jackass. 

Reminds  me  of  Keith.  Once,  to  my  deep  embarrassment,  he 
pointed  to  an  animal  in  our  pasture  and  before  a local  farmer 
called  it  a bull-cow[  A bull  is  a bull  and  a cow  is  a cow 
and  I started  to  say  never  the  twain  shall  meet,  but  they  do 
meet  and  the  result  is  a calf,  heifer  or  bull--never  a bull- 
heifer.  Sometimes  I wonder  how  ignorant  men  can  get.  We  country 
women  know  better. 

I don' t know  if  you  will  even  want  to  read 
the  script.  Or,  if  you  do,  whether  you  want  the  second,  third, 
tenth,  or  umpteenth  revision  of  it.  But  say  the  word  and  it 


will  be  done.  I will  send  it  to  irginia  Scharoff  and  (delectable 
thought)  Fred  Coe  (he  is  the  producer)  will  pay  for  it. 

I pause  here  to  thank  God  that  I am  not  a celebrity.  Your 
position  is  not  unique.  Dr.  Bell's  family  and  Mrs,  Roosevelt 
Max  and  others  have  been  in  it  before  you.  An  imaginative 
transcript  of  what  actually  happened  is  different  from  reality 
but  often  more  true  than  reality  itself.  I think  this  is  *khe 
the  case  with  Bill's  script;  nothing  that  happens  could  not 
have  happened  and  the  way  he  makes  everything  come  about 
makes  the  story  almost  unbearably  lovely — I wish  I could  think 
of  another  word  besides  lovely  but  I can't. 

I don't  know  what  Dr.  Bell's  family  thought  of  the 
movie  of  his  life,  but  they  gave  their  consent.  Mrs.  Roosevelt 
gave  hers  to  the  beautiful  play  SUNRISE  AT  CAMP0BELL6  about  FDR' s 
struggle  after  he  was  stricken  with  polio.  She  stayed  in  the 
background,  helped  in  every  way  she  could  (so  did  some  of  her 
children)  , but  she  was  not  present  on  the  play's  first  night 
on  Broadway . 

Some  years  ago  a delightful  comedy  was  made  from  stories  by 
Ruth  McKenney . It  was  called  MY  SISTER  EILEEN  (her  sister  was 
an  enchanting  creature,  killed  later  in  an  automobile 

accident ) .Ruth  sat  through  the  performance,  found  it  eerle_ 
which  I think  you  and  I will  find  anything  about  Teacher  on  the 
stage . 

At  this  point  al}  I can  say  is  Commend  me,  I will  do  what  you 
want.  And  in  parenthesis  I will  tell  you  the  tale  of  Keith  s 
ubiquitous  shirt-tail.  My  love  forever,  Ne  -la 


Snowllio  jun^  2,  1959 


Dear  Bill, 


iOte  from  a letter  to  me  from  Ha'  la  rt  lx*?r, 
wife  of  even's  trotter  hilll.s: 

" hnn’-s  for  your  won  erful  letter.  It  Ip  the 
first  we  '■’ad  hoard  of  the  stage  i lay  of  "Th*  -'trade 
Worker"  find  If  It  la  recel-  ed  ss  enthusiastically  .\s 
the  T’  production  It  la  sure  to  be  a tremendous  success. 

We  will  certc-lnly  look  forward  to  coding;  either  to 
Poston  or  Yew  York  wten  It  o.erm.... 

"I  hope  you  will  keep  us  informed  about 
Helen  and  olly--and  ""he  i-lracle  orker." 

It  is  so  good  to  know  that  tr.e  entire  rlelier 
family  is  behind  the  play,  and  so  is  folly's  brother  in 
Scotland,  hilllps  is  not  at  all  well — a bad  heart  about 
which  felon  <tnows  and  a dark  s;ot  on  his  esophagus  which 
Interferes  with  swallowing,  maybe  a tumor,  inee  a small 
malignancy  was  removed  from  his  ear  lobe  about  a year 
ago  there  Is  much  cause  for  worry  and  * elan  has  not  b-  en 
told.  A tragic  item  in  a tragic  story,  for  Helen  lo- es 
ihillips  more  than  any  other  member  of  her  family,  . erha;  s 
more  than  anyone  else  in  the  world. 

For  obvious  reasons  I am  not  sending  a copy 
of  this  letter  to  headquarters. 

Looks  as  If  I 3hall  be  In  Garden  City  the 
last  week  In  June.  Keith  has  to  go  down  for  a meeting 
on  the  25th  and  I shall  probably  tag  along. 

Ever  yours — and  Margaret's, 

H 


June  4,  1959 


^ <3^  vK+***~  — rf*  U-*-t QjL. 

fr-vt  1^4-x+JcJL  kw-AA<|  t^M-^3  fi-u^C  — 


r*- 


Darling  Helen, 

It  had  not  occurred  to  me  when  I wrote 
you  the  other  day  about  the  picture  book  from  the 
Documentary  film  that  you  might  object  to  it,  but  since 
you  do  object  that  settles  it.  I hope  you  have  other 
reasons  besides  your  own  modesty  and  your  vast  disinterest 
in  yourself.  I still  think  it  would  make  an  attractive 
and  useful  book  and  might  preempt  the  field  against  one 
over  which  we  had  no  control.  I have  tried  without  success 
to  get  Nancy  on  the  telephone,  but  I do  not  have  to  talk 
with  her  to  know  that,  like  me,  she  wants  what  you  want, 
whatever  that  may  be. 

Robert's  Bhxx  son  Buzz  is  to  be  married  in 
Carmel,  Calif,  on  the  27th  of  this  month  and  I hope  the 
date  he  has  chosen  will  prove  to  be  a good  omen.  Everybody 
who  has  met  the  girl  likes  her  very  much,  but  Robert  is  not 
altogether  happy  because  Buzz  is  so  young,  is  still  doing 
his  Army  service,  and  has  not  yet  decided  upon  his  future 
career.  "He  did  not  consult  me,"  Robert  added  in  his  letter 
telling  me  about  it  and  I had  to  laugh  and  remind  him  that 
he  did  not  consult  his  father  either  when  he  decided  to 
marry  Bobsy . 

I'll  write  you  a non-bufciness  letter  in 
a few  days,  but  we  are  going  down  the  hill  in  a few  minutes 
for  groceries,  etc.  and  I want  to  get  this  off  as  soon  as  I 
can.  Our  weather  is  lovely --yours  must  be  too. 

Our  love  always  and  always, 


Nella 


Snowvllle,  June  6,  1959 


Darling  Helen, 

Evelyn  sent  me  that  book  about  you  that 
came  from  Rebecca  Mack- -CONQUEROR  OF  DARKNESS,  THE  STORY 
OF  HELEN  KELLER  by  Phyllis  Garllck  (What  a name!)  published 
In  England  by  Lutterworth,  a name  unfamiliar  to  me.  The 
book  Is  reasonably  accurate  (though  Polly's  name  is  always 
spelled  Thompson),  but  it  is  flat  and  commonplace,  totally 
without  distinction.  It  is  written  for  children  and  I don't 
know  if  it  will  be  brought  out  in  this  country.  We  couldn't 
do  anything  about  it  anyway  and  if  it  does  come  out  over 
here  I think  it  will  fall  as  flat  on  its  face  as  the  Tibbie 
book  did.  Miss  Garllck' s research  apprently  consisted  of 
reading  THE  STORY  OF  MY  LIFE  and  MIDSTREAM.  There  are  three 
more  books  about  you  in  the  works,  one  by  Mrs.  Roosevelt's 
friend  Lorena  Hickok,  one  by  Helen  Waite,  one  by  Catherine 
Peare.  I will  get  them  as  they  come.  The  Catherine  Peare 
book  will  probably  be  the  best  of  the  lot.  She  did  careful 
research  and  3ent  me  the  manuscript  for  correction.  Peter 
Salmon  liked  it  and  has  written  an  introduction.  I believe  it 
is  due  in  the  fall. 

Now  for  Keith's  shirt  tail.  Last  year  a 
pair  of  cedar  waxwings  made  a nest  in  one  of  our  big  maple 
trees  by  the  road.  The  cedar  waxwing  is  smaller  than  a 

robin,  a very  sleek,  trim  brown  bird  with  spots  of  red 

and  yellow  on  the  wings  and  tall  that  look  like  drops  of 
wax.  The  birds  have  no  song,  only  a well-bred  lisp--in  fact, 
if  there  were  a Union  League  Club  in  the  world  of  birds  they 

would  be  members.  We  saw  one  of  them  tugging  at  a piece  of 


white  string  tied  to  a wire.  Not  having  any  string  handy  I 
tore  into  strips  a white  shirt  tail  of  Keith's  that  I was 
using  for  a rag.  The  waxwlngs  were  so  eager  for  it  that  they 
practically  took;  the  strips  from  our  hands--we  stood  within  two 
feet  of  them.  The  strips  were  longer  than  they  should  have 
been  and  the  nest  when  finished  was  a most  remarkable  affair, 
made  almost  entirely  of  rags,  with  streamers  a foot  long 
hanging  down.  It  became  one  of  the  sights  of  the  neighborhood, 
but  it  was  securely  fastened  together  and  the  birds  raised  a 
happy  family.  The  nest  was  too  high  up  for  us  to  get  at  it, 
or  I would  have  sent  it  to  you.  It  came  down  in  one  of  the 
winter  storms  and  the  strips  were  scattered  all  over  the  yard 
and  fields.  I began  picking  them  up,  but  stopped  when  I saw 
that  a robin  was  doing  the  same  thing. 

The  robin's  nest  is  a clumsy,  awkward  affair,  made  of 
sticks  and  straw  and  rags  (when  available)  and  a lot  of  mud. 

If  a heavy  rain  comes  the  mud  is  likely  to  dissolve  and  the 
nest  comes  down.  This  one  did,  dropping  three  little  birds  on 
the  ground--tiny  gray  blobs  covered  with  down.  Two  were  killed 
but  the  third  survived.  The  parents  made  a hollow  near  the 
base  of  a stone,  brooded  the  baby  at  night  and  fed  it  during 
the  day.  Every  morning  before  brdakfast  I went  out  to  see  how 
it  was  getting  along--last  time  I saw  it  it  was  a fine 
fledgeling  with  useful  wings  and  a nice  little  tail  and  I 

knew  it  would  be  all  right. 

So  then  I picked  up  the  nest  and  laid  it  upside 
down  on  one  of  the  flower  beds,  intending  to  take  the  rags 
out  and  dig  the  rest  of  it  in  to  make  humus,  ins*  Imagine 
my  surprise  when  I saw  that  the  cedar  waxwlngs  were  back 
and  tugging  away  at  the  nest  to  get  the  rags  for  ohelr  new 


home!  Not  only  that  but  a robin  from  across  the  road,  rival 
to  the  one  I spoke  of  first,  decided  that  the  old  nest  was  a 
bonanza  and  began  picking  rags  and  straw  out  of  it  and  a 
chipping  sparrow  (a  very  small  bird)  helped  himself  to  the 
ravelllngs.  Altogether  the  birds  kuuu&  cannibalized  the  old 
nest,  as  they  say  when  a new  piece  of  machinery  is  made  from 
old  machines  that  are  ready  for  the  scrap  heap.  A very  useful 
shirt  tail  that  one  turned  out  to  be — and  we  are  wondering 
what  birds  will  make  parts  of  it  into  their  homes  next 
year. 

We  went  fishing  yesterday  afternoon  and  brought 
home  a nice  mess  of  perch.  I wish  you  and  Polly  could  be  here 
to  help  us  eat  them.  Some  day  I hope. 

Meantime  with  love  and  love,  Nella 


Snowville,  New  Hampshire 
J une  6 , 19  59 


Dear  Rebecca, 


Evelyn  Seide  sent  me  that  little  book 
about  Helen  CONQUEROR  OF  DARKNESS  by  Phyllis  Garlick. 

I had  know/} of  three  books  about  Helen  that  are  soon 
to  appear,  one  by  Lorena  Hickok,  a friend  of  Mrs. 
Roosevelt,  one  by  a Helen  Waite,  and  one  by  Catherine 
Feare.  Now  that  Helen's  early  books  are  in  the  public- 
domain  there  has  begun  a perfect  rash  of  books  about 
her — most  ml  of  them  very  commonplace.  So  I found 
CONQUEROR  OF  DARKNESS,  but  it  is  Important  to  get  them 
all  for  the  file  and  I am  returning  this  one  to  Evelyn 
this  morning.  You  must  have  an  excellent  Intelligence 
system  at  work  for  you — and  what  a lot  you  have  done 
for  Helen  over  these  many,  many  years'. 

I don't  know  if  you  have  read  anything 
about  THE  MIRACLE  WORKER,  a play  by  William  Gibson 
which  is  to  open  on  E roadway  in  October.  It  was 
first  presented  on  TV  where  it  was  a smashing  success; 
it  has  been  rewritten  for  the  stage  and  since  he  has 
nearly  twice  as  much  time  here  than  on  TV  Bill  has 
made  the  new  script  much  deeper  and  much  more  beautiful 
even  than  it  was  in  the  first  place.  The  Miracle  Worker 
is  of  course  Teacher,  the  story  begins  on  the  eve  of 
her  departure  from  Perkins  and  ends  with  that  almost 
unbearably  moving  scene  at  the  pump.  Annie  Bancroft, 
star  of  Bill's  play  TWO  FOR  THE  SEESAW  will  play  the 
part  of  Teacher  and  Fatricia  Neal,  a very  fine  actress 
will  co-star  in  the  part  of  Mrs.  Keller.  Fred  Coe  is 
producer,  Arthur  lenn  is  director  and  we  all  hope  th-~t 
the  play  will  be  a resounding  success.  We  know  it 
will  be  distinguished. 

The  news  from  Arcan  Ridge  is  not  good, 
but  not  altogether  bad.  Polly  goes  up  and  down,  but 
the  general  trend  Is  down.  Helen  reminds  serene  and 
magnificent,  tender  and  devoted,  and  best  of  all,  she 
is  alert  and  Interested.  The  nurse  and  the  other 
members  of  the  household  I think  could  not  be  improved 
upon. 

I hope  this  finds  you  feeling  much  better 
than  you  were  last  time  I heard  from  you. 

Affectionately , 


June  3,  1959 


Deer  ienore, 


'■elcome  hornel 

elth  and  I -<re  leaving  for 
rden  City  hursriey  night.  June  13, 
returning  here  on  the  26th.  hot  sure  If 
I sh5.ll  got  to  ; renn  'dldge  sinc  e 1 shall 
not  have  a car  and  in  any  case  there  is  a 
1-  rge  futility  about  going  there  with 
oily  in  her  present  condition,  'the  -^oes 
not  improve  and  even  Helen  h? s come  to 
face  it.  ’hilllpH  is  not  at  all  well 
an'  this  too  adds  to  the  general  sadness. 

It  will  be  good  to  see  you. 
I'll  be  in  touch  with  you  soon  after  we 
g*t  back. 


to  you, 


V;'r  r regards  to  Sidney,  love 


June  10,  1959 


Dear  Mr.  Bray: 


Thank  you  very  much  for  the 
Braille  catalogs  and  the  other  information 
you  sent.  It  will  all  be  most  helpful.  I 
was  particularly  glad  to  learn  that  GREGOR 
MENDEL  by  Harry  Sootln  is  to  be  published 
and  that  there  is  another  book  on  Mendel 
already  available. 

It  is  good  to  be  in  touch  with 
you  and  I shall  take  the  liberty  of  calling 
upon  you  from  time  to  time. 

Very  sincerely  yours, 


Nella  Braddy  Henney 
Attorney  for  Helen  Keller 


Mr.  Robert  S.  Bray,  Chief 
Division  for  the  Blind 
Library  of  Congress 
Washington  25 

D.C. 


June  10,  1959 


Dear  Mias  Herlihy, 


1 am  now  in  direct  contact  with 
the  Library  of  Congress — they  are  sending  me  their 
Braille  catalogs  and  bulletins — and  I will  order 
books  for  Klr.s  teller  myself  so  you  won't  have  to 
bother  with  it.  Put  I will  send  you  a carbon  of 
every  order  so  there  will  be  no  danger  of  duplication. 

A day  or  so  ago  I sent  back  for 
the  files  that  Phyllis  Garlick  book  about  Helen. 

Not  a very  good  book  and  there  are  others  coming. 

Please  tell  'Evelyn  that  I shall 
be  in  Oarden  City  from  June  19  to  June  25.  I'll 
probably  be  in  touch  with  her  before  we  leave 
here,  but  Just  in  case  I am  not... 

All  good  wishes, 


Hiss  Lurana  Herlihy 

American  Foundation  for  the  Blind 

15  vest  16  St. 

New  York  11 
N.Y. 


Snowville , June  10,  1959 


Darling  iielen, 

I have  not  forgotten  that  away  back  when  we 
were  In  Memorial  Hospital  you  expressed  an  Interest  in 
genetics.  The  trouble  has  been  that  the  subject  Is  lx  so 
very  complicated  that  it  is  difficult  to  find  books  and 
articles  simple  enough  for  a layman  to  comprehend,  but  a 
few  weeks  ago  I read  a review  of  GREGOR  MENDEL  by  Harry 
Sootin.  It  sounded  promising  and  so  I ordered  it.  It  is 
a biography  of  the  "Father  of  Genetics,"  designed  especially 
for  High  School  students  and  it  contains  the  clearest 
exposition  of  what  Mendel  accomplished  that  I have  ever 
read.  I wrote  to  the  Library  of  Congress  to  find  out  if 
it  was  likely  to  appear  in  Braille  and  learned  from  Mr. 

Bray,  Chief  of  the  Division  for  the  Blind,  that  it  isi 
I will  have  it  sent  to  you  as  soon  as  it  comes  off  the 
press. 

Meantime  I am  asking  the  Howe  Press  to 
send  you  THROUGH  GATES  OF  SPLENDOR  by  Elisabeth  Eliott. 

Mrs.  Eliott  is  the  widow  of  one  of  the  five  missionaries 
who  were  slain  in  the  Ecuador  Jungle  by  the  Auca  Indians 
in  1956.  You  probably  are  already  familiar  with  the  story, 
but  I think  you  will  like  to  have  it  in  the  words  of  this 
brave  woman. 

Keith  and  I are  leaving  here  on  June  19— 
he  has  to  be  in  New  York  for  a meeting  on  the  25th--and 
returning  as  soon  as  the  meeting  is  over.  We  are  coming  down 


by  train,  which  means  that  we  shall  not  have  a car  In  Garden 
City.  I shall  probably  not  come  up  to  Arcan  Ridge,  but  you  know 
that  I am  always  there.  I do  not  write  about  the  great  sadness 
that  stays  with  us — you  know  what  I would  say.  I sometimes 
long  for  the  strength  of  Samson,  the  wisdom  of  Solomon,  and 
the  healing  powers  of  Aesculapius,  but  since  you  have  more 
of  these  qualities  than  anyone  else  I know  I have  to  make  do 
with  that. 

I have  run  into  a great  piece  of  luck.  I have 
found  an  osteopath  In  Fryeburgh,  Maine,  about  eight  miles  from 
here,  who  has  discovered  the  basic  reason  for  the  difficulty 
that  I have  had  with  my  feet  since  last  Sept.  My  pelvis  has 
rocked  forward  on  the  hip  joints  and  he  is  getting  it  back 
in  place.  I can't  tell  you  the  relief  of  it.  He  has  gone  to 
Missouri  on  family  business  and  the  treatments  will  not  begin 
again  until  early  in  July.  I am  already  much  more  comfortable 
and  expect  to  have  firm  underpinnings  once  more  after  a few 
more  treatments.  I don't  need  to  tell  you  what  it  is  like  to 
walk  around  on  treacherous  feet. 

Off  to  Conway  in  a little  while  for  groceries. 
Weather  isiixx  pleasant  and  I hope  yours  is  too. 


Love,  love,  love,  Nella 


June  10,  1959 


Dear  Sirs: 


Will  you  please  send  a Braille  co.y 
of  THROUGH  GATES  OF  -PLENDOR  by  Elisabeth 
Eliott  to 

Miss  Helen  Keller 
Arcan  Ridge 
Westport 
Connecticut 

I was  very  glad  to  see  that  this 
remarkable  book  Is  available  to  the  blind 
In  this  form. 

Sincerely  yours, 


(Mrs.)  Nella  Bra °dy  Henney 
Attorney  for  Helen  Keller 


Editors 
Howe  Press 

Ferkins  School  for  the  Blind 

Watertown 

Mass. 


June  1?,  195:9 


Peor  Jlr.  ^elnstoln: 


::los  He  on  Keller  rac  aalted 
lo  reply  to  your  letter  of  Junt  1.  ^ think 
there  will  robebly  be  no  objection  to  your 
quoting  ^rorc  the  raterials  you  indicate,  but 
I ohould  like  to  see  ycur  article  before  I 
gi,-e  rer  .iRf’ion  for  you  to  do  so. 

Vith  all  good  wlehas,  I aa 

'lncerely  youra, 


K.re . Nella  I ruddy  henney 
Attorney  for  «elen  seller 


Kr.  Herbert  reinst#ln 
Department  o f 3pe  ch 
Unlv >relty  of  Californio 
Berkeley  4 
California 


June  1?,  1959 


A 


Tear  Is?  T egawa: 

Fecauce  of  lllnesr  in  her  household 
'-.las  Helen  Keller  hne  asked  me  to  rej  jy  to  your 
letter  of  r-.y  1*5.  The  foreign  rig'its  to  . Ire  ; aller'H 
hooks  are  handled  by  her  publishers!  rouhleday  Co., 
c75  Madison  Av© . , New  York  22,  ex  Tori'.,  ur,A.  It  is 
to  them  that  you  shoult  make  a;p  lication  for  permission 
to  tr:  ..-•I  t:’.  Iso  Sullivan  never  ’.-.’rote  .ry  books. 

A is-  Teller's  most  import1,  nt  book 
about  herself  la  of  course  7HY  STORY  c*5  Y i.I  ?.  which 
you  mention,  her  most  important  took  about  her 
fcilosophy  is  a small  volume  called  • H • : OFYNr  *X)f 
which  ■ ub It shad  by  Doubleday  k Go*  in  1957 • 

■<1bp  'eller  has  long  been  interested 
in  parapsychology,  but  ao  far  ns  I knew  has  never 
reac  sd  any  final  conclusions  about  it. 

I hope  your  health  Is  improving. 

And,  with  all  good  wishes,  I am 

incerely  yours, 


Mrs.  :.  11  ra  dy 

Attorney  or  Helen  Teller 


Miss  A ike  Aegawa 
i Sakuramaehi  Hospital 
ogf-.nei-shi 
Tokyo 
J ©pan 


June  13#  1359 


Pear  Kiss  : aiaer: 


Because  of  Illness  In  her 
household  1 a 3 h«lsn  Keller  haa  as*sc!  me  to 
reply  t<  your  letter  of  sy  Pr . If  y u will 
rand  chop  tor  'IX  In  'Is?  Cellar's  book 
y.l'^T  RF  \l  (which  Is  now  out  of  print,  but 
available  In  libraries)  you  will  fin’  an 
excellent  dlrcu«slor.  of  her  r:'.  ort  te  hooka 
and  authors. 


I an  3orry  for  the  delay  In 
answering  your  letter,  but  It  was  unavoidable. 

’<  1th  all  good  wishes,  I a:n 

Sincerely  you re. 


Mrs.  Xella  Braddy  Kenney 
^ttornry  ^or  Helen  voller 


Kiev  n^lla  alrer,  Secretary 
National  Library  Week  Comralfte'e 
The  Briton  High  Bchool 
Reservoir  .-ve.  * 195  8t« 

New  York  83,  N.Y. 


3 ■:>  ) 


June  1 , 1959 


^•ofi  r 4*liss  herllhy, 


s -*■  not.  receive 

IN  TNrTl  arCvPy  °f  C-vnthia  Bowles’  ay  H r'AE 
IN  11. I l ive  nevor  seen  th  > bool  rrivself' 
Sut  on  the  strength  of  the  retie-.-  nf  it  “ ’ 

t-e  Br-llle  Lf,a?8d  you  *°  order  , oo.v'of 
- - r ■ 11-3  edition  on  Dec.  9,  ly.-R  r 

u*fla  Mias  its  Her  must  have  liked  it  ■-  i 

vaala  •"*»  >»  * J2  oT 


All  good  wishes. 


aneCer  wnHorS? lette™  to 

or  not  they  heve^ean^  ^ ° WnSth«r 

Miss  Keller.  transcribed  for 


June  14 , 1959 


tear  Evelyn, 


'ir.ls  shouldn't  have  been  made  out  to 
me,  but  it  was.  Anyway,  hero  It  in.  I have  endorsed 


it. 


long. 


I'll  call  you  from  Carden  City  before 


.ff ect lonately , 


Junp  15, 


1959 


’V?:1.  r Miss  : ac.  -?o ~ : 


Thank  you  very  much 
for  the  information  about  "H'-'O  C'K  G.; 

0"  "f  L \70  'i.  I am  writing  this  morning  * o 
the  New  York  : ublic  Lifcr-  ry  to  see  if 
they  hare  a copy  that  t:  ey  can  send  to 
Piss  Keller. 

Sincerely  yours, 


t.ella  Braddy  Henney 
/.t'orney  for  helen  Keller 


iss  Jessie  R.  MacLeod 
Hove  Press 
hater town  72 
rtass . 


June  15,  1959 


De  a r .3 1 r 9 r 


■ill  you  please  send  a Braille  copy 
of  THROUGH  GATES  OF  3PLZND0R  by  Elizabeth 
Eliott  to 


Miss  Helen  Keller 
Arcnn  Rl^ge 
Westport 
Connec  t leut 

If  you  are  unable  lo  supply  the  book 
will  you  please  let  me  know  on  tr.e  Inclosed 
postal  card  where  1 cen  get  It. 


Very  sincerely  yours, 


.•'r  . Kolia  Brandy  Henney 
Attorney  for  Helen  iirller 


Ihe  Library  for  the  Blind 
I he  New  York  Public  Library 
166  Avenue  of  the  Americas 
New  York  13 
N.Y. 


Juno  15,  19  59 


near  ill, 


I think  the  11*  tie  brn'uattrs 
fire  going  4 o he  the  nuts  as  soon  ns  I pet 
some  thicker  cardboard,  P.any  4 hanks. 

I wonder  If  your  friend  is  miller 
with  the  Art  Seminars  of  th-  ifletroro  Li  t an 
Museun  of  rt — text  by  John  Canaday . With  each 
eminar  the  subscriber  pets  144  loose  color 
reproductions  9 3/3  x 12  3/3,  many  of  v.r  ieh 
he  wishes  to  hang  up  where  he  can  look  • t 
them.  The  second  "eminar  Is  nearly  randy — 144 
more  pictures — - 1 hing  hi  on 

fantastically  successful,  I forget  hov  many 
million  dollars'  vorr.h.  Ancl  1 imagine  the t 
most  people,  like  me,  will  not  to  want  to 
mutilate  ti:  ; pictures  with  thumb  tacks,  he 
cor  is  too  long  for  ihom  (ecsily  remedied) 
and  the  cardboard  behind  th^m  must  be  quite 
thick  to  hold  them  when  the  wind  sweeps  hrough 
the  >,ooin. 

1 am  not  sure  that  I gave  you 
the  revised  dates  for  our  trip  to  N.v. 

Leave  here  Thurs,  June  13,  return  the  ne 
"hurs.  June  25. 


At  your  service. 


Snowville,  June  17,  1959 


Darling  Helen, 

When  a rift  came  in  the  clouds  this  morning 
we  saw  that  the  high  mountains  in  front  of  us  are  white 
with  snow!  On  the  summit  of  Mt.  Washington  it  is  six  Inches 
deep,  an  all-time  record  for  June,  and  there  will  be  more,  for 
the  storm  which  began  five  days  ago  is  not  yet  over.  The 
weather  on  top  of  Mt.  Washington  is  notoriously  bad,  winter 
and  summer,  worse  than  in  the  Antarctic,  and  a lot  of  research 
is  going  on  up  there,  especially  by  the  Air  Force.  It  gives 
them  a place  at  home  where  they  can  test  shelter  and  clothing 
for  men  and  performance  of  planes  in  all  sorts  of  adverse 
conditions.  The  Government  also  has  a Meteorological  station 
up  there  and  the  information  that  is  gathered  is  correlated 
with  reports  from  weather  stations  all  over  the  world.  We  have 
had  no  snow  down  here.  Just  cold  rain  and  drizzle,  with  the 
temperatures  in  the  forties  as  against  snow  and  temperatures  in 
the  low  twenties  on  the  mountain. 

We  have  seen  the  coon  twice  again.  Once  he 
was  so  wet  and  bedraggled  and  his  fur  sticking  so  close  that 
his  normally  round  little  face  was  as  sharp  as  an  ant-eaters, 
but  at  dusk  yesterday  he  was  still  fluffy — had  apparently  Just 
emerged  from  his  hollow — but  it  was  raining  and  I imagine  that 
he  was  a very  forlorn-looking  creature  when  he  turned  his  feet 
towards  home.  He  cleans  up  all  the  bread  crumbs  that  the  birds 
and  chipmunks  leave  and  then  wanders  off  into  the  woods  to 
find  something  else  to  eat. 

I have  Just  finished  a very  interesting  article 
on  the  mystery  of  bird  migration.  The  ornithologists  after 


careful  experimentation  now  believe  that  they  use  celestial 

navigation,  guiding  themselves  by  the  stars  at  night,  the  sun 

during  the  day.  Sometimes  during  the  migration  season  hundreds 

of  dead  birds  are  found  around  lighthouses  and  other  beacons. 

and  days 

This  seems  to  happen  on  cloudy  nights/when  the  birds  lose 
their  bearings,  become  confused  and  fly  head  on  into  whatever 
light  appears  before  them.  Human  navigators  guiding  themselves 
by  sun  and  stars  are  subject  to  the  same  confusion  and  sometimes 
get  far  off  their  appointed  course.  So  the  birds,  excellent  as 
they  are,  are  no  better  than  we  are.  Maybe  we  should  take  comfort 
from  that. 

And  speaking  of  comfort,  I wish  some  could  be 
found  for  Rebecca  Mack.  I had  one  of  her  long,  dreary,  despairing 
letters  the  other  day,  the  same  kind  that  she  has  always  written, 
only  worse.  She  does  not  seem  to  realize  that  she  must  dig  into 
herself  for  strength,  at  the  same  time  trusting  to  the  Power 
that  is  always  ready  to  help.  I don't  believe  that  there  is  any 
way  to  get  this  idea  or  any  idea  remotely  like  it  across  to  her. 
She  does  suffer  I know.  She  is  a terrible  burden  to  herself  and 
to  everyone  else.  I wrote  to  her,  but  I know  it  will  not  do  any 
good. 

I noticed  in  the  Times  Book  Review  that  a book 

by  Van  Wyck  is  soon  to  appear:  Howells:  His  Life  and  World  and 

one  by  Robert  Duffus,  title  not  given,  but  it  is  a continuation 
the 

of  fclx  reminiscences  which  he  began  in  Wllllamstown  Branch. 

And  Reggie  Allen' s wife  who  writes  under  her  maiden  name  Helen 

Howe  is  to  have  a novel  in  the  fall,  appropriately  enough 

entitled  The  Fires  of  Autumn. 

We  are  off  to  Conway  in  a few  minutes  to  get  some 

money  to  take  us  to  New  York.  I'll  call  Polly  after  we  get  to 
Garden  City.  Remember  that  I am  always  on  call  if  you  want  me. 

J Love  forever,  Nella 


^5 


111  fifth  St.,  Garden  City,  Hew  York 
June  19,  1959 


Dear  'r.  Bowen: 


Because  of  Illness  In  her  family 
Mias  Helen  Keller  has  asked  me  to  reply  to  your 
letter  of  June  6. 

Miss  Keller  does  nave  an  Idea  of 
color.  She  has  built  it  up  through  association 
with  other  things.  For  instance,  pink  to  her  is 
"like  a baby's  cheek  or  a soft  Southern  breeze." 
Gray  is  "like  a soft  shawl  around  the  shoulders." 
Yellow  is  "like  the  sun,"  and  warmth  makes  ner 
think  of  red,  ju3t  as  coolness  makes  her  think  of 
green.  These  concepts  are  very  real  to  her,  but 
of  course  they  are  not  visual,  they  are  ideas. 

Thank  you  for  writing. 

Very  sincerely  yours, 


Mrs.  Holla  Braday  Henney 
Attorney  for  Helen  Keller 


Mr.  iSverett  A.  80f»n 

Middloboro 

Massachusetts 


Ill  Fifth  St.,  Oftrdia  City,  Hs w fork 
June  2ij , 1959 


Tour  ’r . 'arks: 


I am  inclosing  the  information  concerning 
Muriel  ' olf son’s  program  on  Holen  Kollor  und  Anne 
Sullivan.  The  thing  seems  30  perfectly  awful  that  I 
)•  it  i s also  illegal.  At  any  rate  I am  turning  it 
over  to  you  with  many  thanks  and  all  good  wishes. 

Very  sincerely, 


Mrs.  Keith  Hanney 


Mr.  Joe  Marks 
Doublet  ay  •:  Co. 
575  Madison  Ave. 
Now  York  22 
New  York 


cc : 


Mr.  M.R.  Barnett 


I 


111  Fifth  St.,  Garden  City,  C 3W  York 
June  2^,  1959 


Dear  Mr.  Noyes: 


There  was  one  point  that  I did  not  bring 
up  yesterday:  V hen  Helen  and  I were  in  Memorial  Hospital 
she  asked  me  to  make  selections  to  be  Brailled  for  her 
and  X have  been  icing  it  over  since.  She  is  particularly 
intorestod  in  the  life  sciences  and  I have  kept  special 
watch  for  articles  in  this  field,  but  I have  also  made 
abstracts  of  some  recent  books  that  I knew  would  appeal  to 
her.  For  instance,  I copied  out  about  15  pages  from 
DR.  H4IVAG0,  mainly  philosop  y because  I knew  that  she  does 
not  cars  for  fiction.  The  latest  book  I did  for  her  was 
AN  INTRODUCTION  TO  HAIKU  which  deals  with  those  charming 
little  Japanese  poems  tnut  ah*  loves  so  much.  And  thore  have 
been  others.  I abstract  the  books  for  two  reasons:  to  save 
Helen's  fingers  by  cutting  out  the  underbrush  that  I think 
3ho  will  not  want,  and  to  save  money  in  transcription,  low 
the  reason  I am  tolling  you  this  i3  that  I have  allowed  all 
this  material  to  go  on  Helen's  bill  except  when  I pay  for 
something  for  her  birthday  or  Christmas.  I pay  for  my  own 
letters  and  I write  to  Helen  at  l.?ast  once  a week  and  some- 
times oftener.  Mrs.  Seide  tells  me  that  the  bills  for 
transcription  are  no  larger  than  they  were  before  Polly's 
illness,  but  with  the  rivers  of  money  that  % have  to  flow 
through  that  house  to  keep  it  going  I feel  a little 
uncomfortable  in  aoding  anything  at  all  to  the  expenses. 

My  own  expenses  in  connection  with  Helen  run  to  several 
hundred  dollars  a year  (which  I am  only  too  haopy  to  pay) 
and  I could  not  easily  assume  to  costs  for  all  the  articles 
and  abstracts  that  I send  to  be  Brailled,  but  I could  very 
easily  raise  a fund  for  it.  Would  you  like  me  to? 

The  young  lady  whose  name  I mentioned 
yesterday  as  an  editor  for  lelen's  books  is  Miss  Barbara 
H.llis  who  can  be  reached  through  Doubleday  (t  Co,  In 
gathering  up  the  material  for  Til.:,  OP.N  DOOR  she  became 
thoroughly  familiar  with  Helen's  vocabulary  and  way  of 
thinking.  She  is  an  ace  In  trie  hole,  boubleday  has  been 
Helen' 3 publisher  for  more  than  fifty  years:  her  primary 
contact  there  is  w Lth  the  chie  editor.  Hen  McCormick. 

Tricky  points  about  dramatic  rights  and  unauthorized 
presentations  of  Helen' s story  should  be  reared  to  Joe 
Marks,  also  of  Doubejjldays.  ^ 

'rfajor  decisions  in  connection  with  dramatic 
rights  I think  should  bo  reached  in  consultation  with  Ken 
McCormick  and  William  Hibson.  Mr.  Gibson  is  in  Gtockbrldge, 
Mass.,  a fine  sensitive  artist  who  has  Helen's  interests  much 

at  heart. 


I felt  better  after  talking  with  you — I have  really 
been  sick  with  worry  about  tills  whole  thing-- in  fact,  more 
than  once  since  1928  when  Mrs.  Macy  asked  me  to  keep  an  eye 
on  Helen’s  writings,  I have  been  sick  with  worry.  I have 
always  felt  that  if  I made  a wrong  decision  I could  never 
face  myself  afterwards — and  I have  had  to  go  out  on  many 
a shaky  limb.  I don’t  moan  to  bother  you,  but  it  is  good 
to  know  that  I have  someone  I can  turn  to  if  need  be. 


With  many  thanks,  I am 


Sincerely  yours. 


Mr.  Jansen  Noyes 
15  Broad  St. 

New  York 

N.Y. 


P.S.  My  addx'ess  for  the  rest  of  the  summer  wi  11  bo  Snowville, 
New  Hampshire.  Telephone,  through  Conway,  Hickory  7-2287* 


harden  City,  Jun^  25»  1959 


Dearest  Nancy, 


I haven’t  written  because  I haven’t  had 
anythin;-  to  say.  Helen  ha3  not  written  me  a tout  the 
picture  book  and  wnen  hvolyn  asked  her  if  she  has  any- 
thing to  say  to  you  Helen  said  No,  and  so  I let  it 
drop. 

The  one  item  of  good  new3  is  that  Phillips' 
trouble  with  his  throat  was  not  a tumor,  malignant  or 
otnerwiso,  but  a hernial  Very  tricky  operation,  but 
successfully  accomplished.  Helen  was  so  deeply  worried  that 
it  brought  back  the  eczema,  but  this  is  improving.  H still 
very  worried  however. 

The  household  has  begun  to  come  apart  at  the 
3jams.  Mrs,  Campbell,  the  cook,  left  last  Friday  and 
Ev  .lyn  has  not  been  able  to  replace  her--the  summer  poople 
returning  to  their  homes  have  sopped  up  all  the  available 
help.  Jell,  the  nice  Scottish  girl,  said  that  she  felt  life 
was  passing  her  by  and  she  wanted  her  nights  off — 3he  still 
OOMi  during  the  day,  but  Mrs.  Corbully  and  dvelyn  are  left 
holding  the  bag.  Another  nurse  might  be  brought  in,  but  Dr. 

Murdock  wants  to  avoid  this  if  possible  because  it  would 
upset  Polly.  Polly's  condition  has  been  static  for  some 
week's.  The  birthday  will  be  more  or  loss  ignored  and  they 
hope  no  visitors  will  drop  in.  I have  not  been  up  and  shall 
not  go--it  would  have  been  futile  I think  and  possibly  might 
have  added  to  Polly's  unhappiness  (remembrance  of  things  past) 

--it  would  have  been  different  if  I had  seen  any  wuy  to  have 
a Long,  long  talk  with  hn  Helen.  Helen  misses  her  mother 
and  Teacher  more  acutely  than  she  ever  has  before,  but  I 
don’t  know  what  we  can  do  except  to  keep  assuring  her  that 
we  are  standing  by. 

Marvelle  Adams  i3  not  at  all  woll--has  not  been 
for  a long  time  and  Jimmy  rarely  shows  up  at  Arcan  Ridge. 

He  finally  turned  me  over  to  Mr,  Noyes  which  at  least  placed  me 
in  the  hands  of  someone  I can  talk  to.  I called  him  day 
before  yesterday  about  a sticky  little  problem  that  had  come 
up  on  the  West  Coast  in  connection  with  an  unauthorized 
platform  appearance  by  a woman Impersonates  both  dolen  and 
Teacher.  L had  already  talked  wt  th  Joe  Marks  at  Coubleday's 
who  is  the  right  person  to  handle  it,  but  I told  Mr.  N that  I 
wanted  to  do  whatever  ho  and  Mr.  A wanted  me  to  do  but  I 
didn't  know  what  it  was  or  how  much  authority  I had  and  he  told 
me  to  keep  on  doing  exactly  what  I had  been  .0 ing.  I think 
everything  will  be  all  right  on  this  score,  but  I still  want  a 
letter  frem  them.  Mr.  S an,  the  lawyer,  will  be  back  from 

Europe  before  long  and  I hope  to  have  a formal  statement  than. 

'r.  toy  .3  has  twice  assured  mo  that  they  contemplate  no  change, 
but  I'll  be  on  the  griddle  until  I get  that  piece  of  papor. 

ack  to  Snowvillo  tonight,  'uch  love  to  you  and  Kit, 


June  29,  1959 


Dear  Evelyn, 


The  night  we  left  New  York  we  had  dinner 
with  a friend  who  told  us  about  the  U.S.  Employment 
Bureau  which  handles  unemployment  insurance  and 
sometimes  has  go 'd  people  who  are  looking  for  ^oro^stic 
jobs.  In  New  York  the  address  is  444  Madison,  but  I 
think  you  would  have  to  approach  a Connecticut  office. 
There  is  certainly  one  in  Hartford,  probably  one  in 
Westport,  and  no  doubt  you  have  known  about  it  all  the 
time,  but  just  in  case.... 

Mr.  Gibson  asked  me  to  save  all  the  letters 
I had  from  Annie  Bancroft  and  others  connected  with 
TK~  MIRACLE  WORKER  and  also  all  his  letters'  to  Helen. 

But  hc  didn't  ask  me  un*il  he  wrote  his  second  letter 
to  Helen.  Would  it  be  too  much  trouble  to  ask  Miss 
Herlihy  to  send  me  the  first  letter — it  was  written 
either  in  Hay  or  June — and  then  I'll  have  everything 
complete. 


I talked  with  Polly  for  a minute  or 
two  yesterday.  Alas,  as  Helen  would  say. 

We  are  living  in  the  clouds  and 
everybody  is  longing  for  sunshine  which  is  not  likely 
to  come  soon. 


I hope  you  and  Bill  are  able  to  get 
away --please,  please  take  care  of  yourself. 

Affectionately , 


June  30,  1959 


Darling  Helen, 

We  g thought  the  coon  would  disappear  while 
we  were  in  Garden  City  and  no  one  was  at  hand  to  throw  out 
bread  for  her,  but  late  Saturday  afternoon  here  she  came, 
dainty  as  ever,  greedy  as  ever,  and  we  fully  expect  her  to 
bring  her  children  with  her  before  long.  Then  indeed  we’ll 
have  a problem,  for  there  is  a limit  to  the  number  of  coons 
one  can  tolerate.  Even  when  we  do  not  see  her  we  can  tell  the 
next  morning  whether  or  not  she  has  been  here  by  the  potholes 
she  has  dug  on  the  lawn  and  in  the  flower  beds  in  her  search 
for  earthworms  and  grubs.  She  has  uprooted  and  destroyed  some 
of  our  best  plants. 


or  vole.  When  we  first  saw  it  a few  weeks  ago  it  was  not 
much  bigger  than  an  egg  yolk  and  very  cute  with  its  tiny 
shoe-button  eyes.  Now  it  is  an  adult  (can't  tell  whether  it 
is  male  or  female)  and  very  homely--looks  a good  bit  like  a 
rat.  We'd  like  to  get  rid  of  it  but  don't  know  how.  We 
don' t want  to  put  out  a trap  because  we  don' t want  to  catch 
the  chipmunks.  The  meadow  mice  are  small — less  than  half  the 
size  of  a rat  I should  say --but  they  are  very  prolific  and 
destructive.  Females  begin  to  breed  when  they  are  a month  old 
and  have  up  to  13  litters  a year  with  4 to  8 in  a litter! 

Owls  and  hawks  and  foxes  and  fishers  and  many  other  birds  and 
animals  prey  upon  them,  but  there  are  still  so  many  of  them 
that  they  manage  to  destroy  more  than  three  million  tonB  of 
hay  in  the  United  States  alone  every  year!  And  this  does  not 
Include  the  damage  they  do  to  other  crops.  Very  bad  little 


Another  constant  visitor  is  a meadow  mouse 


It  was  raining  when  we  left  here  on  the  18th, 
raining  when  we  got  back  on  the  27th,  and  there  had  been  so 
much  rain  in  between  that  the  strawberry  crops  were  ruined, 
including  our  lovely  wild  strawberries,  but  today  is  clear 
and  Ann  and  Keith  have  gone  fishing.  We'll  have  fish  for 
dinner  if  they  catch  anything,  but  I have  a meat  imxot  loaf 
ready  for  the  oven  if  they  don't. 

I think  you  know  that  Reggie  Allen  is  the 
executive  director  of  the  great  Lincoln  Center  for  the 
Performing  Arts  in  New  York  where  the  new  Metropolitan 
Opera  House,  a new  Hall  for  the  Philharmonic  Symphony 
Orchestra,  and  other  halls  for  entertainments  are  to  be 
constructed.  The  big  argument  is  how  large  should  these 
auditoriums  be.  Naturally  there  are  people  who  want  them 
to  be  simply  gigantic,  but  Reggie  and  others  in  charge  have 
made  careful  studies  of  famous  theaters  and  opera  houses 
and  music  halls  all  over  the  world  and  have  found  that  if 
the  auditoriums  are  too  big  the  acoustics  are  bad  and  the 
performers  are  so  far  from  the  audience  that  the  quality  of 
the  performance  suffers.  Reggie  had  a thoughtful  article 
about  this  in  a recent  issue  of  the  SATURDAY  REVIEW.  He  is 
on  the  side  of  perfection,  which  means  comparatively  small 
theaters,  and  I hope  he  wins. 

You  were  in  my  mind  all  day  on  the  birthday  and  I 
longed  to  be  with  you  and  Polly.  I try  to  keep  iRxmixii  as  a 
touchstone  what  Teacher  wrote  to  you  years  ago:  "Helen,  you 
must  not  worry  about  the  future."  I hope  you  don't,  at  least 
not  too  much,  but  I do.  But  even  when  I worry  I still  feel 
that  in  God's  good  time  everything  will  somehow  come  out 
all  right.  My  love  is  there  with  you  always,  Nella 


r.nowvllle,  July  2 , 1959 


Dearest  tfancy, 

I finally  got  my  piece  of  paper  yesterday  In 
the  shar3  of  a very  nice  letter  from  Mr.  Noyes,  'ulllvan 
and  Cromwell  have  examined  the  documents  and  my  Fower  of 
Attorney  Is  valid.  I ‘hlnk  "r.  UlMlfl  taMW  when  he 

turned  me  over  to  Mr.  Noyes — regardles  of  ar  file’s 
illness  or  anything  else  I think  he  would  not  have  denied 
himself  the  leasure  of  tightening  the  screws  if  he  hod 
seen  a way  to  do  It. 

Pill  Is  keeping  Helen  abreast  of  the  progress 
of  events  connected  with  TH"r  MIRACLE  ’ CPKEP.  Hlr  letters 
come  to  af*»r  they  have  been  transcribed  for  her— ^nd  Isn't 
this  s h?  y little  circumstance?  Helen  knows  what's  going 
on  before  anyone  elpe  outside  the  staff  knows  It.  I thought 
you  and  Fit  might  be  Interested  In  the  cast  and  If  you  hove 
any  comments  I'd  like  to  have  them  t.o  pass  on  to  Helen: 

eacher  Annie  Bancroft 

Helen  Patty  Puke 

Capt.  Kellpr  rrorrln  ^hatcher  (""hey  wanted 
Burl  Ives,  but  he  has  become  so  successful  that  his  agent, 
laughed  at  the  amount  they  could  o^fer.) 

James  Keller  James  Congdon  (I  heard  him  read  for 
the  part  and  liked  him.) 

\ lney , the  Negro  cook,  will  be  played  by  one  of 
the  understudies  In  A AX 8X9  18  THE  BUR 

Mr.  Anegnoe  Albert  Faulsen 

Mrs.  Keller  will  be  played  by  atrlcla  Neal 
end  Fred  and  Arthur  and  Bill  all  think  this  a particular 
stroke  of  good  fortune. 

Rehearsals  will  begin  on  Aug.  17. 

I hope  you  are  all  having  a pleasant  summer, 
not  quite  as  wet  **  ours. 


Love  always, 

M 6^ 


July  2,  1959 


oar  .r.  oyes- 


Your  letter  was  very  welcome  and  I 

shall  b~  hap  y to  cooper  te  with  the  trustees  In 
every  way  I can. 


"he  -J500  co’ ers  all  the  Brallllng 
that  has  been  one  for  Helen  during  the  period  for  which 
Mrs.  : aide  rave  you  the  figure-letters,  Foundation 
reports  and  other  documents,  as  well  as  what  I have 
ordered,  y guess  is  that  I am  responsible  for  leas 
than  half  of  it.  I know  it  Is  difficult  to  set  a 
definite  sum  for  any  given  year,  it  depends  so  much 
upon  what.  comes  up  and  what  Helen  wants. 

I think  it  will  please  you  to  know 
that  Helen  1 ° getting  he*"  Information  about  the 
progress  of  1 F M1RACLF  V'OPKTR  from  r.  Gibson 
himself,  when  I had  a conference  with  him  and  rred 
Coe  and  Arthur  Fenn  early  In  hay  I asked  him  to 
write  Helen  a letter  telling  her  about  his  plans 
and  hopes  for  the  play;  since  then  he  has  kept 
at  It  and  will  do  so  until  the  end  of  the  production. 

i ith  many  thanks,  I am 

Very  sincerely  yours, 


to 


¥ 


tr.  Jansen  Noyes  Jr. 
15  3 road  fit. 

New  York 
N.Y. 


July  2t  1959 


Dear  Virginia, 


Mr.  Qlbson's  letters  to  ^lss  Keller 
should  all  be  sent  to  me  after  they  are  transcribed 
and  I shall  return  them  to  him  after  the  play  Is 
In  full  swing.  He  probably  didn't  make  this  clear 
In  his  first  note  to  you. 

And  hereafter  would  you  mind  putting 
a note  at  the  top  of  the  articles,  etc.  that  1 
have  transcribed  Indicating  how  much  It  cost,  before 
long  a budget  for  Arcan  Ridge  expenses  for  another 
year  mu3t  be  made  and  I'd  like  to  have  an  idea  of 
how  much  should  be  slotted  to  this  field. 

The  inclosed  letter  and  clipping  can 
both  go  on  my  bill. 


All  good  wishes,  always. 


Snowville,  July  2,  1959 


Darling  Helen, 

Mamma  and  Papa  Coon  come  to  the  back  door 
every  evening  and  beg  for  food.  They  seem  perfectly  fearless 
— yesterday  we  stood  within  two  feet  of  them  and  scattered 
bread.  The  female's  breasts  look  as  If  she  is  in  suck  and 
we  are  hoping  that  she  will  bring  the  babies  around  before 
long.  The  parents  eat  so  greedily  that  I would  say  they 
were  hungry  if  they  were  both  not  so  fat  and  healthy -looking . 

The  cast  for  THE  MIRACLE  WORKER  seems  to  me 
excellent.  I believe  that  Torrln  Thatcher  played  opposite 
Kit  in  THAT  LADY.  I saw  him  once  in  a TV  presentation  of 
THE  DOLL'S  HOUSE  and  he  gave  a fine  performance.  The  all- 
Negro  play  of  which  Eill  speaks,  A RAISIN  IN  THE  SUN,  is  one 
that  you  and  Polly  and  I would  have  seen  if  we  had  been  going 
to  the  theater  last  winter.  It  is  the  first  serious  all- 
Negro  play  (author,  actors,  everybody  Negro)  ever  to  reach 
Broadway  and  is  therefore  a milestone.  The  reviews  were 
excellent.  I quote  from  the  summary'  in  The  New  Yorker:  "One 
of  the  finest  contributions  to  the  season,  which  has  da  to  do 
with  the  ups  and  downs  of  a Negro  family  in  Chicago ...  the  play 
has  a buoyant  and  talented  cast  in  which  Sidney  Poitier, 

Claudia  McNeil,  and  Ruby  Dee  figure  conspicuously  and 
rewardlngly . " 

The  fact  that  Bill  is  to  have  an  Off -Broadway 
play  soon  after  THE  MIRACLE  WORKER  sounds  as  if  he  is  cashing  in 
on  his  success,  but  this  is  not  true.  As  a result  of  more  than 
twenty  years  of  hard  work  he  has  on  hand  the  scripts  of  at 
least  four  plays.  I'll  find  out  which  one  this  is,  I rather 


think  It.  1 8 the  one  about  Shakespeare.  Over  the  years  many 
producers  have  taken  an  option  on  it,  but  have  ducked  out  at 
the  last  minute  because  of  production  costs.  There  are  forty 
characters  in  it  and  that  makes  it  almost  prohibitively 
expensive  for  Broadway — we  have  heard  Guthrie  talk  about 
these  expenses  in  connection  with  his  own  plays.  Today 
many  of  the  most  exciting  plays  are  appearing  in  the  small 
theaters  scattered  around  in  odd  corners  off  Eroadway  in  New 
York.  Bill  is  austerely  modest  about  himself  in  his  letters 
to  you — and  indeed  always.  He  is  a perfectionist  and  very 
hard  on  himself. 

Kate  Steichen  who  has  been  Ken  McCormick's  assistant 
for  many  years  is  leaving  Doubleday's  to  look  for  a job  that 
will  give  more  scope  to  her  abilities.  She  is  devoted  to  Ken 
and  he  to  her,  but  she  feels  that  she  has  gone  as  far  as  she 
can  in  that  particular  niche.  She  lives  in  your  Connecticut 
area,  asked  me  to  give  you  and  Polly  her  love  and  to  tell  you 
to  call  upon  her  if  there  is  ever  anything  she  can  do.  Ken  is 
on  vacation  at  the  moment. 

I am  inclosing  a little  piece  from  the  Saturday 
Review,  "Which  Way  is  Heaven?" — I think  you  will  enjoy  it. 

Ann  and  Keith  want  their  love  sent  with  mine  and  here 
Kella 


it  1 8 , 


r,novrv  ill,  cv  » ;\m  »hl  re 

July  2,  1959 


-ear  rill, 


.11  right , don't  ell  me  what  the  Oif-  roadway 
production  ia  to  be  or  sand  me  a script  or  anything— 
let  Mdrgaret  do  it.  I see  that  1 must  extra  olate  your 
letters  to  -elen.  There  are  some  things  that  I car  spy 
better  than  you  ean—as  I have  Just  written  elen  you  are 
too  austerely  modest  with  vo  rself.  In  this  c-ese 

1 told  her  more  about  A HAISIH  IN  ' h SUN  and  explained 
what  Off-Eroadway  meant  and  Included  a few  well-chosen 
remarks  about  you.  xf  you  sometimes  feel  that  your  letters 
arc  felling  into  a void,  don’t  let  It  trouble  you.  relen 
may  not  answer  hem,  but  after  she  has  read  them  herself 
she  reads  them  to  the  household.  The  cast  seems 
excellent  insofar  as  I can  Judge. 

ihillips’  difficulty  was  not  a tumor,  but  a 
hernia  in  the  throat— did  you  ever  hear  of  sue) 
ery  tricky  operation,  but  successful,  and  Helen  la  somewnat 
calmer  than  s a was. 

emember  that  trouble  I fell  into  after  Annie’s 
a pearance  on  the  Jack  j aar  show?  I was  finally  taken  off 
the  rack  yesterday,  here  wa3  a time  when  I hou^h^  you  and 
Fred  and  Arthur  and  I would  tumble  together  into  the  bo  torn 
of  a volcano,  with  the  three  of  you  heaping  anathemas  upon 
me,  but  It  is  ove'  now  and  I can  lay  me  d.ov.n  and  bieede  a 
while  before  I have  to  rise  and  fight  again.  I’ll  ell  you 
bout  it  onf'  of  these  days.  It  was  a long  sweat. 

n : s:  making  of  > nnie,  there  is  one  ae  r t 

I went  through  in  connection  with  -eacber  and  Aelen  that  1 
hope  she  can  avoid.  1 mean  when  the  full  impact  of  it  hits 
her— the  visits  to  ewkeebury  and  erkins  and  Welfare  xsi-and, 
etc.,  along  with  the  deepening  of  ■?  personal  relationship* 
with  the  two  of  them  ’airly  knocked  me  out..  Annie  is  about 
the  age  I was  when  this  ha^ened,  but  x think  her  -eneration 
is  made  o nder  material  than  mine  was.  It  "mentally 

a Joyous  and  triumphant  3tory  and  I hope  nothing  ...akes  her 
lose  sight  of  this.  I-  can  >einamber  still  the  laughter  that 
followed  -eacher  as  she  and  ielen  walked  along  t he  corridors 
at.  Perkins  while  I became  number  and  number  with  misery,  aacher 
finally  left  me  on  the  lawn  with  a deaf-blind  adoleecent  boy 
to  entertain,  at  which  point  I tied  to  become  as  sprightly  as 
til  get- Out*  . iti  r ed  to  write  Annio,  then  decided  to  let  her 
alone.  I think  she  can  tike  it. 


ICver  yours, 


July  3,  1959 


Dear  Lanore, 

A crisis  had  arisen  at  Arcan  Ridge  in 
connection  with  fha  servants  and  I was  waiting  to  see 
how  it  resolved  Itself  before  writing  you.  'I he  cook 
lef t— simp ly  couldn't  stand  it  any  longer  and  no 
wonder — the  housekeeper  said  she  was  no  longer 

billing  to  stay  at  night  — life  was  passing  her  by  — 
but  would  continue  to  work  during  the  day.  Hoth  women 
had  been  there  more  than  a year  and  the  miracle  was  that 
y stayed  so  long.  Wi  9r  people  coming  back 

to  the  area  It  was  most  difficult  to  find  domestic  help 
of  any  sort,  but  Evelyn  Seide  who  Is  an  indefatigable 
little  angel  finally  succeeded  in  getting  a resident 
cook— a very  good  one,  she  says— and  so  - 
forward  again. 

~n  'unday  when  I telephoned  oily  my  sister 
Ann  s oka  o her  for  a minute  and  was  shocked  at  the 
change  since  New  Year's  nay  which  was  the  last  time 
she  had  contact  with  her.  Polly  has  trouble  now  with 
articulation  and  her  voice  sounds  so  terribly  sick. 

On  my  own  account  I have  pulled  through 
a long  struggle  with  one  of  Helen's  trustees  and  feel  • 
like  something  that  has  been  washed  up  on  a rocky  beach. 
Calamity  threatened  for  a while,  but  it  is  over  now. 

It  does  take  it  out  of  one.  I'll  tell  you  about  It  when 
I see  you. 

A few  days  ago  when  our  copy  of  the 
National  Geographic  arrived  we  found  in  it  a new 
map  of  Alaska— and  there  tically  across  the  top 

of  the  world  was  the  big  legend:  Fhlilp  Smith 
Mountains!,  I can't  tell  you  how  proud  we  were. 

I hope  we  shall  see  you  before  long. 
Meantime,  our  love, 


July  1959 


Dearest  Nancy, 


You  will  be  happy  to  know  t ?t, 
Evelyn  the  genius  has  found  a resident  cook 
for  Arcan  Ridge — a very  good  one  she  says — 
and  she  and  her  husband  are  off  to  Cape  Cod 
for  the  week-end  to  celebrate  their  wedding 
anniversary . 


Incidental  Intelligencer  Jimmy 
Adams  and  Jimmy  Hof fa  were  both  born  in 
Brazil,  Indiana.  What  a tpvn--pop.  about 
30001  Don't  go  there  to  have  your  children. 

Love , 


N 


Snowville,  °uly  11,  1959 


Darling  Helen, 

I sent  Nancy  a list  of  the  cast  of  characters 
for  THE  MIRACLE  WORKER  and  she  came  back  with  this:('The 
cast  of  'The  Miracle  Worker'  sounds  splendid  in  every  way. 

I don't  know  Patty  Duke,  (_and  it's  no  wonder  about  this  since 
she  is  the  little  girl  who  is  to  play  you  and  hasn't  had  time 
to  become  knownj  but  am  sure  she  must  be  right  as  all  those 
men  could  never  make  a mistake  casting  the  child  Helen." 

Annie  Bancroft  left  the  cast  of  TWO  FOR  THE 
SEESAW  on  July  1 and  since  then  has  been  visiting  schools 
for  blind,  crippled,  and  otherwise  handicapped  children. 

She  is  becoming  very  proficient  with  the  manual  alphabet 
and  in  August  will  spend  a week  at  a summer  school  for  the 
blind  and  a few  days  at  Perkins.  She  is  really  studying  her 
part,  background  and  all.  One  of  her  strong  reactions  to 
the  visits  she  has  made  thus  far,  and  I quote  from  Bill, 
is  "simple  impatience  with  the  failings  of  the  administrative 
set-up,  institutional  approach  to  the  individual  child,  etc." 
Doesn't  this  sound  like  Teacher — and  you? 

I was  wrong  about  the  off-Broadway  play.  It  is 
not  the  one  about  Shakespeare,  but,  and  again  I quote  Bill, 
"one  called  Dinny  <Se  the  Witches,  a wild  piece  which  I am  very 
fond  of,  an  emotion  I find  I share  with  very  few,  if  the 
Interest  it  has  elicited  among  producers  is  any  index." 

Bill  wrote  the  music  for  it,  as  well  as  the  script.  I don't 
know  if  I have  told  you  that  he  has  composed  music  in  the  past 
and  that  at  one  time  he  made  his  living  playing  the  piano 


2 


--this  was  during  the  long  years  when  he  was  trying  to  establish 
himself  as  a writer.  He  will  send  me  the  script  as  soon  as  he  has 
finished  certain  revisions  and  he  will  not  have  anything  to  do 
with  this  production  until  after  the  opening  of  THE  MIRACLE  WORKER. 
Fred  Coe  and  Arthur  Penn  are  not  concerned  with  Dinny , only  with 
TMW,  which  is  the  big  Item. 

Bill  sent  me  a list  (which  he  asked  me  to  return)  of 
the  various  agreements  that  have  already  been  executed  concerning 
TMW--25  of  them!  They  include  the  one  with  us,  certain  trust 
funds  for  his  mother  and  Margaret's  mother  and  his  two  sons, 

Danny  and  Tommy,  agreements  with  his  agent  and  with  Arthur  and 

Fred  and  heaven  only  knows  what  all  else,  for  they  are  trying  to  cover 

xaax  everything.  And  they  have  not  yet  reached  the  end — this  list 

does  not  Include  contracts  with  the  actors,  the  stage  manager, 

the  supers,  or  any  of  the  other  personnel  connected  with  the 

production.  I find  the  magnitude  of  the  undertaking  simply 

staggering! 

Lenore  called  a few  days  ago.  Constance  and  the 
children  are  with  her  and  I hope  they  will  drive  over  to  see 
us  one  day  soon,  bringing  Lenore' s very  Interesting  friend  Mrs. 

Bertha  Damon  with  them.  My  Bertha  arrives  tomorrow  and  I shall  be 
very  glad  to  turn  the  housekeeping  and  cooking  over  to  her . So 
glad  that  Evelyn  was  able  to  find  a substitute  for  Mrs.  Campbell. 

I hope  she  is  as  good  as  good  can  be.  Love  from  us  all 

to  you  and  Polly,  special  love  from  me  to  you,  Nella 


Dear  Pill, 


I pm  returning — fast — this  appalling  lift 
of  "instrument  a. " It  makes  the  crater  I wee  hanging 
over  seem  ^eeper  than  ever — I always'  knew  that  hoveve 
many  of  us  fell  in  I would  be  on  the  bottom  unless 
Helen  was  pushed  in  and  in  that  case  she  would  have 
been  on  the  bottom.  I am  writing  her  about  the  liet 
and  about  Pinny  and  Annie.  Also  quoting  fr'-m  a 
letter  from  Nancy  to  whom  I sent  the  cast  of  TMW: 

"The  cast  of  ' ^he  Kiracle  Worker'  sounds  splendid 
in  every  way.  I Jon' t know  Ffitty  Duke  but  am  sure 
she  must  be  right  a3  all  those  men  could  never 
make  a mistake  cashing  the  cl  lid  Helen." 

Bertha  0 reives  tomorrow,  wherefore 
rejoicing  on  the  hill — 


Ever  yours, 


COPY 


Snowville,  New  Hampshire 
July  13,  1959 


"ear  ’ ert, 

The  reason  I haven't  written  is  that  there  hr  3 been 
< . - weeks  oily  hss  stayed  at 

about  the  same  level,  no  better,  no  worse,  and  always  so 
unhappy  th  t it  is  heartbreaking. 

\ short  time  ago  there  was  a domestic  crisis.  rhe 
cook  left  -.no  the  housekepper  decided  the  t she  could  no  longer 
stay  at  night.  ,rs.  Cor bally  and  Mrs.  3eide  pitched  in  and  for 
a while  U ' ever:-:  thing.  It  is  lwr.ys  di'plcult  :.o  get  help  in 
the  lonely  countryside,  especially  during  the  summer  when  so 
many  people  move  back  from  the  city,  but  Mr®.  Seide  finally 
managed  it  and  so  things  are  once  more  on  eve n keel,  boo  much 

be  given  to  Mrs*  Seide  and  I re,  Cortoally. 

9 ’-orne  the  major  part  of  the  bur  dor  over  since  lolly's 
illness  began. 

It  was  during  this  period  that  we  had  a fright  about 
len*e  brother,  "he  doctors  at  first  thought  he  ''a 3 a tumor  in 
his  throat,  further  examination  revealed  that  it  was  a hernia. 

A very  delicate  operation  was  successfully  perform’d  and  we 
breathe  freely  again,  Helen  depends  upon  Phillips  so  much  and 
loves  him  so  much  that  it  voul'  be  a major  disaster  'or  her  if 
anything  should  happen  to  him.  She  continues  to  bear  up  wonderfully, 
but  the  long,  siege  is  hard  on  her,  as  indeed  it  is  on  everyone 
concerned.  I think  we  none  of  us  ever  forget  that  it  is  hardest 
of  all  on  Jolly. 

• h°  cast  has  been  chosen  for  THE  MI"ACLE  the 

pipy  about  Helen  and  "eacher,  and  Nancy  Hamilton,  who  knows  the 
people  of  the  theater  says  It  is  "splendid  in  every  way."  Mr. 

Gibson  (the  author)  keeps  Helen  informed  about  the  course  of 
events,  which  means  that  ehe  gets  the  news  before  anyone  else. 

She  is  very  much  interested  in  the  mechanics  oe'  this  vast 
undent  e klnm  and  she  shares  the  excitement  s with  Folly  and  tv  e 
rest  of  the  household.  It  is  a special  grief  to  me  that  oily 
will  not  be  able  to  attend  cany  of  the  rehearsals,  she  has  always 
loved  the  theater  so  much  and  this  would  give  her  (and  Helen  and 
me)  an  opportunity  to  be  back  stage  in  the  moat,  intimate  way. 
Everyone  has  th'5  highest  hopes  for  success,  bu‘  there  can  be 
no  certainty  until  after  the  opening  on  Broadway. 

If  you  heaven1  t heard  from  Mrs.  Corbally  it  is  brca.u^e 
she  simply  hasn't  tin"  to  write,  but  she  would  always  ha  e 

time  to  cable  and  she  always  has  you 'and  Isabel  and  Margaret  in 

mind. 

Ay  sister  Ann  is  here  with  us  now.  3h<=  joins  me 
in  sending  aJ  ectlonate  greetings  to  all  the  f-  lly. 


July  14,  1959 


Dear  Mr.  Gales: 


hie  ie  In  answer  to  a let* er  from 
Miss  Gertrude  lrschner  asking  about  the  possibility 
of  a meeting  between  Kiss  Anne  Bancroft  and  Miss 
Helen  Keller.  I am  sorry  to  have  to  tell  you  that 
because  of  the  serious  illness  of  Miss  oily 
"homson  there  Is  no  chance  of  It  at  the  present 
time.  Any  attempt  at  it.  would  be  most  upsetting 
to  the  household,  especially  to  Miss  homson  who 
has  always  been  a perfectionist  in  such  matters, 
and  would  also  be  most  unsatisfactory  to 
and  everyone  else  concerned.  If  there  should  be 
a change  I shall  be  happy  to  let  you  know,  but 
I feel  that  I must  add  that  I think  this  very 
unlikely . 


incerely  yours, 


(Mrs.  velt.h  Henney ) 


Mr.  ' ony  Geiss 

ARTHUR  CANTOR 

234  ’ est  44  St. 
New  York  36 
New  York 


July  15,  1959 


Dear  Mrs.  Welssman: 


Yes,  please  do  turn  over 
to  Leah  Salisbury  all  the  material  on  the 
Muriel  W'olfson  program  on  Helen  Keller  and 
Anne  Sullivan. 


And  please  note  that  my 
address  is  Snowvllle,  New  Hampshire,  instead 
of  Garden  City.  I expect  to  be  here  until 
some  time  in  November. 

Very  sincerely  yours, 


(Mrs.  Keith  Kenney) 


Mrs.  Joan  S.  Welssman 
Doubleday  & Co.  Inc. 
575  Madison  Ave. 

New  York  22,  N.Y . 


P.S.  My  telephone  here  which  comes  through 
Conway  is  Hickory  7-2287 


Snowville,  New  Hami  e ire 
July  1 , 1 59 


>ar  Bill, 


Vhen  1 was  In  Gar’en  City  a f ew  weeks  ago 
Robert  3e matt  sent  me  a letter  an*  brochure  from  the 
aclflc  Const  Inviting  him  or  a representative  of  the 
AFB  to  attend  a program  by  a Mias  Muriel  Volfson.  n 
the  platform  Miss  Volfson  takes  toe  jart  of  both  Helen 
and  eacher  and  the  "literature”  seemed  to  Indicate 
that  it  was  so  a ful  aa  to  be  grotesque— 'nevertheless, 
glowing  praise  on  the  side. 

I sent  it  to  Joe  Mr  rks  at  ~©ubleday ' s— he  is 
now  on  vacation,  but  yesterday  I had  a letter  from  ;.rs. 
Joan  . els  man,  also  o'  the  ubsldiary  lghf  s ept . 1 
quote: 


"Mr.  Parks  spoke  to  our  lawyers  about  the 
possibility  of  Muriel  volfson* s Infringing  on  Helen 
Keller's  rights  and  the  consensus  of  their  opinion  was  that 
this  would  be  a very  difficult  thing  to  prove,  since 
the  laws  of  the  various  states  where  Miss  Volfson 
{resents  her  program  differ  so  widely. 

"However,  they  did  say  that  Miss  olf son 
might  he  infringing  on  the  rights  to  MIRACLE  C r'K.~R 
and  Mr.  Parks  hAB  therefore  asked  me  to  ask  you  if 
you  would  like  us  to  turn  the  material  over  to  Leah 
Salisbury ." 

"o  this  last  1 am  res  ondlng  ' en , {lease.  Is 
this  right? 


ours, 


Snowville,  July  16,  1959 


Darling  Helen, 

I suppose  you  know  that  there  is  a good  deal 
of  pressure  from  various  directions  to  get  you  to  give  some 
publicity  to  THE  MIRACLE  WORKER — not,  of  course,  from  Bill 
who  understands  perfectly,  but  I think  there  Is  not  a news 
magazine  nor  a newspaper  in  the  country  who  would  not  like 
an  interview.  LIFE  is  planning  to  run  a feature  article 
on  Annie  Bancroft  explaining  how  a serious  young  actress 
goes  about  preparing  for  a role.  All  they  want  is  "an 
hour  of  your  time"  with  a reporter  and  photographers.  I said 
No.  Bill  said  No.  And  I think  Evelyn  had  already  said  No. 
LOOK,  another  big  picture  magazine,  telephoned  me  to  ask  if 
I could  get  a statement  from  you  or  if  I would  say  something 
about  how  you  felt.  I said  No.  Bill  said  No.  I hope  reporters 
don't  start  making  things  up  and  I don't  believe  that  those 
connected  with  these  two  magazines  will. 

We  still  have  trouble  with  our  animals.  Our 
beets,  chard,  broccoli,  and  Chinese  cabbage  had  got  to  be 
about  8 inches  high  and  were  flourishing  when  a deer  came  in 
one  night  and  shaved  them  to  the  ground.  The  meadow  mice, 
chipmunks,  and  woodchucks  take  choice  bites  out  of  the 
flower  garden  and  seem  to  have  a special  appetite  for  our 
rarest  plants.  The  coons  continue  to  come  and  we  have  learned 
that  papa  doesn't  like  mamma--snarls  at  her  if  she  comes  near 
him  when  he  is  eating  and  drives  her  away  if  she  insists  upon 
hanging  around.  Besides  they  like  frogs  and  fish  and  our 
frog  population  is  dwindling  around  the  pools.  So  far  as  we 
know  they  have  caught  only  one  fish  (a  perch),  but  we 


suspect  that  they  have  made  Inroads  on  our  brook  trout. 

Oh,  dear,  if  the  animals  were  not  so  beguiling  we  could 
do  something  about  them.  Keith  did  shoot  a xssdk  woodchuck, 
but  that  is  as  far  as  we  have  gone. 

Did  I tell  you  that  Bill  and  Margaret  and  the 
children  are  on  Cape  Cod  for  a rest  before  rehearsals 
begin  on  THE  MIRACLE  WORKER / Margaret  likes  the  ocean  and 
I think  and  hope  they  are  having  a happy  time. 

A friend  of  ours  is  going  down  the  hill  in  a 
little  while  and  that  will  give  me  a chance  to  mail  this. 

Love,  love,  love  to  you  and  Polly,  always. 


Nella 


1959 


July  16, 


Dear  Miss  Herllhy, 

Yes,  i hank  you,  that  was 
the  right  letter  from  Mr.  Gibson.  I am 
supposed  to  keep  them  all  until  Mr.  Gibson 
wants  them  back  after  THY  MIRA CL"  WORKER 
reaches  Broadway. 


If  there  should  come  to  you 
or  Mrs.  Selde  a copy  of  a book  by  Helen  Waite 
called  HELEN  KELLER  AND  ANNE  SULLIVAN:  VALIANT 
COM! ANIONS  I wish  you  would  send  it  to  me  so 
I can  read  it  and  return  it.  Helen  won't  read 
these  books  herself,  but  I want  her  to  have 
some  idea  of  what  they  are  like,  "'hie  one  may 
come  from  Rebecca  Mack. 

Our  weather  is  quite  cool — 
we  haven't  had  any  summer  yet,  but  we  are 
still  hoping. 


All  good  wishes, 


Miss  Lurana  Horlihy 

American  Foundation  for  the  Blind 

15  West  16  St. 

New  York  11 

N.Y. 


Dear  Ken, 


I am  returning  this  nice  check  and 
statement  because  it  will  give  Helen  so  much 
pleasure  to  receive  them  direct  from  you,  along 
with  your  comment  on  her  Herald  Tribune  letter 
and  anything  else  you  want  to  say.  Polly  too  will 
enjoy  it,  fleetingly;  Helen  can  choose  the  right 
time  to  tell  her  about  it. 

Helen  stays  busy  at  her  desk,  does  a 
great  deal  of  reading,  and  though  she  is  not 
prompt  about  answering  letters,  loves  receiving 
them.  Incidentally,  I don't  know  her  exact  reason 
for  not  wanting  th<-  picture  book  from  Nancy's 
film,  I think  it  may  have  been  extreme  boredom 
with  books  about  herself,  there  have  been  so  many 
lately  and  she  won't  read  any  of  them.  Sh#  is 
however  Intensely  Interested  in  the  mechanics  of 
the  production  of  THR  MIR  CL"  VORK  'R--B111  Gibson 
is  very  good  about  keeping  her  abreast  of  progress, 
she  enjoys  his  letters  and  after  they  are  Brailled 
reads  them  aloud  to  her  household.  °he  will  love 
a letter  ^rom  you;  don't  ever  hesitate  to  write  her. 

Rver  yours, 


Royalty  statement  and  check  Inclosed 


(Uh-o  0,0.  taf 
July  20,  1959  fo  fuA_ 

Dear  Miss  Jones: 


jsiss  Helen  Keller  has 
as'<ced  me  to  reply  to  your  letter  of 
July  11.  5he  has  no  suggestions  as  to 
possible  outlets  for  the  publication 
of  your  poems,  but  I think  it  might  ce 
worth  while  for  you  to  offer  them  to 
a local  newspaper  or  magazine.  Very 
often  this  is  the  best  way  for  a 
beginoer  to  get  started. 

With  all  good  wishes,  I am 
sincerely  yours, 


,-lrs.  Nells  Braddy  r.enney 
Attorney  for  Helen  Keller 


Miss  Linda  Jones 
Route  2 
Verona 
Missouri 


Snowville 
July  21, 


, New  Hampshire 
19  r9 


Dear  Mrs.  Northcottj 

Miss  Helen  Keller  has  asked  me 
to  thank  you  for  your  very  interesting  letter  of 
July  7.  with  the  accompanying  article,  "An  Educated 
Heart,  the  Story  of  Helen  Keller."  Because  of  serious 
illness  in  her  household,  Kiss  Keller  must  lay  the 
article  aside  until  a later  date,  perhaps  a much 
later  date,  I am  sorry. 

Very  sincerely  yours. 


Mrs.  Nella  Bra-idy  henney 
Attorney  for  Helen  Keller 


Mrs.  John  P.  Northcott 
1823  Edgevood  Ave. 

St.  Louis  Park  26 
Minnesota 


Snowville,  New  Hampshire 
July  21,  1959 


Dear  Herr  Peter: 


Because  of  serious  illness  in  her 
household  Miss  Helen  Keller  has  asked  me  to  reply 
to  your  letter  of  June  22. 

From  the  moment  that  the  idea  of 
language  came  to  her  on  April  5,  1887,  Helen  Keller 
has  never  lost  her  sense  of  the  marvellous  thing  it 
is.  Of  that  thrilling  moment  at  the  well-house  she 
has  written:  "Suddenly  I felt  a misty  consciousness  as  of 
something  forgotten — a thrill  of  returning  thought; 
and  somehow  the  mystery  of  language  was  revealed  to  me. 

I knew  then  that  'w-a-t-e-r'  meant  the  wonderful  co~>l 
something  that  was  flowing  over  my  hand.  That  living 
word  awakened  my  soul,  gave  it  light,  hope,  Joy,  set 
it  free!"  It  is  language  that  has  kept  her  free;  it 
was  the  greatest  tool  that  was  ever  put  into  her  hand. 

I am  sorry  that  circumstances  are 
such  that  Miss  Keller  herself  is  unable  to  write  to 
you. 


Very  sincerely  yours. 


(Mrs.)  Nella  Braddy  Henney 
Attorney  for  Helen  Keller 


Herr  Gunter  Peter 
Adlerstr.  46 
Dortmund  1 
Germany 


I 


Snowville,  New  Hampshire 
July  21,  1959 


Dear  Mr.  Aller: 


r-ec-  use  of  very  serious  illnesB  in 
her  household  Miss  Helen  Keller  is  unable  at  the 
present  time  to  give  attention  to  your  script 
for  the  documentary  film  about  your  friend  who 
is  blind;  and  since  there  is  no  chance  that  she 
will  be  able  to  do  so  in  the  near  future,  I am 
returning  your  manuscript.  I am  sorry  that 
circumstances  make  it  necessary  for  me  to  do 
this. 


Very  sincerely  yours, 


Mrs.  Nella  Eraddy  Henney 
Attorney  for  Helen  Keller 


Mr.  Bob  Aller 

502  N.  Plymouth  Blvd. 

Los  Angeles  4 

California 


July  24,  1959 


0 1~  & 


Dear  Dr.  Harris: 


I am  sorry  to  have  to  inform 
you  that  Miss  Helen  Keller  has  no  unpublished 
material  connected  with  Mr.  H.K.  Rogers.  Many 
of  her  letters  and  papers  were  destroyed  in  the 
fire  that  swept  her  house  down  in  1946.  The 
documents  concerning  the  financial  support 
given  her  by  Mr.  Rogers  and  others  during  the 
Radcliffe  years  would  have  been  in  the  hands  of 
Mrs.  Laurence  Button;  whether  or  not  they 
survive  I do  not  know.  I wish  I could  be 
more  helpful. 

Miss  Keller  will  be  very 
much  interested  in  your  book,  and  so  will  I. 

Sincerely  yours, 


(Mrs.)  Nella  Braddy  Henney 

Attorney  for  Helen  teller 


Dr.  Sheldon  H.  Harris 

New  Bedford  Institute  of  Technology 

Technology  Center 

New  Bedford 

Mass. 


Snowville,  July  24,  1959 


Darling  Helen, 

I have  been  stretching  my  Imagination  to  its 
outermost  limits  by  reading  about  dinosaurs  and  as  a result 
I am  sending  you  a very  odd  present,  the  actual  gizzard 
stone  of  a real  dinosaur.  The  ridiculous  creatures  had  a 
digestive  system  rather  like  a chicken's  except  that  they 
needed  stones  instead  of  sand  and  gravel  in  their  gizzards — 

I have  seen  bigger  stones  than  the  one  I am  sending  you,  I 
don't  know  how  big  the  biggest  ones  were.  You  will  notice 
how  very  smooth  the  stone  is — made  so  by  the  digestive 
Juices  of  the  animal.  The  dinosaur  that  contained  this  stone 
swallowed  it  at  least  60,000,000  years  ago,  for  it  was  about 
that  time  that  the  dinosaurs  vanished  from  the  earth,  but  it 
may  have  swallowed  it  200,000,000  years  ago,  for  that  is  when 
the  great  Age  of  Reptiles  began. 

The  dinosaurs  had  another  trait  in  common  with 
chickens:  they  laid  eggs  in  shells  and  this  was  one  of  the 
most  important  steps  ever  made  in  evolution.  It  meant  that, 
unlike  their  contemporaries,  the  early  amphibians,  they  did  not 
have  to  go  back  to  the  water  to  lay  them,  as  frogs  and  other 
amphibians  still  do.  Eggs  that  could  hatch  on  land  freed  the 
dinosaurs  from  the  water  and  they  roamed  the  continents. 

Remains  have  been  found  all  over  the  world  and  I had  not  known 
until  recently  that  the  climate  during  their  period  was 
uniformly  tropical  everywhere  — Just  such  climate  as  is  found 
to-day  where  crocodiles  flourish.  The  crocodiles  weretcon- 
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iBaozJBxat*  temporaries  of  the  dinosaurs  and  were  even  more 
successful  as  a form  of  life.  They  are  still  with  us  and, 
like  their  relatives  the  dinosaurs,  they  still  lay  eggs  and 
they  too  still  have  gizzardsi 

For  all  that  they  disappeared  so  many  million 
years  ago  the  dinosaurs  are  regarded  as  one  of  the  most 
successful  vertebrates  that  ever  lived.  They  lasted  one  hundred 
and  forty  million  years!  In  comparison  man  has  been  on  earth 
only  a few  seconds. 

I had  thought  they  were  all  enormous,  but  I have 
learned  that  some  of  them  were  no  bigger  than  small  rabbits. 

But  they  did  grow  big.  Look  at  this  description  of  Tyrannosaurus, 
"king  of  the  dinosaurs":  "This  was  the  greatest  and  most  fearful 
land-living  carnivore  that  has  ever  dwelt  on  earth,  an  animal 
of  magnificent  proportions  and  terrible  power,  beside  which  the 
modern  lion  and  bear  would  appear  as  almost  harmless  dwarfs. 
Tyrannosaurus,  standing  on  his  powerful  hind  limbs,  carried 
his  head  some  18  or  20  feet  above  the  ground,  while  the 
distance  from  the  tip  of  his  nose  to  the  tip  of  his  tail  was 
all  of  50  feet.  This  animal  might  have  weighed  some  eight  o b 
ten  tons  when  he  was  a living  creature  of  destruction." 

And  what  did  Ty rannosaurus  feed  upon?  What,  but  other 

dinosaurs,  including  some  that  were  practically  armor-plated, 

animal 

and  on  other  reptiles  and  any  other  living  sxKajtuxw  that  was 
unfortunate  enough  to  cross  his  path.  He  may  have  had  a nip 
at  the  first  bird,  that  strange  flying  creature  with  upper  and 
lower  teeth  and  feathered  wings  and  tail. 

Tyrannosaurus  was  the  fiercest,  but  not  the  biggest. 
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The  biggest  belonged  to  the  vegetarian  branch  of  the  family; 

of  these  Brontosaurus  Is  the  best  known:  he  was  70  ffmactang  to 

80  feet  long,  had  big  blunt  teeth  suitable  for  cropping 

vegetation  (in  contrast  with  the  great  scimltar-like  teeth  of 

Ty  rannosaurus)  and  he  weighed  about  40  tons  I 

Helen,  I wish  you  could  see  the  pictures  of  these 

great  reptiles  as  they  have  been  reconstructed  from  fossil 
or 

remains.  Big  ami  little,  meat-eating  or  vegetarian,  there  is 
not  one  with  the  slightest  beauty.  Monsters  from  beginning 
to  endi 

No  one  knows  why  they  disappeared  so  suddenly.  There 
are  many  theories,  one  being  that  there  was  a radical  change 
in  the  world  climate.  They  had  practically  no  brains  (a  dinosaur 
the  size  of  an  elephant  had  a brain  the  size  of  a walnut),  but 
the  brains  seemed  adequate  for  their  way  of  life  until  the 
final  disaster  struck,  whatever  it  was. 

Well,  I must  stop.  Your  gizzard  stone  came  from  a 
fossil  deposit  in  Massachusetts,  not  very  far  from  Smith 
College. 

I'll  write  you  a letter  about  other  things  in  a day 

or  two. 


Love  from  us  all,  Nella 


cc~ -U  fr  t 5 


Snowville,  New  Hampshire 
July  24,  1959 


Dear  Ken, 


I am  sending  you  the  Inclosed  to  turn  over  to 
the  permissions  department. 


Since  much  of  what  Miss  Rattner  asks  for  (the 
best  of  it  in  fact)  is  already  In  THE  OPEN  DOOR  nd  the 
Simon  & Schuster  book  would  be  in  pretty  direct 
competition  with  Helen's  book,  my  inclination  would  be 
to  say  No,  but  you  are  in  a better  position  than  I to 
make  the  decision.  I leave  it  in  your  hands. 

Very  hot  and  muggy — this  kind  of  weather 
happens  to  us  so  seldom  that  we  resent  it  when  it  comes. 

Hoping  yours  is  not  the  same, 


Mr.  Ken  McCormick 
Doubleday  & Co. 
575  Madison  Ave. 
New  York  22 

N.Y. 


July  24,  1959 


Dear  Bert, 


I reproach  myself  for  not  having  written 
you  often* r,  for  I know  that  even  when  there  Is  no 
news  you  still  want  to  hear. 

;veryboiy  In  the  Northeast  Is  now 
suffering  from  a heat  wave  (Arcan  Hldge  included) , 
but  we  hops  for  relief  in  a few  days.  Helen  and 
Folly  stay  quietly  at  home,  lightly  clad,  and 
exert  themselves  as  little  as  possible. 

In  my  last  letter  I spoke  of  Mrs.  SeiJe 
and  Mrs.  Corbnlly,  but  there  la  another  member  of 
the  household  that  I should  have  mentioned.  You 
may  already  know  about  her,  Nell,  a ‘cottish 
lassie  who  has  been  with  them  many  months.  The 
fact  that  ^she  Is  a Scot,  along  with  her  very 
attractive  personality,  has  endeared  her  to  us 
all  and  it  has  given  her  a special  understanding 
of  Polly — one  Scot  to  another.  She  is  tireless 
and  devoted  and  perfectly  willing  to  do  anything 
that  hp.8  to  be  done.  Another  piece  of  good  fortune 
for  our  girls. 

rjnlens  there  Is  a very  radical  change  In 
the  aituatlon  Helen  will  not  see  any  of  the 
rehearsals  of  7HT  MIRACLE  WORKER  and  I shall  see 
vary  few  of  them.  If  any.  They  will  begin  In  ^lew 
York  City  around  the  middle  of  August  and  I Bhall 
not  go  down  unless  there  seems  to  be  a special 
reason  why  I should.  If  Helen  and  Polly  were  up  to 
It  I would  change  my  mind. 

I am  always  glad  to  have  news  of  your 
family  and  so  le  my  sl3ter.  Effie's  plan  for 
going  to  New  Zealand  Is  very  exciting.  What  broad 
experience  she  has  had  and  will  continue  to  havel 

Isabel  1 8 a g’rdener  after  T.y  heart. 

I have  all  those  flowers,  but  not  so  charmingly 
arranged  and  besides,  mine  are  not  yet  In  bloom. 

I hadn't  realized  that  there  was  so  much  difference 
between  out  c lima  tee. 

I will  write  again  before  long.  Meantime, 
I am,  as  always. 


Affectionately  yours, 


July  2b,  1959 


Dear  Mrs.  Nelson: 


This  Is  In  response  to  Mr. 
Tom  Prideaux's  letter  of  July  17  asking  ab ^ut 
a photograph  of  .‘Tss  Helen  Keller  and  Miss 
Anne  Esncrcft. 


Tver  since  last  April  I 
have  been  hoping  to  bring  about  a meeting 
between  these  two,  but  the  very  serious 
illness  of  Mis 9 Polly  Ihomson  has  made  it  im- 
possible. It  is  still  impossible,  but  if  there 
sho:  Id  be  a happy  change  in  the  situation  at 
Arcan  Ridge  (most  unlikely)  I will  let  you 
know. 


I agree  with  everything  Mr. 
Prideaux  says  about  Miss  Bancroft  and  "The 
Miracle  Worker"  and  I wish  very  much  that  I 
could  encourage  you  to  hope  that  there  *111  be 
an  opportunity  for  LIFE  to  make  a photograph 
of  Miss  Bancroft  and  Miss  Keller  together. 

But,  as  I have  indicated  before,  the  outlook 
is  not  good.  I am  sorry. 

incerely  yours, 


Nella  Braddy  Henney 
Attorney  for  Helen  Keller 


Mrs.  Laura  Nelson 
LIFE 

Time  4 Life  Bldg. 
Rockefeller  Center 
New  York  20 
New  York 


July  26,  1959 


Dearest  Nancy, 


There  Is  a good  deal  of  pressure 
against  Helen  for  publicity  regarding  THE  MIRACLE 
WORKED — not  from  Bill  or  his  colleagues,  for  this 
was  well  understood  among  us  the  day  we  had  lunch 
together,  but  Look  telephoned  me  to  ask  for  a 
statement  from  elen  and  Life  has  written  me  about 
having  a reporter  and  a photographer  go  to  Arcan 
Ridge  with  Annie  Bancroft  to  make  pictures  of  her 
and  Helen  together.  Of  course  I said  No  both  times, 
but  I am  not  the  only  approach  they  try.  The 
thing  is  out  or  the  question  now  and  I don’t  think 
there  is  any  danger  of  a seam  ripping  to  let  anybody 
In,  though  Bob  Barnett  and  others  are  dying  to  get 
into  the  act.  Vhat  I want  to  ask  is  this:  say 
a time  came  when  the  project  was  feasible  (most 
unlikely,  but  still!},  isn’t  a matter  of  taste 
involved?  ’•  uldn’t  it  be  bad  for  Helen  to  connect 
herself  with  the  production  in  any  direct  way  like 
this?  If  you  and  Kit  agree,  I’ll  write  Helen  and 
I think  we  can  sew  It  up  tight.  I think  you 
were  entirely  right  about  no  unit  appearing  in 
Helen’ 8 name. 


I talked  to  Polly  this  morning 
and  she  brightened  up  ever  so  much  when  I told  her 
that  my  brother  Robert  was  here  and  wanted  to 
speak  to  her.  Tor  a few  minutes  she  was  the  old 
Polly,  but  it  soon  trailed  off.  Everything  seems  to 
be  as  all  >"ight  there  as  possible  and  I suppose 
that  is  all  we  can  expect. 

Lovely  weather,  lots  of  blueberries, 

lots  of  love, 


Snowville,  July  30,  1959 


Dear  Bill, 


So  much  Gibson  reading  has  been  going  on  here  that 
my  s'ster  said  the  house  ought  to  be  picketed  as  unfair  to 
other  playwrights.  She  and  Keith  and  I found  Dinny  goofy 
and  delightful  and  withal  (I've  always  wanted  to  use 
withal  in  a sentence)  very  serious.  My  brother  handed  It 
back  with  a gaga,  googoo,  gumgum  and  said  that  anybody  who 
could  understand  it  could  understand  anything,  which  brought 
on  an  argument  because  his  very  favorite  author  is  William 
Faulkner,  especially  in  his  obscurest  passages.  I am  having 
your  Note  on  the  Play  transcribed  for  Helen  and  am  telling' 
her  something  about  the  theme  an-i  philosophy. 

Robert,  having  parted  from  his  latest  Gittel  in 
New  Orleans  a few  weeks  ago,  was  greatly  taken  with  3E3CAW 
and  is  in  every  way  deeply  impressed  by  TMW. 

As  for  Muriel  Volfson,  I have  used  up  practically 
all  the  worrying  I could  spare  on  that  sort  of  thing  over  the 
rash  of  mediocre  books  that  have  appeared  about  Helen  during 
the  last  couple  of  years,  one  for  small  children,  the  rest  for 
hS  teen-agers.  I think  I took  them  too  seriously  when  they 
began  and  anyway  we  were  helpless.  There  was  one  that  I could 
have  sued  on,  but  it  wasn't  worth  it.  So  far  as  I know  they 
hcve  done  no  harm,  not  one  thus  far  has  had  vitality  enough 
to  make  a splash. 

As  for  direct  publicity  from  ^elen,  I seem 
unable  to  make  anyone  believe  that  at  the  present  time  it 
is  impossible,  ^ven  if  this  were  not  true,  I think  your 
publicity  department  ought  to  do  a little  careful  thfking  on 
its  on  account.  The  image  of  Helen  imprinted  on  the  public 
mind  is  of  a crusader  for  the  handicapped  and  unless  you 
(I  mean  you  all)  are  very  careful  I think  you  run  the  risk  of 
having  TMW  go  out  as  an  extension  of  this.  You  are  dealing 
with  the  fresh  young  morning  of  the  story  and  the  farther 
you  can  stay  away  from  the  anxious,  sorrow-l^'en,  ruitful,  inspiring 
years  that  came  after,  the  better  off  you  will  be.  TMW  is  not 
old-hat,  bvr  it  is  skilfull.  eless 

public  is  apt  to  think  so  and  .this  could  bring  on  financial 
disaster — or  at  least  long  fine.  lay*  I rl£« 

the  voice  of  experience  is  not  always  right.  ’-'esi’es  all 
this,  a question  of  taste  is  involved;  this  is  taken  care  o; 
by  Helen's  tot.  illlngv  ' o go  through  a session  with 

photographers  and  reporters.  I doubt  if  she  would  consent  to 
it  even  if  Polly's  condition  allowed  it.  But  I still  hope  that 
there  will  be  a time  when  you  and  Arthur  and  Annio  an  I can  go 
to  Arcan  Ridge  on  a little  private  visit  of  our  own.  Helen  would 
like  that,  but  the  time  is  not  yet. 

Helen's  interest  in  the  three  units  that  we^were 
all  so  happy  to  get  does  not  appear*  on  the  surface,  bu>  it  is 
there.  This  is  the  first  time  I have  ever  been  able  to  sign  a 

letter 

Angelically  yours,  , 


Snowville,  Aug.  2,  1959 


* 


Darling  Helen, 

Our  household  has  been  very  lively  this  week, 

as  you  can  well  Imagine  with  Robert  in  it  and  seven  vears 

\ 

of  talking  to  catch  up  with.  He  was  road-weary  when  he  got 

here.  He  has  been  living  in  a suitcase  since  Jan.  19  when 

he  left  Monterey,  Calif.,  to  spend  two  months  driving  around 

Mexico  with  a friend;  from  there  he  drove  to  New  Orleans  to 

take  another  look  at  a girl  he  was  interested  in  some  time 

H 

back  ^decided  against  her  and  drove  on  to  Augusta  to  spend 
A 

a few  weeks  with  Ann.  As  soon  as  Ann's  school  was  out  the  two 
of  them  drove  to  Barberton,  Ohio,  for  a little  visit  with 
Jake.  There  they  separated:  Ann  took  the  train  for  Garden 
City,  Robert  drove  back  to  Monterey  for  his  son's  wedding,  a 
pleasant  experience,  for  he  too  fell  in  love  with  Buzz's 
girl,  in  fact  we  all  have.  He  and  Sally  are  very  young  and 
Buzz  will  soon  have  to  go  abroad  for  the  Army--he  will  finish 
his  course  in  Russian  in  about  two  months  and  if  he  is 
assigned  to  Europe  (Germany)  Sally  will  be  able  to  follow  him, 
if  he  is  assigned  to  Korea,  it  will  probably  be  two  years  before 
he  sees  her  againl  When  the  wedding  '£jRStit±.BXxxKXB  festivities 
were  over  Robert  set  out  for  the  East  again,  stopping  by 
Yellowstone  National  Park  on  his  way  to  Fritzie's  ranch  in 
Fishtail,  Montana;  there  he  made  acquaintance  with  his  two 
small  grandsons,  AljeicxxRrtxgjuii^xihKxxxtnQgii**  Peter  and  Alec, 
the  youngest  about  two  months  old,  the  other  a little  more  than 
a year  old.  The  ranch  is  not  far  from  Yellowstone  and  while 
Robert  was  there  a bear  was  making  Inroads  on  the  sheep  all 
through  the  Fishtail  neighborhood.  The  Government  sent  a man 
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to  trap  and  kill  him.  Two  big  traps  were  put  out,  but  it  took 
more  than  a week  to  get  him  and  by  that  time  he  had  killed 
three  ewes  and  two  rams  on  Fritzie's  place  and  I don't  know 
what  the  casualties  were  on  the  neighboring'!  ranches . It  is 
wild  country,  a little  too  wild  for  my  taste.  I don't  like 
bears  too  close  at  hand.  From  Fishtail  Robert  drove  to  Garden 
City  to  spend  a few  days  resting,  then  came  on  up  herel  I 
haven't  counted  the  thousands  of  miles  he  covered. 

And  last  Thursday  he  and  Ann  and  I drove  to  Winnepesaukee 

to  have  lunch  with  Lenore.  Lenore  is  frail  and  not  steady  on  her 

feet,  but  her  spirit  is  high.  I think  you  will  be  somewhat 

surprised  when  I tell  you  that  Constance  has  grown  into  an 

extremely  attractive  woman.  Motherhood  and  maturity  done  this 

\ 

for  her  and  her  children,  all  four  of  them,  are  perfectly 
delightful.  The  oldest  Peggy,  not  yet  sixteen,  is  a lovely 
young  Diana-~moves  with  the  grace  of  a dancer;  she  prepared  and 
served  the  lunch,  seemingly  with  no  fuss  at  all,  and  it  was 
delicious.  You  will  be  saddened  to  know  that  they  have  lost 
contact  with  Kay--haven't  heard  from  her  since  October.  I don't 
suppose  we'll  over  know  just  what  happened  there,  but  I presume 
she  must  have  money  enough  to  get  along  on  and  I know  the  entire 
family  would  do  anything  they  could  for  her. 

A letter  came  to  you  a short  time  back  from  a 
Dr.  Sheldon  H.  Karris  of  the  New  Bedford  Institute  of  Technology 
at  New  Bedford,  Mass.:  he  is  writing  a biography  of  H.H.  Rogers 
and  wanted  to  know  if  you  had  any  unpublished  letters  and 
documents,  especially  those  connected  with  the  Radcliffe  days. 

I answered  in  the  negative,  but  if  you  think  there  are  any  I H 
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have  Evelyn  make  a search.  I think  Mrs.  Hutton  was  the  one 
who  handled  all  those  papers  when  you  were  In  college;  Teacher 
would  have  had  na:£g  neither  the  time  nor  the  aptitude  for  it. 

In  connection  with  a possible  statement  arxintaKYiaw* 
from  you  about  THE  MIRACLE  WORKER  or  an  Interview  with 
photographers  present  I got  in  touch  with  Kit  and  Nancy.  I 
know  that  any  such  thing  is  out  of  the  question  now,  but  even 
if  it  should  by  any  chance  be  possible  at  a later  date  (most 
unlikely)  I wanted  to  know  if  they,  with  all  their  experience, 
thought  it  would  be  a good  idea.  I was  very  glad  to  learn  that 
they  agree  with  me  and  I am  sure  with  you:  that  a matter  of 
taste  is  involved  and  that  you  should  not  give  a statement 
or  an  interview  or  any  thing.  I hope  the  time  will  come  when 
you  can  meet  Annie  Bancroft  and  some  of  the  other  members  of 
the  cast,  but  I feel  now  that  it  must  be  after  the  play  has 
opened  on  Broadway.  Nothing  much  is  hjqpysxKg.  happening  at  the 
moment;  rehearsals  will  begin  within  the  next  two  or  three 
weeks.  Robert  has  read  the  manuscript  and  loves  it. 

Kit  and  Nancy  have  been  in  a fog  (not  mental)  for 
several  weeks.  Nancy  says  it  is  like  living  in  a cocoon  and 
she  rather  enjoys  it;  they  think  of  you  and  Folly  constantly 
and  always  with  love  and  hope. 

Bill  sent  me  the  script  of  his  of f-Broadway  play, 

DINNY  AND  THE  WITCHES.  Dinny  is  a trumpet  player  in  a 
cheap  night-club  in  New  York  City.  Much  fantasy  is  Involved 
and  the  effectiveness  of  the  play  will  depend  to  quite  a large 
extent  upon  the  muslc--I  think  I told  you  that  Bill  composed  the 
music  too.  In  essence  the  play  is  a love  song  to  the  world  as  it 
1 8 and  to  people  as  they  are.  Here  is  Bill's  introduction  to 
the  script: 


A Note  on  the  Play 


This  play  is  a fairy  tale,  simple  as  apple  pie.  Everyone  has 
heard  of  the  apple. 

All  fairy-tales  are  dreams,  in  which  the  hero  goes  forth  on 
a pilgrimage  through  life;  this  one  is  no  exception.  Dinny 
is  Just  the  average  American  young  man.  He  has  only  one  fault: 
he  is  foolish,  greedy,  gullible,  vain,  rash,  confused, 
inconsiderate,  lustful,  ignorant,  selfish,  Incompetent,  lazy, 
immature,  obtuse,  frightened,  cocky,  and  chronically  self- 
deceived.  He  wants  everything  in  the  world,  and  expects  it  the 
easiest  way.  He  believes  he  deserves  only  the  best,  and  will 
settle  for  nothing  less.  Nevertheless,  he  is  our  hero,  he  means 
well,  his  heart  is  in  the  right  place  (left  thorax),  and  the 
author  loves  him. 

Also,  of  course,  he  is  a musician,  and  there  is  nothing  better. 
'ftThe  play  begins  as  his  dream.  Unfortunately,  reality  keeps 
intruding  into  it:  nothing  turns  out  quite  as  he  intends  it 
to,  everything  unreal  that  he  takes  unto  himself  backfires, 
everything  unreal  that  he  sends  forth  returns  as  a boomerang. 
The  dream  becomes  his  nightmare.  Through  it  all,  like  everyone 
else,  he  is  a mortal  under  sentence  of  death.  All  he  is  after 
really  is  a value  he  can  live  by  and  for,  until  he  dies; 

it  is  always  under  his  nose,  it  is  what  the  wisest  and  most 
foolish  mortals  have  always  known,  and  only  when  it  is  taken 
from  him  does  he  appreciate  its  worth.  The  dream  dissolves 
in  the  world  as  she  is,  as  long  as  we  have  it. 

Poor  Dinny. 

Reader,  forgive  him;  he  might  have  been  you. 
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One  more  thing  about  THE  MIRACLE  WORKER.  A woman  out  on 
the  Pacific  Coast  by  the  name  of  Muriel  Wolfson  Is  presenting 
a platform  "entertainment"  In  which  she  takes  the  part  of  you 
and  Teacher  both.  From  the  brochure  we  Judge  that  it  is  perfectly 
awful  and  Bill's  agent  Is  trying  to  see  if  there  is  a legal  way 
to  stop  it.  I got  in  touch  with  Ken  about  it  also  and  we  may 
be  helpless.  I don't  think  it  can  do  much  harm,  if  any,  but  I 
would  rather  it  didn't  exist.  I believe  that  the  artistic 
distinction  of  THE  MIRACLE  WORKER  will  be  such  as  to  make 
things  like  Miss  Wolfson' s seem  too  trivial  for  notice.  I hope 
so . 


Mamma  Coon  came  back  a few  nights  ago  after  a long 
absence,  bringing  three  perfectly  adorable  babies  with  her. 
We  haven't  seen  her  since.  I think  she  is  more  careful  now 
than  she  was  when  she  came  alone  and  waits  until  the  house 
is  dark  and  we  are  all  asleep. 

I walked  a mile  yesterday,  mostly  up-hill,  the  best 
I have  been  able  to  do  in  a long,  long  time  and  I give  all 
the  credit  to  my  osteopath.  I still  go  to  him  twice  a week 
and  am  having  ultra-sonic  treatments  as  well  as  the  regular 
osteopathic  manipulation.  I'll  be  skipping  around  like  a 
goat  when  you  see  me. 

Everybody  in  the  household  sends  love  to  you  and 
Polly  and  I send  you  a regular  cocoon  of  it,  as  always, 


Nella 


August  3,  19^9 


Dearest  Nancy, 


'Dver  so  many  thanks  for  writing  so 
promptly.  I wrote  Helen  again  (not  mentioning  the 
financial  aspects,  important  as  they  are)  and  I 
have  talked  with  ’Tvelyn  and  Mrs.  Corbally.  I think 
this  sews  it  up,  no  matter  what  the  pressure  may 
be. 


Polly  was  finishing  her  toilet  by 
hersel-"  when  I called  yesterday  and  did  not  come  to 
the  phone.  ' elen  had  had  a sore  throat  during  the 
week  (no  fever)  and  Mrs.  Corbally  summoned  Dr. 
Murdock;  seems  trivial,  but  Mrs,  Corbally  is  very 
careful.  I think  It  would  be  fine  if  you  and 
Xit  telephoned  when  the  impulse  comes;  even  if 
you  don't  talk  to  Polly  she  and  Helen  will  be  told 
about  it  and  will  appreciate  it.  They  see  very  few 
people  and  go  almost  nowhere. 

I have  been  quite  offensively  3mug 
the  last  few  days  because  I thought  up  a present 
that  maJe  a great  hit  with  Helen.  I sent  her  the 
gizzard  3tone  of  a dinosaur  and  I don't  know  why 
I didn't  think  of  it  years  ago. 

My  sister  and  my  Navy  brother  are 
with  us,  our  weather  is  perfect,  the  fish  are 
biting,  the  blueberries  are  ripe,  and  we  can't 
think  of  anything  to  complain  about.  Hoping  you 
and  Kit  are  the  same, 

With  much  love  from  Keith  and  me, 


"par  'r,  arris: 


In  a let’er  'o  her  mother  dated 
Kerch  "1,  1395  and  reprinted  In  part  In  TH*: 
-'"C".Y  r.T  ;..Y  LIFE  ; las  Helen  Keller  mentions  her 
first  i ting  vlth  hr.  H.F.  Foyers.  In  a letter 
to  Mr.  John  .iltz  ov.  25,  1900  in  the  same 
volume  she  makes  further  mention  of  him.  She 
has  written  rore  at  length  about  him  In  her 
book  . I X - ~ ‘ M than  anywhere  else:  see  Index 
for  references.  In  HFLFN  K.TLLE-'S  JOURNAL  she 
speaks  of  a visit  In  London  In  1936  with  Lady 
Fair  haven.  In  ray  book  ANN"  SULLIVAN  MACY, 
published  by  Doubleday  in  1934,  there  Is  a long 
passage  ^ron  a letter  on  financial  affairs, 
written  by  r.nle  Sullivan  in  1905  on  the  eve 
of  her  ac?v  1 e to  John  Macy : pp.  212-214. 

I am  sorry  that  I cannot  give 
you  ny  lr*'ormntion  about  Mr.  and  Mrs,  Hutton. 
You  light  find  a lead  in  an  ol  ’ ’-.T.c 

I believe  there  is  an  article  about  him  in 

?!i  "ICTI ONAVY  OF  AMERICAN  BIOOWHY. 

With  all  good  wishes,  I am 
Sincerely  yours, 


Fella  -rsddy  Henney 
Attorney  for  Helen  Keller 


Dr.  helvjn  . Farris 

lev  "ed^ord  Institute  of  T°chnolo<Ty 

. av  'vdfor-1,  n«r. 


A u rust  8,  19 F9 


Dear  Virginia, 


It  was  nice  to  hear  from  you  and  I 
am  glad  your  family  Is  all  together  again  and  that 
you  like  your  winter  schedule. 

If  you  do  locate  a Braille  writer 
I think  you  can  find  a better  place  for  it  than 
with  Mrs.  Smith  (I  believe  she  is  the  one  you 
want  it  for).  I saw  her  about  a week  ago  — si:«  is 
more  than  eighty  years  old  and  I am  afraid  she 
would  really  not  get  much  use  from  it.  It  is 
good  of  you  to  keep  it  in  mind  and  with  the  great 
demand  I am  sure  you  will  find  an  excellent  spot 
for  it. 


As  for  the  stationery  I don't  quite 
know  what  to  sav,  but  I am  inclined  to  agree  with 
your  friends  who  object  to  it  because  it  is  a 
definite  solicitation  of  funds.  And  I have  a 
more  serious  objection;  I believe  it  is  a totally 
unauthorized  use  of  Helen's  name  for  this  purpose 
and  we  must  try  to  put  a stop  to  it.  Would  you  mind 
sending  me  three  or  four  of  the  note  papers?  I 
want  to  consult  with  Mr.  Barnett  of  the  Foundation 
and  with  one  or  two  other  people  who  are  in  a 
position  to  know  what  ought  to  he  done.  There  is 
always  something  of  this  sort  coming  up — another 
hanging  fire  at  the  moment  is  an  unauthorized 
platform  appearance  about  Helen  and  Teacher  which 
is  now  on  tour  on  the  Pacific  coast. 

Ho,  Folly  is  not  doing  well  an^’  there 
1 8 little  hope,  If  any,  that  she  will  ever  do  any 
better.  She  is  having  skilled  medical  attention  ->nd 
loving  care,  but  it  would  take  a miracle  to  make 
much  difference. 


I am  fe-ling  ever  so  much  better,  the 
weather  is  pleasant  and  my  brother  and  sister  are 
with  me.  Keith  i3  -olng  to  New  York  for  a few  days 
next  week,  but  I lo  not  plan  to  return  until  early 
November  unless  TI-’F  MIRACLE  .ChkER  brings  ms  down. 

I do  Intend  to  see  it,  in  Boston,  at  least  to  see 
the  rehearsals.  I'll  be  in  suspense  until  the 
opening  night  on  Broadway— -Oct . 291 

Thank  you  for  writing. 

Affectionately , 


novville,  Aug.  9,  1959 


Dear  -111, 


I remember  that  In  my  first  reading  of  TMVf 
I was  stalled  by  the  f lash-forward  In  the  third  act 
and  momentarily  afraid  that  you  were  about  to  present 
a vision  of  the  future:  since  you  didn't  the  passage 
didn't  bother  rae.  My  sister  agrees  with  Arthur  and 
Fred,  hut  did  not  feel  strongly  enough  about  it  to 
mention  It  until  after  it  was  pointed  out.  Ky  brother 
said  Good  God,  how  much  suspense  do  they  wantl  I 
should  think  the  final  decision  would  depend  upon  Its 
effectiveness  from  the  stage  and  this  I would  be  in- 
competent to  Judge. 

I did  not  blame  Arthur  Cantor  for  the  LIFE 
business.  Arrogant  sheet,  that  one,  like  Tii"  READER'S 
DIGEST  with  which  I have  had  experience  in  the  past. 

Tom  Prldeau  wrote  ms  and  I answered,  but  I shouldn't 
be  surprised  if  they  try  another  tack.  Meanwhile  I have 
a couple  of  hot  potatoes  to  dispose  of  in  the  way  of 
unauthorized  use  of  Helen's  name  and  writings,  but  they 
have  nothing  to  do  with  ^MV. 

Very  pleased  to  note  In  TV  Guide  thst  we 
shall  have  a chance  to  see  Annie  and  Fatty  Duke  this 
week.  I hope  my  enemy's  servants  bring  a good  report 
on  the  first. 

Two  questions  about  THW  have  been  floating 
in  ray  mind  ever  since  I road  the  script.  1.  ill  elen 
run  away  with  the  play?  2.  kill  Annie  be  able  to  carry 
the  audience  beyond  tears  at  the  end  of  the  last  act  or 
will  she  send  them  out  dripping? 


Cheerfully  yours, 


Snovrvllle,  New  Hampshire 
August  10,  1959 


Dear  Evelyn, 


Sorry  I didn't  understand 
about  the  cast  of  characters.  Here  it 
is  and  I think  the  quickest  way  is  for 
you  to  send  it  on  to  Katharine  Keller. 
If  she  wants  more  Information  I know 
that  Fred  Coe's  office  will  be  glad  to 
give  it  to  her.  I'd  like  to  see  her 
interview  if  you  have  a copy  now  or 
later — I believe  it  hasn’t  appeared? 

I am  distressed  to  know 
about  Bill  and  hope  the  news  from  him 
will  be  good  when  I talk  with  you 
again. 


Do  take  care  of  yourself’. 
Affectionately, 


or  st  for  TIT?  MIRACLE  WORKER 


Capt . ».er  rln  Thatcher,  ngllshman  v/..o  h ts 

been  in  this  country  about  ten  years,  distinguished 
actor  who  was  chosen  because  of  his  convincing  performance 
of  a Fou*herner  in  a TV  play. 

.<irs.  slier  Patricia  Neal,  last  on  Broadway  In  "A  Roomful 
of  Roses"  in  1935*  a fine  actress  who,  to  quote  Bill  Gibson, 
"we  feel  unaccountably  lucky  to  have  obtained. 

James  Teller  James  Congdon.  I heardhltn  read  for  the  part 
and  lik'd  him  vejry  much.  80  did  everyone  else. 

Helen  Keller  Pa  ike,  a ten-year-old  who  has  been 

akin g qui  o a name  for  herself.  They  have  an  understudy  for 
her  who,  th  ink,  is  excellent*  I don’t  know  her  name. 

Vinev  I don’t  know  the  name  f this  one  either,  tut  she 
is  a Negro  who  has  been  the  understudy  for  the  lead  part 
eieln  in  t > all-  way  hit. 

tfr.  Anagnos  Albert  Paulsen  who  will  be  making  his  debut 
on  Broadway— has  "some  hybrid  bind  of  accent"  and  is  a 
good  actor. 

Annie  Suliivnn  Anne  Bancroft 


Any  further  information  on  any  of  these  could  be  had  from 
Fred  Coe,  CBT  TV,  46  ’Ison  Ave.,  New  Yor*  ,~2. 


'novjvllle,  New  Hampshire 
Au  ust  11,  1959 


Dear  :r.  rris: 

The  Inclosed  check  for  twenty-five 
hundred  dollars  (*2500)  Is  In  payment  for  my 
"unit"  in  the  .reduction  of  TFT  MIRACLE  VOL 

'-'lncerely  yours, 


Mrs.  Hella  B.  Henney 


i vr.  Joseph  arris 
THE  MIRACLE  WORKER  CO. 

1R01  Broadway 
New  York  ?6 

: .Y. 


Snowvllle,  Aug.  11.  1959 


Darling  Helen, 

Sometimes  when  I think  of  you  and  Polly 
great  waves  of  almost  unbearable  anxiety  sweep  over 
me,  then  somehow  I come  out  of  It  believing  that  In 
God's  good  time  all  will  be  well.  I wish  so  terribly 
that  I could  do  something  and  it  would  make  me  happy  if 
you  should  ask  for  the  least,  small  thing. 

In  yesterday's  paper  I read  that  Albert 
Namatjira  had  died.  He  was  that  wonderful  Australian 
aborigine  who  became  world-famous  for  his  water-color 

JL  a_0-<2.  'VuJZ,  .J) 

paintings  of  his  native  country.  Queen  Elizabeth  II 

d 

has  one,  others  are  in  fine  museums,  including  the 
Museum  of  Modern  Art  in  New  York  City.  He  won  international 
critical  acclaim,  he  was  financially  successful,  and  in 
recognition  of  his  gifts  the  Australian  Government  granted 
him  citizenship  rights,  most  unusual  for  an  aborigine.  But 
the  story  is  a sad  one--the  old  demon  of  racial  prejudice. 

I quote  from  the  Times : "He  planned  to  retreat  from  tribal 
life  and  live  in  a dream  home--whlch  he  called  'a  white 
man's  house' --in  a residential  district  of  Alice  Springs. 
But  he  was  prevented  from  moving  into  the  area  because  he 
was  an  aborigine."  Earlier  this  year  he  was  put  in  Jail 
for  three  months  because  he  had  given  liquor  to  another 
aborigine,  one  who  did  not  have  citizenship  rights.  It  is 
against  the  Australian  law  for  the  non-voting  aborigines  to 
have  liquor.  The  term  in  Jail  affected  Namatjira' s health 
and  he  died  less  than  three  months  later  in  his  shack  about 


30  miles  west  of  Alice  Springs. 

I had  a letter  from  Lawrence  Lee  a few  days  ago. 

He  and  his  wife  Sandy  are  spending  a month  in  the  little 
fiEshing  village  of  Damariscotta,  Maine.  One  morning  at 
3:30  he  left  home  in  darkness  and  silence  to  join  a lobster 
fisherman  in  his  day's  work.  Lawrence  helped  him  and  after 
he  had  been  smartly  pinched  several  times  by  the  lobsters 
he  learned  to  plug  the  claws  (this  is  done  with  a small 
wooden  peg)  as  the  fisherman  hauled  them  in  from  his  traps — 
the  traps  are  called  lobster  pots.  The  fisherman  had  his 
best  day  of  the  summer--2l6  pounds  — and  Lawrence  had  an 
experience  that  he  will  never  forget;  it  was  all  the  more 
memorable  because  it  took  place  on  a perfectly  beautiful  day. 
The  lobsterman  became  his  friend  and  another  friend  he  has 
made  up  there  is  a niece  of  the  poet  E.A.  Robinson,  a lovely 
woman  who  talked  with  him  at  length  about  her  uncle. 

Lawrence  will  have  a short  story  in  the  August  29 
issue  of  the  Saturday  Evening  Fost.  He  called  it  "Cockcrow 
at  Night,"  the  Fost  changed  the  title  to  "Love  Won't  Wait." 
Lawrence's  stories  lack  the  value  of  his  best  poems,  but 
they  are  quite  good  and  sometimes  they  give  him  a very 
special  pleasure.  For  instance,  his  daughter  Augusta  is 
spending  this  summer  in  France  on  the  proceeds  from  this 
story,  a wonderful  by-product.  The  girl  is  enjoying  it 
tremendously,  but  not  as  much  I am  sure  as  her  father  who 
made  it  possible. 

this  afternoon 

Keith  leave s/for  about  10  days  in  Garden  City, 
Ann  leaves  Friday  morning  on  her  way  back  to  Augusta  for 
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the  opening  of  acbool.  Robert  will  stay  here  with  Bertha  and 
me  until  Keith's  return,  but  the  house  will  be  lonely  — It  Is 
always  lonely  for  me  when  Keith  Is  not  In  It.  Robert  expects 
to  go  to  New  York  to  spend  a few  days  with  a friend,  then 
perhaps  to  Ohio  to  see  Jake  again,  returning  here  In  late 
Sept,  to  go  with  me  to  Boston  to  see  how  THE  MIRACLE  WORKER 
is  coming  on.  Thus  far,  all  seems  well.  Strenuous  rehearsals 
begin  next  Monday  In  New  York. 

Small  dramas  continue  in  our  quiet  environment, 
some  tragic,  some  amusing.  Last  Sunday  Keith  and  I heard 
a noiee  near  the  little  pool  off  the  Annex  which  we 
recognized  as  the  cry  of  a frog  in  distress.  A garter  snake 
had  him  in  its  mouth  and  we  were  too  late  to  save  him;  once 
before  we  did  manage  to  frighten  a snake  into  letting  a frog 
go.  I know  snakes  have  to  eat,  but  I am  always  on  the  side  of 


I had  gone  up  the  hill  to  see  how  much  water  was  in  our 
reservoir  (it  had  been  very  dry,  no  rain  for  a long  time) 
when  suddenly  we  heard  this  sorrowful  animal  sound  and  the 
next  minute  saw  two  long  ears  abive  the  tall  grass  and  the 
ears  were  coming  towards  usl  We  thought  it  must  be  a deer, 
but  a minute  later  an  old  nanny  goat  reached  us,  crying  her 
heart  out  with  loneliness.  She  followed  us  back  to  the  house 
and  we  tied  her  to  a tree  to  keep  her  from  eating  our  plants. 
Keith  brought  water  and  she  drank  thirstily.  I had  laid  the 
butt  of  a cigarette  on  the  granite  bench  where  I was  sitting: 
she  ate  it.  Robert  was  opening  a package  of  cigarettes,  she 


the  frog. 


Another  noise  frightened  us  for  a moment.  Keith  and 


nuzzled  up  to  him  and  he  held  out  the  cellophane  wrapper 
to  show  her  that  he  had  nothing  for  her:  she  ate  it.  Keith 
brought  her  three  small  green  apples:  she  ate  them,  then 
started  on  the  wild  asters  and  goldenrod  around  us.  She 
wasn't  really  hungry,  just  lonesome.  Presently  she  began 
chewing  her  cud  (like  a cow  she  brings  her  food  "back  up  to 
chew  it)  and  when  she  did  her  cheek  stuck  out,  her  beard 
waggled,  and  she  looked  like  an  old  countryman  with  a big 
wad  of  tobacco  in  his  mouth.  We  found  out  that  she  had  been 

raised  more  or  less  as  a pet  by  a man  who  wanted  goat's 

\ 

milk  because  he  had  a stomach  ulcer — goat's  milk  is  better 
than  cow's  milk  for  this  purpose,  it  is  naturally 
homogenized,  a process  that  is  used  on  cow's  milk  to  break 
down  the  particles  and  make  it  easier  to  digest.  The  stomach 
ulcer  was  cured  and  since  the  goat  was  dry  she  was  sent  up 
the  hill  to  a pasture  where  37  other  goats  were  spending  the 
summer.  But  she  had  lived  so  much  with  people  that  she  didn't 
know  how  to  live  with  goats  and  the  other  goats  would  have 
nothing  to  do  with  her.  We  telephoned  the  man  who  owned 
the  pasture  and  came  in  to  eat  dinner.  We  had  been  at  the 
table  only  a minute  or  two  when  the  goat  appeared  on  the 
terrace  and  when  I opened  the  door  to  take  her  back  to  the 
tree  it  was  all  I could  do  to  keep  her  from  coming  into  the 
house.  The  owner  of  the  pasture  took  her  back  up  the  hill, 
she  came  back  to  us  the  next  day  and  the  next,  then  he  gave 
up  and  took  the  goat  back  to  her  owner.  The  poor  creature 
simply  didn't  know  how  to  be  a goat.  She  was  very  pitiful 
and  we  are  all  glad  to  know  that  she  is  at  home  where  she 
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loves  and  is  loved. 

And  now  I come  to  one  that  nearly  disrupted  the 
postoffice.  We  don't  go  down  every  day,  but  fortunately  we 
did  go  this  day--we  were  expecting  Buzz's  wedding 
photographs  and  were  eager  to  see  them.  They  were  there  and 
then  the  postmistress  told  me  that  my  brother  had  another 
package,  but  It  smelled  so  bad  she  had  to  put  it  outside. 

The  package,  from  Frltzle,  stank  to  heaven;  it  was  about 
8x10  inches  in  size  and  quite  heavy,  we  had  no  idea  what 
it  was  until  we  got  it  up  the  hill  and  opened  it.  It  was 
a bear  pawl  Frltzle  had  salted  it  down  and  had  sent  it 
first-class  mall,  but  she  had  not  counted  upon  the  heat 
wave.  She  had  thought  Robert  might  like  it  as  a trophy 
(people  sometimes  make  pen  holders  out  of  them)  because  he 
had  helped  the  government  man  build  the  trap  when  he  was  in 
Montana,  but  the  paw  was  full  of  maggots — no  sight  for  the 
squeamish  and  I shudder  to  think  what  might  have  happened 
if  iixka  the  package  had  come  apart  in  the  postoffice  1 
Buzz  has  orders  to  go  to  Japan;  he  is  in  the 
security  department  of  the  Army  and  hopes  to  be  able  to  make 
use  of  his  Russian.  He  was  disappointed  because  he  preferred 
Europe,  but  he  is  taking  it  in  fine  spirit  and  looking  forward 
to  it  as  an  adventure.  Sally  will  probably  be  able  to  Join  him 
in  a few  months. 

Dear  me,  how  I have  gabbled  1 I will  leave  you  now 
in  peace,  with  love  to  you  and  Polly,  Nella 


Aug.  17,  1959 


Dear  Virginia, 


Ab  you  probably  know, 

Mrs.  Seide's  husband  has  been  very 
ill  and  she  has  not  had  time  to 
look  up  situation  on  the  Helen 
Keller  stationery.  I'll  be  in  touch 
with  her  later  in  the  week.  I hope 
you  have  not  worried  about  it:  It  is 
in  a good  cause,  no  matter  what. 

If  you  saw  Anne  Bancroft 
on  the  Jack  Faar  show  last  Tuesday,  I 
hope  you  will  not  Judge  her  ability  as 
an  actress  by  her  performance  there.  Sh 
is  really  very  fine.  I had  never  seen 
a Jack  Paar  show  before  and  I am 
rather  put  to  it  to  understand  why  it 
is  so  very  popular. 

I hope  you  and  your 

family  are  having  happy  days  together— 


' fectionately  yours, 


Snowvllle,  Aug.  17,  1959 


Darling  Helen, 

That  was  good  news  from  Ken  about  the  sale 

the 

of  the  publishing  rights  to  THE  OPEN  DOOR  in/Bengali  and 
Malayan  languages.  I like  to  see  those  "winged  words"  of 
yours  spread  over  the  eafcth.  The  same  mail  that  brought 
me  a carbon  copy  of  Ken' s letter  to  you  brought  Keith  a 
letter  from  his  publisher  saying  that  his  first  book, 

PRINCIPLES  OF  RADIO  is  to  be  brought  out  in  Japan 
and  India.  I am  very  proud  of  you  both. 

Ruth  Gordon's  husband  Garson  Kanin  sent  you 
a copy  of  his  recent  novel  BLOW  UP  A STORM  inscribed  "For 
Helen  Keller,  with  affection."  It  is  the  story  of  a Jazz 
band  in  "the  wild  young  days  and  nights  filled  with 
experiment,  and  with  discovery:  about  music  and  about 
living."  The  book  has  the  ring  of  authenticity.  Kanin  as 
a young  man  was  an  intimate  part  of  this  world  as  a 
saxophonist  in  one  b Jazz  band  after  another,  but  he  was 
not  talented  enough  to  give  himself  up  to  it  entirely. 

Many  of  those  who  were  literally  destroyed  themselves  in 
their  efforts  to  create  this  new  kind  of  music;  drink, 
drugs,  marjuana  cigarettes,  sleepless  nights  spent  in 
revelry  and  "Jam  sessions,"  as  they  called  (and  still  call) 
those  times  when  the  musicians  abandon  themselves  to  the 
music  and  astonish  themselves  at  the  heights  they  reach  as 
they  Improvise  together.  In  comparison  with  the  music  nothing 
else  mattered  to  them,  and  because  of  this  the  Jazz  artists 
were  among  the  very  first  to  break  the  color  bar.  A good 
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trumpet  player  was  a good  trumpet  player  and  the  color  of 
his  skin  had  nothing  to  do  with  It.  The  music  inside  him 
and  his  ability  to  get  it  out  were  all  that  counted.  I had 
hoped  to  find  passages  to  have  transcribed  for  you,  but  the 
story  is  quite  long-drawn-out  and  after  a while  I found  it 
rather  tiresome.  I think  you  would  too.  Basically  Kanin  fe 

show  what  he  believes  to  be  the  pattern  of  a creative  life 
which,  in  his  words,  is  "to  find  a self,  to  express  that 
self,  and  to  take  the  consequences." 

Last  week  Ann  and  Robert  and  I saw  Patty  Duke  in 
a TV  play  and  found  her  perfectly  enchanting.  She  is  the 
one  who  is  to  play  you  in  THE  MIRACLE  WORKER  and  if  the 
other  actors  are  not  careful  the  "little  rogue,"  as  you 
might  call  her,  is  going  to  run  away  with  the  show.  Re- 
hearsals begin  at  ten  o'clock  this  morning,  with  everybody 
alive  and  alert  and  eager  and,  I am  glad  to  say,  responsible . 

I hope  is  it  is  cooler  at  Arcan  Ridge  this 
morning  than  it  was  yesterday.  The  spell  was  broken  with 
us  by  a heavy  thunderstorm  late  yesterday  afternoon.  It 
was  one  of  the  hottest  days  we  have  ever  known  on  the  hill  and 
Keith  said  it  was  terribly  hot  in  Garden  City  when  I talked 
to  him  in  the  evening.  He  will  be  back  here  Friday  morning. 

Soon  afterwards  Robert  will  begin  cruising  around  to  visit 
old  friends  in  the  Boston  area.  In  a little  while  he  and  I 
must  go  down  to  buy  supplies  and  that  is  the  only  definite 
plan  we  have.  He  sends  his  love  with  mine,  now  and  always, 


Nella 


Snowvllle,  Aug.  17,  1959 


Dear  Miss  Herlihy, 


I am  returning 

the  Garson  Kanin  book  herewith. 

I am  keeping  Felen  Waite's  book 
VALIANT  COMPANIONS  for  a while 
longer.  It  is  one  of  the  poorest 
of  all  the  recent  books  about 
Helen  and  I want  to  hold  it  until 
I see  what  the  reviewers  have  to 
say — if  anything. 


Cur  hot  spell 

was  broken  yesterday  afternoon  by 
a thunderstorm — I hope  yours  was 
too . 


Ever  sincerely, 


August  20,  1959 


Dear  Virginia, 


You  are  quite  right:  Miss  Keller 
did  authorize  the  stationery  and  since  this  Is 
true  I see  no  possible  reason  why  you  should  not 
use  It.  I know  I seem  fussy  about  such  things, 
but  I do  have  a lot  of  responsibility  and  every 
now  and  then  somebody  tries  to  get  away  with 
something,  very  often  in  a good  cause.  I am 
glad  that  is  not  the  case  here. 

I had  thought  I might  make  a quick 
trip  back  to  Garden  City  in  Sept,  because  of 
Tire  MIRACLE  WORKER,  but  thus  far  we  have  been 
able  to  handle  everything  by  letter  or  telephone. 
I do  plan  to  go  over  to  Boston  late  in  Sept, 
to  see  how  it  is  coming  on.  Everything  seems 
perfectly  fine  thus  far. 

I take  great  pleasure  in  Inclosing 

my  check. 

Affectionately  yours, 


Snowville,  Aug.  20,  1959 


Darling  Helen, 

We  had  a great  flurry  here  yesterday  afternoon. 
About  one  thirty  two  rather  wild-eyed  young  men  appeared 
at  the  door  to  ask  if  they  could  use  the  telephone  to 
report  a fire  in  the  woods  over  the  hill  behind  us.  As  you 
know  fire,  in  this  as  in  all  heavily  forested  country,  is 
the  greatest  danger  and  the  summer  season  when  campers  and 
other  vacationers  from  the  city  are  everywhere  is  our  time 
of  greatest  apprehension.  But  this  surprised  us:  we  had 
Just  recently  had  two  heavy  thunderstorms  which  wet  the 
ground  enough  to  lift  our  anxiety  after  a very  dry  spell. 

The  young  men  had  accidentally  come  upon  the  fire  while 
they  were  climbing  through  the  woods  from  the  other  side 
with  16  boys  to  spend  the  night  on  the  top  of  Foss.  It  was 
smouldering  in  old  stumps  and  underground  and  while  there 
was  not  much  flame  and  fortunately  not  much  wind  it  was  too 
big  for  the  boys  to  handle  by  themselves  and  they  had  come 
for  help. 

We  have  fire  towers  on  all  the  high  peaks 
around  here  to  keep  watch.  At  the  slightest  unex- 

plained puff  of  smoke  they  telephone  to  the  nearest 
deputy  fire  warden  to  ask  about  it,  but  none  of  the  fire 
towers  had  reported  this  one--not  Kearsage  Mt.  nor  Great 
Hill,  nor  Green  Mt.  The  word  spread  quickly  by  grapevine  and 
telephone  and  in  a little  while  our  yard  was  filled  with 
men  and  boys  with  Indian  pumps  (hand  pumps  attached  to  a 
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tank  of  water  weighing  about  60  pounds  which  the  men  carry  on 
their  backs),  fire  rakes,  fire  extinguishers,  and  other 
equipment.  The  first  big  problem  was  to  locate  the  fire- 
no  one  knew  where  it  was  except  that  it  was  in  dense  woods 
somewhere  over  the  hill.  Telephone  calls  to  all  our  neighbors 
who  lived  on  hillsides  facing  this  direction  gave  no  help. 

The  men  went  on  up  the  road  to  hunt  for  it,  promising  to 
send  a runner  back  to  keep  us  informed  and  to  have  me 
telephone  for  more  help  if  it  was  needed. 

After  they  disappeared  it  was  like  the  old  fairy 
tale  where  people  enter  the  ogre's  castle  and  are  never 
seen  again.  It  was  two  hours  before  a man  came  down  and  said 
that  he  had  located  the  fire  by  climbing  to  the  very  top  of 
Foss  and  scanning  the  woods  with  a spyglass--it  was  very 
difficult  to  reach,  but  there  were  men  enough  on  the  mountain 
to  take  care  of  it.  It  had  been  started  by  lightning  which 
had  struck  in  an  old  stump — it  had  been  burning  slowly  for 
at  least  two  days  and  was  spreading  underground  as  well  as 
above  ground.  The  man  with  the  spyglass  was  too  old  to 
climb  down  into  the  gulch  where  the  fire  was  burning  and  it 
was  not  until  an  hour  later  when  two  of  the  fire-fighters 
returned,  saying  that  the  fire  was  out  and  all  except  the 
ones  who  were  to  keep  watch  all  night  in  care  of  a flare-up 
would  soon  be  coming  down  that  I found  out  just  where  the 
fire  was.  It  was  on  our  land!  It  was  as  far  from  the  house 
as  it  could  be,  in  a deep  ravine  in  the  southwest 
of  the  pasture  where  blueberries  flourish  on  the  north 
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and  east  sides;  In  such  rugged  terrain  that  Keith  and  I 
have  traversed  it  only  once  and  that  was  years  ago,  and 
then  it  was  like  mountain  climbing  to  get  over  the  rock 
ledges  on  the  sides  of  the  ravine. 

It  is  wonderful  to  see  how  quickly  people  respond 
to  the  call  of  fire.  The  plumber  drops  his  tools,  the 
carpenter  puts  down  his  saw,  the  handyman  leaves  the 
lawnmower  in  the  middle  of  the  yard,  the  chicken  farmer 
turns  the  chickens  over  to  his  wife:  the  fire  takes 
precedence  over  everything.  Then,  after  the  serious  fighters 
have  gone  to  tackle  the  blaze  comes  an  idle  group  which  does 
nothing  but  gawk  and  get  in  the  way.  On  this  occasion  they 
didn't  cause  as  much  trouble  as  usual  because  the  fire  was  so 
hard  to  get  at  that  they  decided  not  to  try  it.  One  of  them, 
Incredibly,  abandoned  his  automobile  in  the  middle  of  the 
road,  blocking  all  traffic  in  both  directions,  and  had  to  be 
called  back  to  get  it  out  of  the  way.  As  Robert  said,  he  didn't 
have  a brain  cell  in  his  headl 

The  big  news  today  is  that  Keith  will  be  back 
tomorrow  morning  and  then  I shall  be  my  whole  self  again. 

Love  always  to  you  and  our  deafc  Polly, 


Nella 


August  24,  1959 


Dear  Pert, 


This  Is  to  let  you  know  that  Polly 
Is  "about  the  same,"  a rather  remarkable  state, 
for  the  whole  Northeast  has  Just  pulled  through 
about  two  weeks  of  desperately  hot  and  humid 
weather  which  was  hard  on  everybody.  Mrs. 
Corbally  kept  the  girls  quiet  and  they  came 
through  It  in  fine  style.  Cool  air  moved  In  on 
us  yesterday  and  everybody  began  to  feel  much 
livelier. 


Polly  doesn't  want  to  see  anybody  and 
though  Helen  and  i rs.  Corbally  urge  her  to,  they 
don't  push  her.  This  doesn't  mean  that  Polly 
has  given  up:  she  always  says,  "Wait  a little 
while,  until  I get  better." 

At  this  season  we  have  reason  to 
believe  that  we  shall  not  have  another  long 
heat  wave.  Last  night  we  slept  under  two 
blankets  and  this  morning  we  have  the  furnace 
going  and  open  fires  on  the  hearth  as  well.  It 
is  not  so  chilly  at  Arcan  Ridge,  but  the  temperature 
is  pleasant. 

I hope  all  goes  well  with  you  and  your 
family  and  I wish,  wish,  wish  that  I could  send 
you  good  and  hopeful  news  about  Polly. 

Affectionate  greetings  to  you  all. 


Snowvl lie , Aug.  24,  1959 


Darling  Helen, 

I want  to  tell  you  a little  about  the  song 
with  which  the  second  act  of  THE  MIRACLE  WORKER  closes. 

Teacher  has  at  last  got  you  to  bed  your  first  night 

in  the  summerhouse.  Alone,  exhausted,  with  the  $>xa  perplexities 

of  the  next  day  ahead  of  her,  she  catches  sight  of  your 

doll  on  the  floor,  picks  it  up,  fondles  it  (you  remember 

how  she  loved  dolls),  sits  down  in  a rocking  chair  and 

begins  to  sing. 

V/hen  Bill  first  finished  the  act  he  knew 
he  wanted  a lullaby,  something  as  poignant  as  a folk  song. 

So  he  asked  Burl  Ives  to  make  a suggestion.  Carl  Sandburg, 
who  is  something  of  an  authority  on  American  folk  songs 
calls  Burl  Ives  "the  best  ballad  singer  of  them  all." 

Burl  Ives  was  born  in  a tiny  little  town  in  southern 
Illinois  which  doesn't  exist  any  more.  This  is  his 
earliest  recollection:  "It  was  Just  evening,  dusky  dark, 
and  two  little  boys  came  in  from  the  cornfield  and  had 
made  cornstalk  fiddles.  They  had  put  resin  on  the  bows 
and  were  fiddling  on  these  little  instruments  and  my  older 
brother,  whose  name  was  Arty,  said,  'Here  we  have  brought 
you  one  too.'  And  I was  handed  a cornstalk  fiddle  and  a 
cornstalk  bow,  and  he  took  my  hands  and  showed  me  how  to 
fiddle  on  it.  So  we  all  three  fiddled  and  we  laughed  gaily 
and  it  was  fine  music  that  we  and  the  frogs  did  make." 

ihe  cornstalk  fiddle  was  the  first  musical 
instrument  he  ever  had,  but  two  other  strong  musical 
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influences  had  come  into  his  life  through  his  grandmother 
and  his  grandfather.  His  grandfather  was  a God-fearing  man 
who  worked  from  dawn  to  dark.  He  liked  to  sing,  hut  he 
thought  all  songs  were  sinftol  except  the  grand  old  hymns 
in  praise  of  the  Lord.  His  grandmother's  songs  were  different. 
She  didn't  care  much  for  the  hymns,  but  she  loved  the  old 
ballads  and  other  folksongs  which  she  had  learned  as  a 
child  in  Kentucky;  she  sang  them  by  the  hour  while  her 
husband  was  at  work  in  the  fields.  Burl  learned  to  sing  both 
kinds  of  songs--at  the  age  of  nine  he  could  get  up  at  a 
Methodist  revival  meeting  and  "sing  religion  into  the 
hearts  of  his  listeners" — but  he  loved  his  grandmother's 
songs  more  than  he  loved  the  hymns. 

And  when  he  left  college  he  took  to  the  road  as  a 
kind  of  wandering  minstrel,  taking  with  him  a guitar  and 
singing  his  grandmother's  songs  wherever  people  would  listen. 
He  had  good  times  and  bad  times  and  learned  what  it  was  like 
to  be  broke  and  hungry  and  lonely --but  along  the  way  he 
picked  up  other  songs  and  after  a while  he  was  asked  to  sing 
some  of  them  on  the  radio.  The  bad  times  were  over  and  today 
he  is  one  of  the  most  famous  singers  we  have,  keeping  always 
to  the  purity  of  the  original  songs  instead  of  "jazzing  them 
up,"  as  the  saying  goes,  and  cheapening  the  sentiment.  Alan 
Lomax  who  has  spent  years  collecting  the  old  songs  and  has 
Iskmaric  thereby  placed  us  all  in  his  debt,  says  tha.t  what  Burl 
Ives  is  doing  is  singing  his  grandmother  Kate's  songs  and 
the  songs  he  has  picked  up  on  the  trail  of  the  wayfaring 
stranger,  songs  of  good  times  and  bad,  honest  songs,  songs 
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that  tell  what  people  are  really  like  and  what  America  is 
really  like. 

"Some  folk  songs,"  says  Alan  Lomax,  "call  for 
community  laughter,  singing  together,  and  fun.  There 
are  many  songs  in  our  heritage  which  tell  quietly,  simply, 
beautifully,  about  the  intimate  moments  that  we  all  know 
of.  About  love,  about  lonely  moments,  about  hope  and  all 
the  feelings  so  deep  that  only  song  can  adequately 
express  them."  Such  a song  is  the  lullaby,  Hush,  Little 
gaby . It  is  one  of  the  very  few  native  American  lullabies', 
like  most  folk  songs,  it  came  from  the  people  and  it  is 
conceivable  that  Teacher  had  actually  heard  it  from  some  of 
the  old  women  at  Tewksbury.  It  expresses  the  poignant  desire 
of  a poor  mother  to  give  her  baby  everything  in  the  world 
and  her  choice  of  presents  adds  that  sturdy  humor  which  is 
Integral  to  so  many  folk  songs,  howdver  sad  they  may  be. 

You  must  imagine  the  tune  as  you  read  it,  so  filled  with 
tenderness  and  love  and  longing;  it  is  sung  softly  and  at 
the  end  the  words  trail  off  and  only  the  tune  remains.  But 
here  at  last  is  the  lullaby: 


Hush,  little  baby.  Don’t  say  a word-- 
Momma's  gonna  buy  you  a mocking-bird: 

If  that  mocking-bird  don't  sing-- 
Momma's  gonna  buy  you  a diamond  ring: 

If  that  diamond  ring  turn  brass — 

Momma's  gonna  buy  you  a looking-glass: 

If  that  looking-glass  gets  broke — 

Momma's  gonna  buy  you  a billy-goat: 
the 

Hear,  oh,  hear  night  bird  call. 

Soon,  oh,  soon,  the  dark  will  fall. 

If  that  billy-goat  won't  pull-- 
Momma's  gonna  buy  you  a cart  and  bull — 

If  that  cart  and  bull  turn  over — 

Momma's  gonna  buy  you  a dog  named  Rover: 

If  that  dog  named  Rover  won't  bark-- 
Momma's  gonna  buy  you  a horse  and  cart: 

If  that  horse  and  cart  fall  down — 

You'll  be  the  sweetest  little  baby  in  town. 

Hear , oh,  hea r the  night  bird  call . 

Soon,  oh,  soon , the  dark  wl 11  fall . 


wDcmotwvvnxDxauwxm  *ih**kk  micmxraxrt*. 

At  the  end  the  singer  croons  the  refrain,  very  softly: 
the  baby  is  asleep. 


When  I called  Arcan  Ridge  yesterday  morning  hell 
told  me  that  your  hot  weather  had  gone  at  last.  The  same 
with  us  and  a gentle  rain  is  falling  this  mornlng--Just 
what  we  need,  to  refill  our  springs  and  water  the  garden; 
and,  I might  add,  to  keep  us  Indoors  to  do  some  work,  in- 
stead of  climbing  the  hill  to  pick  blueberries  or  lying 
idle  in  the  sun--Robert  is  now  reading  Robert  Pfeiffer's 
book  on  the  Old  Testament  and  is  finding  it  immensely 
interesting.  He  has  not  yet  made  any  definite  plans,  except  to 
go  with  me  to  Eoston  to  see  THE  MIRACLE  WORKER  and  to  go 
south  before  the  snow  comes.  We  talk  about  you  and  Polly 
constantly  and  we  all  send  love,  me  especially, 

Nella 


Snowville,  Aug.  24,  1959 


r Evelyn, 


I am  returning  Miss  Powers'  letter, 
along  with  a carbon  of  my  reply.  I'll  send  her 
answer  when  I get  it.  I can't  imagine  what  Mrs. 
Briggs  did  on  THE  STORY  OR  MY  LIFE— must  have 
been  some  service  rendered  years  ago. 

Also  I am  returning  Katharine  Tyson's 
article.  I was  awfully  disappointed  iti  it — so  m 
errors  besides  the  ones  that  were  marked  and  she 
said  so  little  about  Teacher — but  I thought  you 
might  like  to  keep  it  in  the  files. 

I hope  Bill  is  feeling  much  better. 
The  fresh  cool  weather  ought  to  help.  It  was 
winter  here  yesterday,  not  so  cold  today. 

All  reports  are  that  the  rehearsals 
on  THE  MI RAC LB  WORKER  are  going  well,  but  Helen 
will  get  the  details  first — I shan't  get  them 
until  after  Mr.  Gibson's  letters  come  to  me  ^rom 
Mrs.  Scharoff.  Most  of  the  notes  I get  from  him 
are  concerned  with  business  and  these  would  not 
interest  Helen. 

As  I have  said  before,  please  take 
care  of  yourself. 


Af^ectionn  tely , 


August  2r,  19r'9 


Dear  Liiss  Powers:  • 

1,1 8 b Helen  ^alier  sent  me 
your  let'er  to  her  of  August  6 asking  or 
the  address  of  . rs.  hargaret  lirlgge.  ;he 
doer  no*  (now  anything  about  Mrs.  Briggs, 
nor  ?o  I,  bu*  If  you  will  tell,  uie  Just 
wh' t she  did  in  connection  with  H"  3T0RY 
••  LI  . which  on  It  lee  her  to 
In  royalty,  I might  be  able  to  furnish  a 
lead. 


inceroiy  yours. 


Ar? . . alia  oroddy  enney 
Attorney  for  Helen  Keller 


Miss  Ann  Towers 
Contract  Depl . 

houbloday  f CO. 
T75  had Ison  va. 
New  York  22,  N.v. 


August  28, 


1959 


Dear  Ken, 


If  you  think  it  is  all  right 
for  Simon  and  Schuster  to  quote  what 
they  want  from  THE  OF^N  DOOR  I am  sure 
it  is  all  right.  If  it  is  necessary 
for  me  to  sign  the  permissions  forms 
send  'em  along  and  I'll  take  care  of 
them. 

Very  hot  here — I hope  not 

there. 


Ever  yours. 


Mr.  Ken  McCormick 
Doubleday  & Co. 
575  Madison  Ave. 
New  York  22 

N.Y. 


Snowville,  Aug.  30,  1959 


Darling  Helen, 

That  Miss  Margaret  Briggs  about  whose 
addrese  Doubleday's  wrote  you  is  John  Macy ' s heir  and 
the  money  due  her  §185.98  is  John's  share  of  the 
royalty  from  THE  STORY  OF  MY  LIFE.  Apparently  you  and 
Teacher  made  an  arrangement  with  him  by  which  he  was  to 
receive  a certain  percentage  of  the  royalties  in  return 
for  the  work  that  he  did  in  editing  the  book.  No  one  has 
a right  to  this  money  except  John's  heirs  and  Doubleday's 
is  anxious  to  send  it  on.  It  was  in  1955  that  they 
received  a letter  from  the  American  Fletcher  National 
Bank  & Trust  Co.  stating  that  Mr.  Macy's  share  was  hence- 
forth payable  to  Miss  Margaret  Briggs.  Recently  they  have 
lost  track  of  her,  all  letters  that  they  have  sent  out 
have  been  returned.  Do  you  know  anybody  now  alive  who  might 
know  anything  about  Miss  Briggs?  I think  the  woman  John 
taught  and  the  child  died  and  I do  not  know  of  any  member  of 
his  family  or  any  close  friend  who  survives.  It  would  be  helpful 
to  Doubleday's  if  we  could  think  of  someone  to  refer  them  to. 

We  are  very  troubled  about  my  brother  Jake. 

About  two  months  ago  he  developed  a corneal  ulcer  on  one  of 
his  eyes;  Instead  of  Improving  it  has  developed  into  an 
abscess.  His  ophthalmologist  treats  it  every  day  and  Jake 
when  we  offered  to  come  out  to  Ohio  to  see  him  stoically 
insisted  that  he  was  all  right  and  didn't  need  us.  He  has 
always  been  very  self-sufficient,  too  much  so  we  have  thought. 
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In  the  midst  of  this  his  wife  returned  to  New  York,  whether 
temporarily  or  permanently  we  do  not  know  and  dare  not  ask. 

All  we  can  do  at  the  moment  is  to  stand  by  and  hope  for  the 
best . 

It  is  very  good  news  that  THE  MIRACLE  WORKER 

rehearsals  are  off  to  a good  start.  As  Robert  said,  you  can 

recover  from  a bad  start  on  any  project,  but  it  is  better  not 

to  have  to.  Yesterday  Robert  and  I were  talking  about  our 

forthcoming  trip  to  Boston  towards  the  end  of  Sept,  to  see 

I f y 

the  play  and  that  brought  up  the  happy  occasion  when  you  and 
Polly  and  I went  up  to  Boston  to  see  the  commissioning  of 
the  Mansfield  and  afterwards  had  dinner  at  Braemar  Country 
Club  with  Win  and  Ann  Dow.  Win  and  Ann,  who  live  in  E 
Wellesley  Hills  near  Boston  will  join  us  at  THE  MIRACLE  WORKER 
and  Robert  exclaimed  "Wouldn1 t it  be  wonderful  if  we  could 
have  a reunion  of  all  that  were  present  that  night,  especially 
if  we  could  have  Helen  and  Polly  with  usl"  Wonderful  indeed, 
but  we  don't  have  to  be  physically  together  to  have  a reunion: 
you  and  Polly  will  be  with  us  anyway. 

We  none  of  us  found  Lawrence  Lee's  short  story 
in  The  Saturday  Evening  Post  very  compelling,  though  it  was 
pleasant  enough.  The  theme,  as  stated  by  the  young  man  who 
is  the  central  figure  is,  "You  can't  control  everything 
that  happens  in  life.  But  when  there  is  something  good  and 
beautiful,  you  can  appreciate  it.  I guess  it's  seeing  that 
the  good  moments  are  there  that  matters."  The  trouble  is  that 
the  theme  was  worked  out  in  a not  very  convincing  love  story. 
In  every  letter  I have  from  Lawrence  he  speaks  of  you  and 
Polly:  "I  love  and  admire  them  so  much,"  he  said  recently. 
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I have  been  meaning  to  tell  you  that  not  long  ago  I 
ran  across  a survey  that  had  been  made  to  find  out  what  were 
the  three  favorite  flowers  in  American  gardens.  How  before  you 
go  on,  pause  to  think  what  three  are  your  favorites.  The 
survey  came  up  with  marigolds,  petunias,  and  zinnias.  I like 
them  all,  but  I think  perhaps  the  chief  reason  why  they  won 
out  over  all  others  is  that  they  are  so  easy  to  grow  that 
everyone  can  have  them.  I would  be  hard  put  to  it  to  select  my 
©e  favorite,  but  if  I had  to  I think  it  would  be  the  little 
viola  called  Johnny-Jump-Up  or  Heartsease.  Their  bright  little 
faces  were  open  to  greet  us  when  we  got  here  early  in  May  and 
they  are  still  blooming  and  will  continue  to  bloom  until  frost 
comes.  They  "ease  my  heart"  whenever  I look  at  them. 

I don't  know  if  you  are  aware  of  what  the  florists 
are  doing  to  our  old-fashioned  flowers.  One  trend  is  towards 
gigantism.  They  proudly  advertise  delphiniums  and  hollyhocks 
that  will  grow  to  be  9 and  10  feet  tall;  they  have  developed 
some  beautiful  colors,  but  to  me  these  monsters  lack  the  charm 
of  the  simple,  modest  delphiniums  and  hollyhocks  that  still 
grow  against  the  walls  of  farmhouses  throughout  New  England. 
They  have  giant  pansies,  giant  nasturtiums,  giant  petunias, 
giant  zinnias,  giant  everything.  And  the-:  seem  bent — I might 
say  hell-bent  on  making  the  flowers  of  one  plant  look  like 

those  of  another;  hence  we  have  chrysanthemum-flowered 

aJL 

marigolds,  dahlia-flowered  zinnias,  camellia-f  lower/i  balsams, 
and  so  on  and  on.  Also  they  are  tampering  with  various 
flowers  to  make  them  more  showy:  fluted  pansies,  ruffled 
snapdragons,  frilled  petunias,  double  nasturtiums — there 
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seems  to  be  no  end  to  it.  But  fortunately  there  is  a revolt 
among  home  gardeners.  Many  of  us  are  now  giving  special 
care  to  the  simple  flowers  we  loved  in  our  childhood.  *'e 
Our  house  at  the  moment  is  fragrant  with  great  bunches  of 


sweet-peas  from  our  garden:  they  are^giant  or  doubled  or 
frilled  or  fluted  and  they  don't  look  like  any  other  flower 

in  the  world;  they  are  their  own  lovely  selves  and  the 

/ — 1 

colors — pink  and  white  and  lavendar  and  purple  are  the  colors 

A 

we  have  always  known. 

The  coons  have  not  appeared  in  a long  time  and 

tVJXU 

we  think  they  mad«  have  gone  into  the  deep  woods  to  find  a hollow 

A* 

tree  where  they  can  spend  the  winter  in  comfort.  Signs  of  fall 
are  everywhere,  even  some  of  the  maples  are  turning  ees  red  and 
yellow  and  this  means  that  the  season  will  come  early. 

Keith  and  I had  our  33rd  wedding  anniversary 
last  Friday.  A long  time,  but  I met  you  and  Teacher  before  I 
met  him.  I was  thinking  that  day  of  how  much  you  had  meant  to 
me  and  I decided  that  the  best  of  it  was  that  in  all  these 
years  I had  never  doubted  your  love  for  me  and  I knew  that 
you  had  never  doubted  mine  for  you--it  is  here  now,  for  you 
and  Polly,  in  all  abundance,  always, 


Nella 


Snowvllle,  Sept.  3,  1959 


Darling  Helen, 

Bill  Gibson  telephoned  me  from  New  York 
yesterday  because  he  wanted  to  keep  you  and  me  abreast  of 
what  is  happening  on  THE  MIRACLE  WORKER  and  during  these 
strenuous  days  of  rehearsal  he  simply  doesn't  have  time 
to  write.  Up  to  yesterday  they  had  been  rehearsing 
separate  scenes,  but  yesterday  they  put  the  whole  play 
together  and  ran  through  it.  Some  of  the  scenes  which  were 
fine  by  themselves  are  not  so  good  now  that  they  are  a part 
of  the  whole.  Some  of  them  must  be  cut,  some  of  them  must  be 
lengthened,  some  of  them  must  be  softened,  some  of  them 
emphasized.  This  happens  with  every  play  and  sometimes  the 
author  (Bill)  and  the  director  (Arthur  Penn)  have  to  stay 
up  until  three  and  four  o'clock  in  the  morning  working  on  it. 
The  actors  have  to  learn  the  new  lines  and  everything  is  flone 
over  and  over  and  over  again  as  they  seek  perfection.  They 
are  not  worried,  but  they  are  working  awfully,  awfully  hard. 

I knew  that  Annie  Bancroft  had  been  visiting 
handicapped  children  in  hospitals  and  schools,  but  it  was  not 
until  Bill  told  me  that  I knew  she  had  gone  to  come  kind  of 
convention  In  Chicago  (I  believe  for  the  deaf,  but  you  will 
probably  know  anyway);  a deaf-blind  woman  was  there  without 
an  interpreter,  so  Annie  took  over  and  spelled  the  proceedings 
to  her  for  four  days.  She  is  herself  a quite  remarkable 
young  woman  and  I hope  some  day  to  have  you  and  Polly  meet 
her.  She  injured  her  leg  a day  or  two  in  the  rehearsal  of 
that  scene  at  the  breakfast  table  which  Teacher  describes  in 
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one  of  her  letters  to  Mrs.  Hopkins;  it  is  not  serious,  but 
at  the  moment  she  is  limping  through  her  scenes.  The  little 
girl  Patty  Duke  who  plays  you  is  unbelievably  good — they  all 
think  so  and  I thought  so  too  when  I saw  her  on  TV  a while  back. 

Y/e  had  very  good  news  from  Jake  night  before  last 
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when  he  telephoned.  The  abjcess  on  his  eye  is  healing  at 
last  and  his  wife  is  back  with  him  in  Ohio.  I think  now  that 
she  had  gone  to  New  York  simply  on  a business  trip,  but  we  knew 
that  she  was  having  a most  difficult  time  in  adjusting  to 
country  life.  She  had  never  lived  anywhere  except  in  a city  — 
Chicago  or  New  York--and  she  misses  all  the  advantages  they 
give.  I can  sympathize  because  in  reverse  I would  have  a hard 
time — to  live  where  I had  nothing  but  pavement  under  my 
feet  when  I went  outside  is  something  I would  rather  not 
think  about. 

We  have  a friend  visiting  us  and  Keith  and  I are 
down  in  the  Annex  sitting  at  our  desks  with  a wood  fire 
burning  in  the  Franklin  stove.  She  is  up  in  the  main  part 
of  the  house  reading  the  script  of  THE  MIRACLE  WORKER — she 
is  very  much  interested.  Her  aunt  was  Lucille  Goldthwaite 
who  was  once  head  of  the  department  for  the  blind  at  the 
New  York  Public  Library.  It  is  good  that  we  have  so  many 
different  places  to  be  .}^ef,e-—this  is  our  seventh  day  of  rain 
and  fog  and  drizzle  and  if  we  all  had  to  stay  in  the  living 
room  all  day  xRua  I think  some  of  us  would  begin  Jumping  out 
windows . 

Robert  and  Keith  and  Bertha  all  send  love  to  you  and 
Polly  and  I do  too--always, 


Nella 


Snowville,  New  Hampshire 
Sept.  5,  1959 


Dear  Mr.  Harris: 


Bill  Gibson  said  I might  write  you 
for  tickets  for  THE  MIRACLE  WORKER.  I should  like 
two  on  the  aisle,  fifth  row  center,  for  the 
opening  night  in  Boston  (Sept.  29  I believe)  or 
as  near  this  as  possible.  My  brother  Is  slightly 
deaf  and  needs  to  be  close  and  I might  have  an  attack 
of  the  ^‘.Hoping  Jitters — not  that  I expect  to,  but  — . 
I '.m  inclosing  a check  In  blank  in  payment. 

Sincerely  yours, 


Mrs.  Nella  B.  Henney 


Mr.  Joseph  Harris 
THE  MIRACLE  WORKER  CO. 
1501  Broadway 
Now  York  ?6 

N.Y. 


Snowville,  N.H 
Sept  . 5,  1959 


Dear  Evelyn, 


I opened  the  inclosed  letter  from  the 
ARMED  FORCES  MAGAZINE  thinking  it  might  he  something 
I could  take  care  of  for  you,  but  after  looking  it 
over  I decided  that  perhaps  Mr.  Boulter  might  like  to 
write  Mr.  Rahman.  If  he  doesn't  want  to,  Just  send  him 
one  of  your  nice  letters  of  refusal. 

The  letter  from  Miss  Fowers  and  X my  answer 
I am  sending  for  the  files. 

So  glad  that  Bill  is  improving  so  satisfactorily. 
Clear  weather  at  last  will  help  us  all. 

Rehearsals  are  going  along  very  well  on 
THE  MIRACLE  WORKER,  but  it  is  a tense  and  busy  time  for 
everyone  connected  with  it.  Bill  Gibson  telephoned  me 
the  other  day  to  say  that  he  didn't  have  time  to  write 
but  wanted  Helen  and  me  to  know  how  they  were  getting 
on.  I wrote  Helen. 

I wonder  if  you  have  the  schedule: 

Locust  Theater,  Philadelphia,  Sept.  12-26 

Wilbut?  Theater,  Boston,  Sept.  29-0ct.  10 

Playhouse  Theater,  N.Y.  Oct.  19 

My  brother  Robert  (the  Navy  brother  whom  you 
met)  and  I are  going  over  to  Boston  to  sp^nd  a few 
days  with  the  production.  Tickets  are  already  hard  to 
get  there!  I hop*3  the  good  progress  continues. 


Affectionately , 


Snowville,  New  Hampshire,  Sept.  8,  1959 


Oeareet  Nancy, 


My  Navy  brother — R<  bert  that  is — will  escort 
me  t Boston  on  fept.  27  to  hang  around  THE  KIEACL2  WORKER 
for  a few  days.  Opening  night  Is  Sept.  29  at  the 
Wilbur  Theater  and  the  play  will  be  there  until  Oct. 

10.  Last  spring  you  said  that  you  and  Kit  might  come 
over  for  It.  Any  chance?  Tickets  are  already  tight  and 
I would  want  you  to  have  the  very  best.  Adele  too  if  she 
should  be  with  you.  My  brother  will  probably  stay  with 
friends,  but  I ain't  going  to  stay  with  nobody.  I have 
written  for  a studio  room  at  the  Statler  Sept.  27-30,  but 
would  try  to  extend  it  a few  days  if  it  meant  seeing  you. 
Rehearsals  are  going  well  and  I have  the  greatest 
confidence  in  everybody,  but  I'll  have  more  peace  of  mind 
after  the  New  York  opening  on  Oct.  19. 

I talk  to  Arcan  Ridge  every  Sunday,  some- 
times to  Polly,  sometimes  not.  she  has  gentled  down  a lot 
and  oeetus  to  be  fading  away.  Her  brother  is  most  anxious 
to  come  to  see  her,  is  not  really  well  enough  to  make  the 
trip  and  Isabel  is  against  it.  I think  it  would  be  dis- 
astrous both  for  him  and  Polly,  but  I talked  with  folly 
about  it  on  Sunday  and  she  said  "Tell  him  to  wait  until 
I am  better."  So  she  hasn't  given  up.  Helen  had  a 
bad  time  with  eczema  during  the  hot  weather,  but  has 
improved.  Mrs.  Corbally  is  awfully  careful  with  them  and 
has  been  perfectly  wonderful  with  Polly;  she  was  not 
there  the  day  Kit  called,  but  they  all  appreciated  her 
thoughtfulness.  lolly  doesn't  want  to  see  anybody;  Helen 
urges  her,  but  not  too  much.  I have  dithered  with  myself 
about  going  down,  but  have  decided  against  it.  Maybe  we 
can  go  together  after  we  return  to  New  York. 


Much  love  always, 


September  8,  1959 


Dear  3ert, 


I knew  the  minute  I read  your  letter  what 
I would  say  about  your  coming  over  to  see  Polly,  but 
I felt  that  the  decision  was  so  Important  that  lolly 
herself  ought  to  make  It,  or  at  least  to  be  in  on  It, 
and  so  I waited  until  after  I had  talked  with  her.  I 
telephoned  her  yesterday  morning,  as  I always  do  on 
Sunday,  and  she  said  "Tell  him  to  wait  until  I am 
better."  And  I said,  "You  know  that  he  will  come  any 
time  If  you  give  the  word  and  it  is  a wonderful  thing 
to  know."  She  said  Yes,  but  again  said  Tell  him  to 
wait . 


I know  how  your  heart  strains  to  be  with 
her,  but  I truly  think  it  would  be  disastrous  for 
both  of  you--ths  meeting  would  tear  you  to  pieces, 
both  of  you,  and  to  no  purpose.  Polly  knows  that  she 
1 8 secure  in  your  love,  but  she  simply  hasn't  the 
strength  for  a visit  with  you.  It  hurts  her  to  have 
anyone  see  her  as  she  is  now  and  because  of  her  great 
love  for  you  it  would  hurt  her  almost  beyond  bearing 
to  have  you  see  her  now.  Visitors  of  any  kind  upset  her 
and  it  is  because  I am  afraid  that  I would  that  I have 
not  been  at  Arcan  Ridge  at  all  this  summer.  I write  to 
Helen  constantly  and  I talk  at  least  once  a week  either 
with  Polly  or  Mrs.  Corbally:  sometimes  Polly  is  too 
tired  to  come  to  the  telephone,  sometimes  she  is  asleep 
and  I don't  want  to  have  her  wakened.  A miracle  would 
have  to  take  place  to  enable  her  and  Helen  to  leave 
home  for  even  a short  trip.  I had  wanted  them  and  Mrs. 
Corbally  to  come  up  to  the  hills  for  a week  or  two  of 
peace,  but  it  was  decided  that  the  Journey  would  be  too 
much  for  Polly,  however  luxurious  the  conditions  of 
travel.  Miracles  happen — I've  seen  them  har pen — but  here 
I see  no  hope  for  the  one  we  all  long  for  so  much. 

Polly  and  Helen  and  Mrs.  Corbally  too  enjoy  your  letters: 
keep  writing  often — the  letters  help  the  morale  of  the 
entire  household. 

F611y  has  gentled  down  a great  deal  and 
does  not  fight  and  fret  about  her  condition  as  she 
did  in  the  beginning,  but,  she  has  not  given  up.  Yvery 
time  I talk  with  her  she  says  "I'll  see  it  through." 

She  is  determined  to  get  better  and  Polly's  determination 
in  itself  has  always  been  one  of  the  wonders  of  the 
world.  But  the  answer  to  your  letter  is  Don't  come. 

Don't  come  now.  If  the  answer  had  been  different  I 
would  have  cabled  you. 

Affectionately,  sadly, 

(M  4 N 


Snowville,  Sept.  8,  1959 


Darling  Helen, 

Robert  left  yesterday  morning  to  spend  a 
few  days  with  old  friends  at  Salter's  Foint  on  the  seashore 
in  Massachusetts.  He  will  go  to  Garden  City  for  a week  or  so, 
then  return  here  in  time  to  escort  me  to  Boston  for  THE 
MIRACLE  WORKER. 

I don't  if  I ever  told  you  that  Robert  for 
many  years  has  copied  down  for  a sort  of  memory  book  bits 
of  poetry  and  prose  that  he  knew  he  would  like  to  refer  to 
again.  He  memorized  many  of  them  and  on  deck  at  night  alone 
used  to  repeat  them  to  himself  and  throughout  his  life  they 

have  given  him  comfort  and  strength  in  times  of  crisis.  The 
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ending  of  THANflTOPSIS  was  with  him  the  night  he  made  the 
landing  at  Safi  and  won  the  Navy  Cross  for  bravery.  When 
we  were  talking  a few  evenings  ago  he  showed  me  a quotation 
from  THE  WIDOW  IN  BYE  STREET  by  John  Masefield  which  upheld 
him  in  the  agonizing  days  when  Bobsy  was  leaving  him  and  he 
knew  that  his  children  would  not  grow  up  in  a normal  home. 

I think  it  so  fine  that  I am  sending  it  to  you  with  this.  No 
one  reads  Masefield  any  more,  in  fact,  the  younger  generation 
now  probably  reads  less  poetry  than  any  generation  that  has 
llvai-  since  Homer  "smote  his  bloomin'  lyre"  and  the  people 
gathered  around  to  listen.  Such  a great  loss,  it  seems  to  me, 
to  live  without  poetry. 

Bert  wants  terribly  to  come  over  to  see  Folly, 
but  he  is  really  not  well  enough  to  make  the  trip.  I talked 
with  Tolly  about  it  yesterday  and  she  said  "Tell  him  to  wait 
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until  I am  better."  I feel  sure  that  this  is  wise,  for 
both  their  sakes,  but  if  you  or  Folly  give  the  word  I 
know  he  will  make  the  effort  at  all  costs.  He  loves  you 
both  very  much.  And  so  do  I,  and  so  do  I, 

Nella 


Some  of  life's  sad  ones  are  too  strong  to  die, 
Grief  doesn't  kill  them  as  it  kills  the  weak. 
Sorrow  is  not  for  those  who  sit  and  cry 
Lapped  in  the  love  of  turning  t'other  cheek, 

But  for  the  noble  souls  austere  and  bleak 

Who  have  had  the  bitter  dose  and  drained  the  cup 

And  wait  for  death  fore-fronted,  standing  up. 

As  the  last  man  upon  a sinking  ship 

Seeing  the  brine  creep  brightly  on  the  deck, 

ns 

Heading  aloft  the  slatting  topsails  rip, 

Ripping  to  rags  among  the  topmast' s wreck, 

Yet  hoists  the  new  red  ensign  without  speck, 

That  she,  so  fair,  may  sink  with  colors  flying 
So  the  old  widowed  mother*  kept  from  dying. 


From:  THE  WIDOW  IN  BYE  STREET  by  John  Masefield 


Snowvllle,  New  Hampshire 
Sept.  9,  1959 


Dear  Ken, 


Ho1l,n  „ , ,jer®  10  t-li0  signed  permission  form  for  the 

U°fo;92.Un^U?lL9s!9Pi  P9rhSP3  X'a  'ta“*^v. 


Yours, 


Mr.  Ken  McCormick 
Doubleday  & Co. 
575  Madison  Ave. 
New  York  22 

N.Y. 


nowvllle,  Rew  Hampshire 

**pt.  10,  1959 


D~er  hr.  Harris: 


Nsw  York: 


e tickets  for  the  opening  night.  In 


2 without  fall  to 

*r.  A rs.  Jerome  Hcharoff 
16^7  hlchael-willlaa  Roa<l 
Herrick,  Lon?;  Inland 
Now  York 

Ktr.  hcharoff  Is  vital  to  Helen's  life  now  and  to 
ue  all  In  communicating  with  her.  I t"  Ink  the  , reduction 
should  pay  for  these. 

2 without  fall  to 

General  and  lro.  Edwin  Clark 
RFD 

Westport 

Connecticut 

I want  to  pay  for  then©  end  asi  Inclosing  a check 
in  blAnk  for  then. 

Let  Bill  decide  whether  or  not  opening  night 
tickets  should  be  o^'ered  to  Miss  Keller's  financial  trustees. 
I think  tickets  should  be  offered  them  somewhere  along  the 
line,  not  necessarily  for  the  first  night.  Two  each. 

Here  are  thslr  addresses: 

Kr.  James  Adams 
9 Fscksland  Road 
Oreenwlch 
Connecticut 

Hr.  Jansen  toy©*  Jr. 

Hemphill  4 Noyes 
15  Broad  St. 

New  York,  R.Y . 

hr.  Blehnrd  hi  gel 
King,  .uirk  A Co. 

25  Broadway 
hew  York,  R.Y. 

Later  there  will  b<*  requests  for  six  pairs  of 
tickets  for  members  of  las  slier' s household,  but  we  needn't 
bother  with  thee  yet.  X am  sorry  to  trouble  you  when  you 


Snowvllle,  Sept.  12,  19 59 


Darling  Helen, 

Two  of  those  recent  books  about  you  were 
mentioned  in  last  Sunday's  Hew  York  Times  Book  Review, 

THE  HELEN  KELLER  STORY  by  Catherine  Owens  Peare  and 
VALIANT  COMPANIONS  by  Helen  Elmira  Waite.  I quote: 

(Virginia:  please  Insert  marked  passage  from 
inclosed  page  from  the  Times) 

I don't  agree  with  the  reviewer  that  the 
books  are  "excellent,"  but  I may  be  over-critical.  I am 
accustomed  to  the  story  in  yours  and  Teacher's  words  and 
both  these  books  seem  rather  pallid  to  me.  But  the  story  is 
so  wonderful  it  ought  to  be  told  over  and  over  again  and 
these  books  are  both  for  young  people  and  it  is  the  young 
people  who  most  of  all  need  to  hear  it. 

A day  or  two  ago  I had  a letter  from  a 
young  woman,  Martha  Dow,  who  was  a little  girl  14  years 
ago  when  you  and  Polly  and  I went  to  Boston  for  the 
commissioning  of  the  Mansfield . She  is  the  daughter  of 
close  friends  of  Robert,  now  teaching  dramatics 

at  Bennett  College.  She  saw  the  TV  production  of  THE  MIRACLE 
WORKER  and  loved  it,  "But,"  she  continued,  "it  was  more  than 
the  production,  it  was  the  story  that  excited  me.  We  take  so 
for  granted  the  gifts  of  seeing  and  hearing  and  speaking--f or 
they  surely  are  gifts--it  is  good  to  be  reminded  of  this. 
Perhaps  if  we  could  not  see  or  hear  or  speak  we  would  want 
to  find  a way  beyond  ourselves  to  reach  a deeper  understanding 
by  becoming  a part  of  the  story  of  a woman  who  had  to  learn  a 
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new  way  to  speak  and  understand  we  can  renew  our  sometimes 
forgotten  gratitude.  And  too,  this  is  a story  of  great 
courage  and  patience  and  this  is  a time  when  these  talents 
are  needed  so  desperately.  You  can  see  that  I am  tremendously 
in  favor  of  this  story  being  produced.  I look  forward  eagerly 
to  seeing  it." 

Oh,  Helen,  I have  never  missed  you  and  Polly  quite 

so  much  as  I do.  We've  always  seen  things  through  together 

and  I feel  so  alone  with  you  there  and  me  here.  Everything 

seems  to  be  going  marvellously  with  the  play,  but  now  and 

then  I have  a severe  attack  of  the  galloping  jitters  and  I 

don't  expect  to  get  over  them  until  after  the  opening  night 

on  Erowadway . I am  so  glad  that  Robert  will  be  with  me  in 

Boston  and  I shall  try  to  get  in  touch  with  Matilde  Pfeiffer, 

of 

but  nobody  can  take  the  place  xjqi*  you  and  Polly.  I long  for 
you  both,  I long,  for  you,  with  love, 

Nella 


Sept.  13,  19  59 


Dear  Ken, 


Our  letters  crossed  In  the  mall.  On 
Sept.  9 I sent  you  a.  signed  form  giving 
permission  to  Simon  and  Schuster  to  ouote 
from  Helen's  writings  in  DALE  CARNEGIE'S 
SCRAPBOOK.  It  is  not  necessary  to  send 
the  forms  to  Helen — I have  for  some  years 
had  her  power  of  attorney  to  set  in  such 
matters.  I am  returning  one  of  the  forms 
you  sent  and  keeping  the  carbon  (it  isn't 
a carbofa,  I mean  the  duplicate)  for  Helen's 
files.  I think  this  straightens  us  out. 

All  best, 


Mr.  Ken  McCormick 
Doubleday  & Co. 
575  Hadison  Ave. 
New  York  22 

N.Y. 


Snowvllie,  Sept.  14,  1959 


"*E‘  - ' t*i  nJ-c-dX  }^jxa±~Q_  A, 

/£,  \JL)  ?.  I I 

Darling  Helen, 

I haven't  been  sending  you  any  articles 
the  last  few  months  because  it  has  been  so  hot  and 
because  I haven't  run  across  any  that  I thought  you  would 
find  particularly  interesting,  but  Keith  and  I have  just 
read  one  in  HOLIDAY  MAGAZINE  which  we  both  thought  you 
would  like.  It  is  called  "races  from  the  Sky"  and  it 
gives  a picture  of  what  the  world  may  be  like  a few  years 
from  now— a picture  not  entirely  pleasant,  in  spots 
rather  terrifying  in  fact,  but  it  may  be  inevitable.  I 
think  our  generation  has  seen  more  changes  than  any  other 
that  has  ever  lived:  when  I tell  young  people  that  I 
can  remember  the  first  automobile  I ever  saw  they  look  at 
ue  as  if  they  thought  I had  just  stepped  off  Hoah* s Ark. 

Later  today  I hope  to  know  more  about 
THE  MIRACLE  YORKER  triumph  in  Philadelphia.  I thought  Bill 
was  awfully  good  to  telephone  yesterday  morning.  Cf  course 
triumph  in  Philadelphia  doesn't  MSKasaatixwi  necessarily 
nean  that  there  will  be  a triumph  in  Boston  and  and  a 
triumph  in  both  places  doesn't  necessarily  mean  that  there 
will  be  a triumph  in  i\ew  York,  but  the  auspices  are  good. 
If  it  turns  out  to  be  the  success  that  we  hope  it  means 
that  you  will  in  time  make  quite  a bit  of  money  out  of  it., 
enough  to  form  a very  substantial  contribution  to  your 
household  and  I know  this  will  make  you  happy.  If  it  is 
as  profoundly  moving  and  beautiful  as  I think  it  is,  it 
will  make  an  immeasurable  contribution  to  your  work,  for 
it  will  bring  vividly  before  thousands  of  people  the 


meaning  and  value  of  your  life — and  Teacher's  life.  I hadn't 
known  how  tense  I was  until  after  Bill's  call,  then  in  the 
wave  of  relief  that  followed  I discovered  suddenly  that  I 
was  exhausted. 

Nancy  telephoned  last  night  to  find  out  the  news  and 
was  very  pleased.  She  hopes  to  join  Robert  and  me  in  Boston, 
but  Kit  is  getting  ready  to  set  out  with  Brian  Aherne  in 
DEAR  LIAR.  He  has  been  at  the  Vineyard  to  rehearse  with  her 
and  they  have  a strenuous  time  ahead.  Because  so  many  trains 
have  been  discontinued  all  over  the  country  they  will  travel 
in  a sort  of  big  trailer  called  a Land  Cruiser.  The  stage 
manager  will  double  in  brass,  as  the  saying  goes,  as  chauffeur. 
Kit  and  SaxtMK  G-ertrude  Macy  and  Nancy  (she  will  be  the  cook) 
and  Brian  Aherne  will  all  be  in  it,  rather  close  quarters 
for  so  many,  but  it  seems  the  surest  and  wisest  way  to  get 
from  one  city  to  another. 

When  I see  the  play  I shall  look  at  it  with  many 
eyes  besides  my  own:  vrith  yours  and  Polly's  and  Lenore's 
and  Elsa's  and  Ned's  and  Conrad's  and  hundreds  of  others 
and  Teacher  will  be  looking  over  my  shoulder—none  of  the 
eyes  will  be  unfriendly,  but  they  will  all  be  critical.  I 
dreamed  about  them  the  other  night,  which  gives  you  a rough 
idea  of  the  state  I am  in.  I hope  to  remain  cool,  calm,  and 
collected— I' d be  sure  of  it  if  you  and  Polly  were  with  me. 

Love,  love,  love,  Nella 


Cept . 17,  1959 


Dear  Leah, 


The  thrilling  reviews  from  Philadelphia 
are  nov  on  their  vay  to  the  transcriber  to  be 
Brallled  for  Helen  heller  so  she  can  have  the 
pleasure  of  re°  ‘’ing  them  wi*h  her  own  fingers  and 
communicating  them  to  her  household.  You  and  Bill 
have  always  been  so  thoughtful  about  keeping  me 
abreast  of  things  and  I have  always  appreciated  it. 

I expect  to  see  the  play  in  Boston.  Vlll 
you  be  there?  If  so  we'll  meet  then.  I feel  like  the 
proud  and  anxious  grandmother  of  everybody! 


Sincerely , 


Mrs.  Leah  Salisbury 


Snowville,  Sept.  17,  1959 


Darling  Helen, 


Here  are  the  very  first  reviews  of  THE  MIRACLE 
WORKER  at  its  very  first  performance  before  the  public.  Leah 
Salisbury,  Bill's  agent  (also  the  agent  of  Christopher  Fry 
and  many  other  distinguished  playwrights),  a woman  of  vast 
experience, wrote  me:  "In  my  many  years  in  the  theater  I 
have  never  heard  such  an  ovation--the  audience  literally 
stood  up  and  shouted  not  only  'bravo,'  but  'wonderful'  and 
'great' — and  they  did  not  stop  until  Bill  went  up  on  the 
stage  and  took  a short  humble  bow  and  then  straightened 
up  and  applauded  his  wonderful  actors — Anne  Bancroft  and 
Patty  Duke  especially--but  the  whole  cast  were  simply 
wonderful'. 


"There  are  things  to  be  done--cuts  to  be  made-- 
work  in  every  branch  of  the  play  but  nothing  structural, 
nothing  very  troublesome--and  the  combined  talents  of 
those  three  men:  Gibson,  Coe  and  Penn  and  their  superb 
cast  already  has  and  will  result  in  a play  Helen  Keller 
would  be  proud  of." 

Everyone  in  the  cast  has  loved  the  play  from  the 
beginning,  which  means  of  course  that  they  are  in  love  with 
you  and  Teacher;  they  evidently  present  it  in  such  a way 
that  the  audience  is  right  up  there  on  the  stage  with  you 
and  Teacher  in  that  monumental  battle  towards  a triumph 
that  is  everlasting.  I'll  tell  you  much,  much  more  after 
Robert  and  I have  seen  it  in  Boston.  How  I wish  you  and 
Polly  could  be  with  us--but  I've  said  that  before-- 


Love  always,  Nella 


Sept.  17,  1959 


Dear  Mr.  Harris: 


If  there  should  be  a scrabble  for 
seats  on  7H”  IRACLE  WORKER'S  first  night  in  New 
York  I hope  special  attention  can  bo  given  to  the 
request  of  Mrs.  Adele  Levy  for  four  tickets.  Tho 
reason  I ask  t is  Is  that  Mrs.  Levy  and  her  hush and 
Dr.  David  Levy  have  long  been  very  close  to  Helen 
Hxixn  Keller  and  have  been  of  supreme  importance 
to  her  during  these  last  two  troubled  years.  >’rs. 
Levy  will  pay  ’or  the  tickets  herself:  tho 
request  may  come  through  Miss  Gertrude  Macy 
(Katharine  Cornell  I reductions)  or  through  Mrs. 

Levy  whose  New  York  address  is  993  Fifth  Ave. 

Sincerely  yours. 


Nella  Henney 


Mr.  Joseph  Harris 
THE  MIRACLE  WORKER  CO. 
If 01  Broadway 
New  York  36 

N.Y. 


rept . 18,  1959 


r\  9 5 


■’ear  Kr.  tone: 


Kies  Helen  Keller  has  asked  me  to 
thank  you  for  your  letter  of  August  31  and  the 
to  copies  of  your  fine  magazine. 

I am  sorry  to  have  to  tell  you 
that  because  of  the  grave  Illness  of  Kiss  ;olly 
Thomaon  who  has  been  her  companion  for  more  than 
forty  years  Miss  Keller  has  put  aside  all  writing 
for  th=  time  being,  except  that  which  Is  directly 
concerned  with  her  work  for  the  blind  and  the  deaf. 
Che  sends  her  regrets  with  mine. 

sincerely  yours, 


rs.  Nelln  Bra ’Ay  Kenney 
Attorney  for  Helen  Keller 


Mr.  ?d  Stone 

Associate  Editor,  CONTACT 
751  Bridgeway 

FOB  306 

Sausallto,  California 


Snowvi lie , Sept.  24,  1959 


Darling  helen, 

I am  sending  you  excerpts  from  another 
Philadelphia  review  of  THE  MIRACLE  WORKER.  From  now 

on  I will  edit  the  reviews  so  that  you  don't  have  to 

read  the  same  thing  over  again,  the  recapitulation  of  the 

story,  etc.,  etc. 

There  were  feature  articles  in  two  of 
the  Philadelphia  Sunday  papers,  one  about  Annie  Bancroft, 
telling  about  how  she  was  born  in  the  Bronx  and  how  she  got 
on  the  stage,  rather  silly  I thought  but  full  of  praise  for 
her  artistry.  The  other  is  about  the  play.  It  is  compared 
with  THE  DEATH  OF  A SALESMAN,  A STREETCAR  NAMED  DESIRE, 
XXEXXHXXSIXKX  and  THE  DIARY  OF  ANNE  FRANK.  "This,"  the 
author  continues,  "puts  Just  about  as  good  a bracket  around 
William  Gibson's  new  drama  as  we  could  design.  ..It  suggests 
the  emotional  depths  plumbed  in  the  story  of  the  salvation  of 
Helen  Keller's  inspiration  for  the  world's  afflicted;  it  indicates 
the  rapt  bemusement  of  the  audience  which,  on  opening  night 
and  ever  since,  has  alternated  between  breathless  silence 
and  spontaneous  applause.... 

"We  add  this  exuberance:  The  play  that  beats 
THE  MIRACLE  WORKER  will  be  one  worth  waiting  for... 

"In  THE  MIRACLE  WORKER  the  fire  of  Inspiration 
has  really  descended  upon  them  ^I.e.,  the  Gibson-Coe-Penn 
team,.  For  Gibson... we  are  already  touting  Pulitzer  honors." 

Several  reviewers  have  spoken  of  minor  flaws, 
almost  apologetically:  the  play  is  too  long,  some  of  the 
supporting  chafcacters  are  not  as  effective  as  they  might  be-- 


but  Fred  and  Arthur  and  Bill  are  very  conscious  of  these 
things  and  are  working  on  them  and  will  continue  tp  work 
on  them  until  they  have  come  as  near  to  human  perfection 
as  possible.  Also,  I learned  from  Bill's  agent,  Mrs.  Leah 
Salisbury,  that  people  are  flocking  to  see  it.  Robert 
and  I will  flock  to  Boston  on  Sunday;  the  play  opens  there 
the  following  Tuesday,  but  I want  to  prowl  around  back- 
stage  on  Monday  so  I can  report  to  you  everything  that  is 
going  on.  We  shall  be  at  the  Ritz  and  so  will  Bill  and 
Arthur  and  Annie  and  I think  most  of  the  others.  I shall 
write  you  as  soon  as  we  get  back  to  Snowville,  which  should 
be  the  first  or  second  of  October. 

I am  very  happy  about  the  way  things  are  going 
and  I know  that  you  and  Polly  are  too.  Love  to  you  both 
always--you  will  be  with  me  every  minute  in  Boston. 


Nella 


Snowvllle,  Sept.  2^,  1959 


Dear  Virginia, 


To  answer  your  questions  first: 

vea,  your  tickets  are  for  thR  first  night 
Oct.  19.  I think  it  unlikely  that  you  will  be  able  t.o 
get  another  ticket— the  first  night  has  been  sold  out 
for  some  time  and  the  excitement  from  the  reviews  In 
hlledelphia  Is  s reading*  But  I think  you  will  want  to 
see  the  play  twice  and  at  a later  date  tickets  might  not 
be  so  hard  to  get. 

ves,  when  I mark  something  for  tflss  Keller's 
bill  I mean  send  It  to  the  Foundation.  But  return  all  copy 
to  me. 


you  must  try  not  to  get  emotional  over  the 
letters.  The  situation  Is  heart-breaking,  but  it  doesn't  help 
to  get  upset  about  It — makes  it  worse  In  fact. 

The  rest  of  the  news  you  will  get  In  the 
letter  t.o  Helen  that  I am  sending  with  this  and  In  the 
reviews. 


Affectionately , 


So  delighted  th°t  everything  is  going  so 
well  with  you.  It.  Is  with  mo  too. 


'now  1111?,  ,?v  nmpnhire 

Cctcbor  3,  19 c:9 


"'car  lean, 


I hope  the  Inclosed  letter  concerning  the 
payment  s ~rom  f 9*.  I*«CLE  1 OTTER  to  Helen  : elicr  -nr? 

Te  in  what  ou  want)  1**  not  write  tee  one  an-'  I will 
elgn  it..  I should  like  the  payments  kept  re  xrut.e 
fren  the  very  beginning,  one  cheek  te  ••• , »ne  te 
me,  Wkleee  this  la  troublesome  to  you.  If  it  la 
reparation  can  trie  place  at  oubie’ay’s. 

Waiting  r©«  get  back  ,.o  3aow~ 

ville  was  the  Inclosed  unsigned  comtaunl cation  from 
Arco  anterpnises  Inc.,  Long  with  the  also  unsigned 
carbon  of  the  letter  to  rs.  eissman.  I never  heard 
of  Arco  Enterprises  and  my  impulse  was  almply  to 
Keep  the  letter,  lot  answer  it,  then  1 decided  to  r;end 
it  to  you. 


"Three  days  to  .ee,"  p blished  xr  r.y  y <•  re 
1 ' 1C  V-r  n LY , is  Helon's  BO  if 

• rllc.le,  reprinted  over  and  o'-er  a 'ain.  aitlnp  or 
me  also  vat  v letter  from  .arcourt  race  aelng 
permission  lo  reprint  a aer/  =*e  from  It  in  a book 
called  ...  ! .;  >.  . 1 -,r  i -nod  'or  11th  grade  p-.plls. 

his  permission  I will  of  course  pront,  bur  the  ar  a ’ ic 
•'igh*o  ere  some’  ning  el?.e  train.  I ax  net  bright  about 
contracts,  but  eo  far  s « L^n  end  I are  concerned  r 11 
dramatic  rights  to  the  story  of  her  life  and  nnl© 
ulliven’s  are  In  the  hands  of  ill  Ibsen,  whether 
the  'r-  ■ 1c  • reduction  is  derived  f rom  the  cooks 

specifically  ■•-^ntlon-'d  in  our  rigre-ment  win  ill  or 
f roro  ” hreo  fays  to  00"  or  any  other  source  o'  er  which 
either  Helen  or  1 have  any  control.  It  In  a wonderful 
relief  to  me  to  have  th^  dramatic  •'ights.  in  ill's 
if tad  hands  an  V nn  additional  agre  ment  is  necess  ry 
I should  like  to  h ve  it  dr-  vn  up.  1 imagine  tt  t t ere 
will  be  e nu.ber  of  other  re  ujests  similar  to  fhlo  from 
Arco— for  instance,  a drarr.  ion  of  Helen* a book  called 

: ACH  TW^/.Ky.  XIIC'KTfci— that  1*  fact  OtfW  11  I y:"r  or  I O 
ago  and  I turn a It  down. 

It  wer  o nice  to  meet  you  at  last— nr ? now 
I must  give  a little  a* ‘ en< ion  to  my  neglected  house. 


incerely , 


nowvllle,  New  Hampnhlra 

October  3,  1959 


Dear  ra.  allsburyj 


i lease  send  all  bums  payable  to 
-'elan  slier  and  me  under  our  contract  vlth  tlllla* 
Gibson  re  IK 7 I?UCL£  WWW,  dated  Oct.  51,  1958, 
to  Doubleday  * Co.,  our  publisher. 

Very  truly  yours, 


Nells  Praddy  ^enney 
Attorney  for  t>len  v slier 


Mrn.  Leah  allebury 
2JA  **  ;t. 

New  York  56 
New  York 


Snowville,  New  Hampshire 
October  3,  1959 


Dear  Ken, 


V ill  you  please  turn  the  Inclosed  over  to 
whoever  is  in  charge  of*  permissions?  This  should  be 
granted  of  course.  Doubleday's  did  not  publish 
"Three  Days  to  See" — it  is  that  ATLANTIC  MON  HLY 
article  which  has  been  reprinted  in  part  so  many 
many  times.  A few  years  ago  I gave  you  a letter 
authorizing  Doubleday's  to  handle  these  reprint 
permissions. 

I spent  a few  days  in  Boston  last  week 
with  THE  MIRACLE  WORKER  Company  — saw  th:’  opening 
performance  and  the  next  one.  The  play  Is 
stunning! Annie  Bancroft  and  Patty  Duke  are  In- 
candescent and  the  movement  of  the  audience  tov;ards 
them  is  almost  ; alpable.  The  reviews  in  Boston  were 
as  enthusiastic  as  those  in  hiladelphia,  but  of 
course  that  Now  York  first  night  is  yet  to  come, 
but  whatever  happens  I know  that  the  thing  I wranted 
most  has  come  to  pass:  we  have  a fine,  distinguished, 
memorable  production.  I am  limp  with  relief. 

Ever  yours. 


f»B+t 


Mr.  Ken  McCormick 
Doubleday  & Co. 
575  Madison  Ave. 
New  York  22 

N.Y. 


'xii  Ni 1 J. 

J |TAr*' 


Snowville,  Oct.  4,  1959 


Darling  Helen, 

When  Robert  and  I are  in  Boston  together  the 
stars  ring  bells  in  the  sky.  The  only  other  time  it  happened 
was  wrhen  you  and  Folly  and  I went  up  for  the  commissioning 
of  the  Mansfield.  A memorable  time,  but  this  even  more  so. 

The  play  is  perfectly  stunning!  Annie  Bancroft 
and  Patty  Duke  bring  an  incandescence  to  the  parts  that  is 
rarely  seen  in  the  theater--in  degree  comparable  with  Kit's 
years  ago  when  she  acted  the  young  Juliet.  As  the  immortal 
struggle  between  you  and  Teacher  begins  the  movement  of  the 
audience  towards  the  stage  is  almost  palpable  and  they  never 
leave  it.  I think  it  must  have  been  in  this  way  that  the  Greek 
audiences  listened  to  Aeschylus  and  Sophocles  and  Euripiads. 
Every  Greek  knew  the  stories  ahead  of  time,  just  as  every 
American  knows  your  story  ahead  of  time.  They  knew  exactly 
what  Antigone  was  going  to  do,  but  they  were  tense  on  their 
wooden  benches  as  they  watched  the  drama  unfold  before  them. 

The  audience  reaction  to  THE  MIRACLE  WORKER  is  beyond  anything 
I have  ever  seen  in  the  theater:  it  is  very  moving. 

The  reviewers  in  Boston  were  as  enthusiastic 
as  those  in  Philadelphia.  There  are  five  daily  papers  in  the 
city  and  every  one  gajns  carried  a rave  notice.  I won't  have  them 
transcribed  for  you  unless  you  want  me  to:  just  think  of  all 
the  complimentary  adjectives  you  can  and  I can  match  them  in 
the  reviews,  but  I do  want  to  quote  from  the  thoughtful 
notice  in  The  Christian  Science  Monitor*  which  says  that  the 

— > u,  i \ 

play  owe 8 its  theatrical  success  to  two  evident  factors: 


2 


the  performances  of  Anne  Bancroft  and  Patty  Duke;  and  (2)  the 
stagecraft  of  director  Arthur  Penn. 

"A  third  factor,  less  evident  but  perhaps  equally 
strong,  is  tne  public  image  of  Helen  Keller  as  a gracious, 
superbly  triumphant  adult — a concept  which  sets  up  emotional 
counterpoints  within  the  spectator  watching  Mr.  Gibson's 
often  horrific  drama  of  the  barbaric  knkeL  blind-deaf  -mute 
child  in  the  year  of  her  communications  break-through,  1887." 

After  compliments  to  Annie  and  Patty  and  Arthur 
and  Fred  and  Bill  comes  this  paragraph: 

"There  is  one  grueling  sequence  in  particular  when 
Annie  forces  the  semi-savage  Helen  to  sit  down  to  the  table  and 
eat  her  food  with  a spoon.  On  the  surface  the  scene  is 
sheer  physical  combat,  complete  with  floor-pounding  tantrums, 
face - slaps* broken  dishes.  But  here  also  is  where  the 
heart  of  the  play  is  reached,  in  the  fierce,  anguished 
determination  of  one  human  being  to  free  the  humanity 
imprisoned  in  another.  And  because  of  Miss  Bancroft,  Miss 
Duke,  and  Mr.  Penn,  it  is  impossible  for  the  theatergoer  to 
avoid  being  painfully  involved  in  the  struggle  as  well." 

In  summary  the  Monitor  says: 
as 

"What  remains  tics  an  impressive  achievement  is  a shrewd 
exhibition  of  theatrics  welded  by  powerful  acting  to  a deep 
mostly  implicit  passion  that  says:  The  Caliban  in  human  beings 
shall  not  be  allowed  to  HMjexiK  survive." 

Robert  and  I reached  Boston  Sunday  afternoon  and  as 
soon  as  we  had  disposed  of  our  bags  we  walked  to  the  theater 
(closed  of  course)  and  looked  at  the  posters.  They  were 
very  attractive  and  for  the  benefit  of  the  numerous  passerst-y 
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Robert  said  in  a loud  sea-going  voice,  "This  is  going  to 
be  good.  We  must  see  it.  Everybody  ought  to  sea  it."  But 
when  we  went  back  to  the  theater  the  next  morning  it  looked 
as  if  nobody  was  going  to  see  it.  The  stage  was  filled  with 
crates,  most  of  them  higher  than  your  head--there  wasn't 
room  to  put  your  foot  down  flat  and  we  learned  that  one  of 
the  trucks  bringing  equipment  had  broken  down,  had  not  yet 
arrived.  This  equipment  was  the  light  dimmers;  775  lights 
are  used  in  the  play,  not  all  at  once  of  course,  but  separately 
to  illuminate  the  actor  or  the  part  of  the  stage  wanted  and 
always  with  the  exact  intensity  desired,  often  fading  or 
rising  according  to  the  mood  of  the  scene.  Operating  the 
control  board  is  a Job  for  a master  technician,  vital  to  the 
effectiveness  of  the  performance.  The  worst  of  it  was  that 
the  dimmers  were  so  big  and  heavy  that  they  couldn't  be 
carried  through  the  doors,  but  had  to  be  lowered  to  the 
basement  (where  they  belonged)  through  the  trap-door  on  the 
stage,  which  meant  that  not  one  piece  of  stage  scenery  could 
go  up  until  the  dimmers  had  gone  down  through  the  trap-door 
and  it  was  closed  over  them  to  make  the  stage  floor  solid 
again. 

The  truck  finally  arrived  and  by  nightfall  the 
theater  was  a bedlam  of  noise  with  hammering  and  shoving 
and  shouting  as  the  scenery  was  moved  into  place.  Next 
morning  it  was  little  better.  The  darkened  auditorium  was 

filled  with  great  black  snakes  of  wire  cable  attached  to 

o 

weir^d-looking  tasking  black  boxes,  all  this  part  of  the 


4 


apparatus  that  was  to  set  the  775  lights  going;  if  the  men 
working  on  them  had  sat  down  there  were  enough  of  them  to  have 
made  a pretty  good  audience  for  a play.  It  looked  so  dangerous 
and  was  so  dangerous  that  Robert  and  I beat  a hasty  retreat. 

Early  in  the  afternoon  I began  to  have  sharp  pains 
in  my  stomach  and  was  soon  going  back  and  forth  to  the  bathroom 
in  what  Robert  says  they  call*#  in  Mexico  SJtsufc  the  Aztec 
Two-step.  After  a couple  of  hours  the  pain  and  diarrhea  stopped, 
but  I was  still  uneasy  about  going  to  the  theater.  I asked 
Robert  if  he  knew  anything  I could  take  and  he  said  "No, 
don't  worry,  you'll  forget  it."  And  I did! 

I've  already  told  you  about  the  play,  but  I want  to 
tell  you  about  a few  other  things.  Nothing  was  left  undone  to 
increase  mine  and  Robert's  pleasure  and  comfort,  and  oh,  how 
often  I longed  for  you  and  Polly  to  be  with  me,  especially 
the  evening  Fred  took  us  to  the  basement  of  the  theater  where 
the  members  of  the  cast  were  having  their  last  conference 
together  before  going  to  the  stage  (this  was  Monday  evening, 
the  opening  was  Tuesday)  and  had  Arthur  introduce  me  to 
everybody . The  excitement  was  great  because  I knew  the  real 
Helen  teller.  I wish  you  could  have  seen  the  little  blind 
children  (truly  blind)  who  are  so  affecting  in  the  scene  where 
they  are  saying  good-bye  to  Annie  before  she  leaves  for 
Tuscumbia;  they  bring  the  house  down  at  the  end  when  they 
take  a curtain  call.  I wish  you  could  have  seen  the  little 
Negro  children,  Fercy  and  Martha,  and  Viny  who  is  absolutely 
perfect  in  her  part.  I wish  you  could  have  met  Fatrlcia  ^eal 
and  Torin  Thatcher  and  all  the  rest,  especially  Annie 
Bancroft  and  Patty  Duke.  I wish  you  could  have  met  Arthur  Penn, 


5 


who  is  completely  engaging  as  a person  (so  is  his  wife)  and 
whose  skill  as  a director  is  so  great  that  the  reviewers 
used  such  words  as  matchless,  brilliant,  and  superlative  to 
describe  it.  I wish  you  could  have  met  Fred  Coe,  the 
producer,  the  big,  big  boss,  so  calm  and  unruffled  in  his 
demeanor,  so  quiet  in  making  his  suggestions  (which  could  of 
course  be  orders).  But  I understand  that  he  can  yell  and  swear 
like  a mule  skinner  when  he  feels  that  the  occasion  demands  it. 
And  I wish  you  could  have  seen  Eill  and  Margaret  again;  the 
more  I see  them,  the  more  I like  them — they  both  have  such 
insight  and  are  both  so  sensitive  and  so  warm.  The  cast  is 
remarkably  happy  together  and  oh  Helen,  they  are  all  so  young, 
so  young,  and  so  gifted.  I think  they  will  not  be  spoiled — they 
are  perfectionists  and  when  they  have  reached  one  height  they 
look  up  to  the  next  and  start  on  their  way.  (Incidentally, 
like  Bill,  I didn't  think  much  of  the  §200  a week  dog;  too 
dispirited,  but  they  are  trying  to  instill  some  life  into  her 
too;  she  has  an  understudy,  but  the  understudy  was  not  in 
Boston. ) 

While  Robert  and  I were  in  the  city  we  trod  some 
of  its  sacred  ground  like  the  old  Granary  burying  ground,  the 
environs  of  the  Old  North  Church,  etc.  and  the  morning  we  left 
Robert  drove  me  to  Lexington  and  Concord  which  I had  never  seen. 
We  crossed  the  rude  bridge  that  arched  the  flood,  -iAi*  saw 

A 

the  homes  of  Emerson  and  the  Alcotts  and  Thoreau  and  walked 
down  through  the  woods  to  the  site  of  Thoreau' s hut  on 
Walden  Pond.  More  sacred  ground  all  this,  and  as  we  came  away 
Robert  said,  "This  has  been  a trip  of  rededication.  With  the 
play  and  Lexington  and  Concord  we  have  made  new  contact  with 
our  heritage.  We  ought  to  be  better  citizens."  We'll  try  to  be, 


Helen,  for  your  sake,  for  our  sakes 

Even  if  WA  . „ °Ur  country's  sake, 

ha,  PUapkins  ingtead  of  heads  at  the 

““  - -e  Ju3t  baen  throughUr 

ough.  to  sustain  us  for  a long  long  tlae. 

My  l0Ve,•  “y  love'  "y  l»ve  to  you  ana  Polly 

always,  Nella 


Snowvllle,  New  Lampshire 
Oct.  5,  1959 


Dear  His3  Herllhy, 


Just  for  the  record:  I sent  the 
request  from  Harcourt  Brace  for  permission  to 
quote  from  Helen  Keller's  "Three  Days  to  See"  In 
their  forthcoming  book  LIVING  LANGUAGE  to  Doubleday 
4 Co.  to  take  care  of.  I told  them  it  was  all  right 
to  grant  the  permission. 

All  good  wishes, 


Mi 8s  Lurana  Kerlihy 

American  roun*atlon  for  the  Blind 

15  Vast  16  St. 

New  York  11 

N.Y. 


nowvilie,  New  Hampshire 
ctober  f,  1959 


Dear  Fred,  C_c> nSE. 

I meant  to  write  you  as  soon  at?  I (rot  hack  to 
the  woods,  hut  first  I had  to  »-rlte  Helen  and  that  took 
a lon>?  time  eceuse  I had  no  much  to  say.  y brother  and 
I have  not  been  able  to  think  of  a single  thing  ttr-t  was 
left  undone  for  our  pleasure  and  comfort  while  we  were  in 
Boston  and  he  wishes  his  deepest  thanks  added  t,o  mine.  Ve 
both  are  fully  aware  that  it  was  a once-in-- -lifetime 
prl- ilegs  "o  be  with  you  and  we  aro  very  grateful  fo/i.  it. 

On  the  w ay  to  Boston  I kept  telling  myself  thrt 
I must  be  completely  objective,  unblinded  by  my  ‘!eep 
involvement  in  the  story,  unaffected  by  the  thought  of  rah 
what  other  friends  of  Helen's  might  say.  Just  before  the 
the  opening  night  curtain  vent  up  I added  another 
admonition*,  on*  t let  your  affection  for  Bill  or  your 
admiration  for  these  vltsl,  gifted  young  people:  get  in  the 
way;  look  at,  the  thing  with  your  o vm  eyes,  hen  it  was  over 
I still  held  on  (except  with  Annie):  ■ait  until  morning,  it 
may  not  be  as  good  as  you  thln«  it,  is,  but  if  I had  fallen 
into  your  arms  weeping  with  hysterical  joy  and  relief  (I 
almost  did;  I am  sure  you  would  have  nown  what  to  do  with 
me.  Next  morning  r.t  breakfast  I told  Bill  all  my  objections 
and  soon  r^n  out  of  anything  to  say.  ‘Vhe  play  was  even  bettor 
the  second  night  and  after  I got  back  here  I let  myself  go 
for  the  first,  time  an.d  poured  out  everything  to  Helen. 
Catharsis. 


I could  write  a love  letter  to  practically 
everybody,  :nnie  knows  how  I feel  about  her,  but  I am  ^oing 
to  write  anyway  as  soon  as  I dig  out  from  under  a few  things 
here.  Arthur's  wife  'nows  how  I feel  about  him,  I *bink  he 
does  too.  Patty  of  course  is  perfect,  almost  frighteningly  so. 

And  Pet,  ir  she  did  nothing  hut  give  that  cry  in  the  first 
act  holding  the  anguish  of  every  mother  in  the  world  who  hrs 
grieved  over  a child  would  h^vo  done  enough,  but  sb~  ald  much 
more.  I would  give  a special  pri?.e  to  viny  and  to  rrny  others 
and  a gold  medal  to  you.  I was  very  impressed  with  your  calm 
S3  we  sat  together  after  dinner  as  lr  you  hadn't  a care  on 
earth,  tkx  end  th  t v*s  not  the  only  time.  It  3r  slv  ye 
exhilarating  to  fall  in  love,  but  I have  never  had  a chance 
to  do  i*  before  on  such  a missive  sccle.  All  this  ?n  more  I have 
told  flel9n.  ;lso  that  a burden  that  ve  have  carried  for  mmy 
years  has  been  taken  away  and  placed  on  shoulders  better  able 
to  bear  it.  If  the  feeling  I have  for  you  ell  isn't  love,  I 
’on't  kno  wb°t  it  is. 


P.3.  I looked  for  Jo-y  Ha  rris  to  thank  him  for  all  th®  tro  ble 
he  took  about  tlckete,  but  didn’t  nee  him.  ill  you  please  tb’.nk 

him  for  me. 


Snowville,  Oct.  6,  1959 


Der  Lenore, 


Robert  and  I went  to  Boston  to  spend  a few 
days  with  THE  MIRACLE  WO-KER  company,  a marvellous, 
fabulous,  once-in-a-lif etlme  experience.  I'll  pin 
your  ears  back  about  It  when  I see  you,  but  I don't 
have  time  to  write  about  It  now.  I am  however 
sending  you  a copy  of  the  letter  I wrote  Helen--lt  tells 
only  part  of  It. 

The  foliage  has  not  yet  reached  Its  peak, 
but  everything  is  beautiful  and  there  has  been  enough 
r^in  to  keep  us  from  worrying  about  forest  fires.  We'll 
be  here  until  the  first  week  in  November — Robert  may 
set  out  a little  ahead  of  us. 

I hope  Sidney  is  feeling  better  and  better 
and  I hope  you  both  have  a happy  winter. 

With  my  love, 


October  6,  1959 


Dearest  Annie , r 

I am  so  sorry  we  didn' t get 
together  In  Boston,  but  in  my  mln^  I have 
simply  postponed  our  meeting  until  we  are 
in  New  York;  also  your  meeting  with  Helen 
which  I hope  can  take  place  soon  after  my 
return  to  Garden  City  early  in  November.* 

I had  meant  to  tell  you 
(among  other  things)  that  for  more  than 
twenty  years  , atharine  Cornell  had  hoped 
to  act  the  part  of  Annie  Sullivan  (I  bad 
hoped  it  too),  but  the  kind  of  play  that  she 
would  need  was  never  written  and  now  I have 
no  regrets.  Nor  does  she,  only  the  warmest 
and  most  generous  hopes  for  you.  Theater 
people?  Just  about  the  yummiest  people  I 
know  I 


It  is  no  secret  to  you  that 
you  are  a great  actress.  I won't  say  "Don't 
be  spoiled1'  because  I don't  think  you  will 
be.  Annie  Sullivan  never  was. 


With  my  love, 


Oct.  8,  1959 


Dear  Mrs.  arrcmn: 


This  morning  I received  a 
letter  ^rom  Ken  McCormick  In  which  phe  says: 
"This  letter  constitutes  a written  under- 
standing that  we  do  not  have  any  equity  in 
THR  MIRACL5  WORKER  and  that  monies  from  the 
play  should  not  pass  through  thi3  office, 
but.  directly  to  you  and  Helen  Keller." 

Perhaps  he  sent  Mrs.  Salisbury  a copy.  At 
any  rate  I should  like  Miss  Roller's  money  to 
go  straight  to  her  Instead  of  through  me.  The 
address  is  Arcan  Ridge,  Westport,  Connecticut. 
And  mine  to  ms . 5 N/ + 

Do  I need  do  anything  more 
except  ask  Mrs.  Salisbury  to  tear  up  the  letters 
I sent  her  asking  that  the  money  be  channelled 
through  Doubleday's?  I know  that  I am  most 
deeply  indebted  to  Mrs.  Salisbury  for  her  help 
in  clarifying  this  very  disturbing  situation. 
Please  tell  her  so. 

I hope  to  see  you  all 

during  the  winter. 


Very  sincerely, 


Mrs.  Nella  Henney 


Mrs.  Lois  Berman 
Leah  Salisbury  Inc. 
234  West  44  St. 

New  York  36 
N.Y. 


Snowvllle, 
October  8, 


New  Hampshire 
1959 


Dear  Ken, 


Many  thanks  for  your  letter  of  Oct.  5 
clarifying  the  royalty  situation  on  THE  MIRACLE 
WORKER.  The  confusion  had  troubled  me  very  much. 

I am  inclosing  a carbon  of  a letter  I 
have  Just  written  to  Mr.  Jansen  Noyes,  Helen's 
trustee  who  is  also  president  of  the  American 
Foundation  for  the  Blind.  When  I write  Helen 
next  time,  which  will  be  within  the  next  day  or 
so  I shall  say  the  same  thing  to  her. 

All  good  wishes  and  many  thanks  again, 

ft  rt 


Mr.  Ken  McCormick 
Doubleday  & Co. 
575  Madison  Ave. 
New  York  22,  N.Y. 


P.S.  I shall  be  at  the  above  address  until  around  the  middle 
of  November. 


October  8,  1959 


Dear  Mr.  Noyes: 


I think  you  and  Helen' s other 
trustees  will  be  interested  to  know  that 
Doubloday  4 Co.  have  abrogated  their  right  to 
ten  per  cent,  of  the  royalties  that  she  and  I 
will  receive  from  THE  MIRACLE  WORKER.  This  i3 
most  unusual  and  mo3t  generous. 

After  several  days  in  Boston 
I came  away  with  a light  and  happy  heart, 
knowing  th;.t  wg  have  a fine  and  distinguished 
production,  ^he  incidents  upon  which  it  is 
based  are  all  true  and  I shall  want  to  hear  what 
you  think  of  it.  I shall  not  come  down  for  the 
New  York  opening  myself. 


Sincerely  yours, 


. rs.  Keith  lienney 


Mr.  Janeen  Noyes  Jr. 
Hemphill  4 Noyes 
15  Broad  3t. 

New  York,  N.Y. 


Snowville,  Oct.  8,  1959 


Dear  Bill, 


One  thing  you  can  say  for  Ken  McCormick. 
When  he  makes  a goof  he  stands  by  It.  After  I 
called  him  Monday  morning  he  telephoned  Joe  Marks 
In  London  with  the  result  that  Helen  and  I get 
every  ding-donged  penny  except  what  Uncle  Sam 
takes.  I told  Ken  that  I didn't  mind  Doubleday's 
having  10  p.c.  tSven  now  I might  be  more  comfortable 
if  it  was  that  way,  but  he  Insisted  that  he  must 
stand  by  original  statement  that  Doubleday  had  no 
equity  in  the  contract  and  that  the  monies  should 
not  pass  through  that  office,  but  come  direct  to 
Helen  and  me.  All  this  is  due  really  to  Mrs. 
Salisbury.  She  ought  to  get  the  10  p.c.  Or  shall 
I Just  remain  a crafty  parasite? 

Love  to  you  and  Margaret, 


Hnowvllle,  New  Hampshire 
October  9»  1959 


Dear  Nelson, 

It  was  good  to  hear  from  you,  but  I am  sorry 
thst  you  have  been  111.  This  has  been  true  of  so  many 
people  that  I love  that  like  you  I am  almost  afral^  to 
hear  from  ol^  friends. 

Polly  f^oes  not  Improve.  She  has  very  occasionally 
a brief  period  of  being  her  old  self — generally  lasts  for 
only  a few  minutes.  Helen  remains  tender  and  devoted,  serene 
and  busy — her  finest  hours  I think  are  the  ones  she  is 
living  through  now. 

On  the  19th  of  this  month  a play  called  THE 
I'A.CLE  WORKER  de  ling  with  Annie  Sullivan's  first  few 
weeks  with  Helen  is  to  appear  on  Broadway.  It  was  written 
by  one  of  the  most  brilliant  of  the  young  playwrights,  Mr. 
Vllllam  Gibson  ( short  version  was  on  TV  on  Playhouse  90 
a couple  of  years  ago),  the  direction  (Arthur  enn)  and 
the  cast  (led  by  Anne  Bancroft  as  Annie  Sullivan  and  Patty 
Duke  as  Helen)  are  such  that  the  play  has  received  standing 
ovations  and  rave  reviews  in  Philadelphia,  where  it 
opened,  and  in  Boston  where  it  has  been  for  the  last 
two  weeks.  I Joined  the  crew  in  Boston  and  came  away  feeling 
that  we  have  a fine,  beautiful,  moving,  distinguished 
production.  And  it  looks  as  if  It  might  make  quite  a bit 
of  mon^y.  Movie  rights  have  been  sold  to  United  Artists  and 
to  my  great  relief,  Bill  Gibson,  Arthur  Penn,  and  Fred  Coe 
who  is  the  producer  will  be  in  charge.  If  you  come  to  New 
York  you  must  see  it;  the  movie  version  will  probably  not  be 
done  for  about  two  years  or  so. 

I am  so  glad  to  know  that  you  ere  at  work  on  an 
account  of  your  travels  with  Helen  and  Polly.  I'd  love  to  see 
the  draft  any  time,  no  matter  how  rough. 

Please  stay  well  and  let  me  hear  from  you. 

Ever  yours, 


<V(  $4 

P.3.  I'll  be  at  the  above  address  until  about  Nov.  10. 


Gnowville,  New  Hampshire 
October  9»  1959 


Dear  Evelyn, 


I have  Just  written  the  general  manager  of 
The  Miracle  Worker  Co,  to  send  you  two  tickets  for  the 
first  Saturday  evening,  performance  that  good  orchestra 
seats  are  available  after  the  opening  night.  Please  let 
me  know  wh<=>n  you  receive  them.  I am  sorry  about  tickets 
for  your  sister  and  brother-in-lav/,  but  the  ticket  scramble 
at  the  moment  is  such  that  I simply  haven' t the  nerve  to 
ask  for  anything  beyond  the  tickets  for  Helen's  staff.  For 
the  first  night,  for  example  (and  tickets  for  this  were 
not  even  offered  to  the  public)  there  are  already  about 
six  requests  for  every  available  seat,  which  means  that 
about  5000  people  will  have  their  feelings  hurt. 

I think  it  would  be  a good  idea  to  get  all 
the  household  tickets  lined  up:  Mrs.  Corbally,  Nell,  the 
cook,  and  I think  Mi  s Herlihy  should  be  added.  Unless 
you  have  already  spoken  to  Lillian,  we'll  let  th°t  slide 
for  the  time  being,  but  please  tell  Amelia  th^t  I'll  get 
tickets  for  her  when  she  wants  them.  Please  ask  everybody 
to  give  alternate  dates.  More  than  a hundred  benefit 
performances  are  scheduled  and  on  days  when  the  house  is 
3old  out  for  these  Mr.  Gibson  himself  could  not  get  a 
ticket.  Incidentally  somebody  has  to  pay  **or  every  single 
ticket:  on  the  first  night  of  SEESAW  Mr.  Gibson  had  to 
pay  *17  for  a couple  of  tickets  for  himself  and  his  wife! 

I could  pin  your  ears  back  with  what  I have  le  rned  about, 
the  goings-on  backstage — and  I expect  to  do  It  when  I get 
back  to  Garden  City. 

At  the  present  time  I don't  have  any  one  in 
the  New  York  area  to  ask  to  send  me  the  reviews  that  will 
appear  the  morning  and  evening  after  the  opening.  Could  you 
ask  Miss  Herlihy  to  do  It?  I shall  want  to  go  through  them 
to  pick  out  the  parts  that  should  be  transcribed  for  Helen- 
and  of  course  I shall  want  to  read  them  myself. 

I Bhall  be  eager  to  hear  what  you  think  of 
the  play.  All  I will  say  beforehand  is  that  that  is  the 
way  it  was,  that  is  exactly  the  way  it  was  with  Helen  and 
Teacher. 


Affectionately  always, 

0 


Mrs.  Yiilliam  Soide 


'•nowville,  New  Hampshire 
October  9,  1959 


Dear  f r.  Harris: 


On  the  first  Saturday  night  after  the 
opening  that  good  orchestra  seats  are  available  will 
you  please  send  two  tickets  to  Mrs.  William  Selde  (I 
Inclose  an  envelope  for  your  convenience.  Mr" . Selde 
has  been  Miss  Keller's  devoted  secretary  for  the  last 
nineteen  years  and  these  tickets  are  to  be  production- 
paid.  I'll  send  dates  and  addresses  for  the  other 
members  of  Miss  Keller's  staff  as  soon  as  I get  them. 

My  brother  and  I looked  ror  you  the 
last  night  we  were  in  Boston  to  thank  you  again  for 
the  trouble  you  took  about  tickets.  I thank  you  now, 

In  his  name  and  mine. 


Sincerely  yours. 


rv  ft  # 


;-’.r.  Joseph  Harris 
Triad  Productions 
1501  Broadway 
New  York  36 

N.Y. 


Snowville,  Oct.  9,  1959 


Darling  Helen, 


This  morning  I have  a letter  from  Nelson 
Neff,  the  main  purpose  of  which  was  to  Inquire  about  you  and 
Folly.  He  has  been  very  111  for  some  weeks  (did  not  say  with 
what),  but  is  now  able  to  spend  a few  hours  at  his  office 
every  day.  During  his  enforced  idleness  he  has  been  working 
on  a story  of  his  travels  with  you  and  Polly  in  Japan  and 
South  America.  I asked  him  some  years  ago  to  do  this  for  the 
record  and  I hope  to  receive  his  rough  draft  of  it  some  time 
soon.  He  sends  you  both  his  love — and  this  is  real  love  as 
you  know. 


Recently,  in  connection  with  the  handling  of 

the  money  that  you  are  to  get  from  THE  MIRACLE  WORKER  I have 

had  occasion  to  be  in  touch  with  Mr.  Jansen  Noyes.  I like 

him,  Helen,  very  much.  He  seems  quiet,  able,  and  absolutely 

dependable.  I had  known  little  or  nothing  about  him  before 

this,  but  now  I feel  that  he  is  a tremendous  asset  to  you 

as  a trustee  and  to  you  and  Polly  as  a sincere  and  devoted 

friend.  That  money  that  you  have  heard  so  much  about  will 

begin  to  come  in  before  long;  the  first  payment  which  will 

be  10  p.c.  of  the  advance  payment  to  Bill  will  be  small,  others 

V^-O-A-4- 

should  be  larger  and  I believe  payments  will  be  may  once  a week 

A 

while  the  play  lasts. 

I didn't  tell  you  that  I had  planned  to 
spend  a few  days  making  grape  jelly  as  soon  p as  I got 
back  from  Boston.  I give  you  one  guess  as  to  what  happened 
to  this  project.  That's  right.  The  coons  ate  every  single 
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grape  while  I was  away  I The  rascals  come  late  at  night  now 
and  we  do  not  see  them.  Night  before  last  they  gobbled  up 
a loaf  of  slightly  molded  bread  which  I had  thrown  out  for 
the  birds. 

I don't  think  I told  you  that  Annie  Bancroft  and 
Fatty  Duke  are  now  quite  proficient  with  the  manual 
alphabet.  It  is  most  moving  to  see  Patty's  tiny  fingers 
spelling  real  words  to  Belle  and  it  makes  it  possible  for 
her  and  Annie  to  have  fun  on  the  side.  One  day  when  Arthur 
was  giving  them  directions  about  a complicated  scene  Fatty 
spelled  something  to  Annie  and  Annie  began  to  laugh.  Arthur 
asked  what  Fatty  had  said.  The  little  rogue  had  said  "He  is 
a nut."  Arthur  laughed  and  the  rehearsal  went  on. 

There  have  been  more  than  6000  requests  for 
first  night  tickets  in  New  York  and  they  are  still  coming 
in.  Since  the  theater  has  only  a certain  number  of  seats  and 
only  one  person  can  be  assigned  to  each  seat,  this  means 
that  about  5000  people  are  going  to  have  their  feelings 
hurt.  No  help  for  this.  And  there  will  be  other  nights.  The 
trouble  is  that  a lot  of  people  feel  that  they  Just  have 
to  be  on  hand  for  the  opening.  We'll  see  it  (I  hope)  later 
in  the  fall.  I think  it  would  be  too  much  for  Folly  to 
sit  through  the  play,  but  I very  especially  hope  that  you 
can  both  come  in  and  meet  the  cast — they  all  want  to  see  you. 

Now  that  Bertha  is  back  on  Long  -‘■sland  I am  cook 
and  I must  get  busy  with  a roast  chicken  and  apple  pie.  It 
is  fun  to  cook  for  Robert,  he  enjoys  his  food  so  much. 

Everybody  sends  love  to  you  and  Folly  always 


Nella 


nowvllla,  <*vi  -art;  shire 
October  13,  1959 


Pear  Mr.  Colton; 


In  reply  to  your  letter  of  October  9; 

DELIVERANCE  and  K 'SLEW  KELLER  IS  HKC  "TORY 

are  two  separate  pictures,  both  documentaries.  "he  'Jr3t 
was  made  In  1913  and  padded  out  with  a lot  of  ^ 

pasra.  es  designed  to  uplift  the  spirits  I EliiES 

world.  It  opened  on  Broadway  as  a strike-breaker  d rln,, 

The  Actors  =;  iulty  Strike  and  Kiss  Keller  promptly  ^ve 
It  a fine  black  eye  by  marching  with  the  arl. era  ««« 
raking  a public  statement  as  to  why  shs  would  not  attend 
.Up  picture.  It  nta-ed  on  Broadway  about  a month,  wan  ered 
about  the  country  for  a little  while  and  dlsa,  eared.  The 
only  known  copy  In  existence  la  at  the  Library  of  Congress 
I think  this  Is  your  best  source  of  Information  about 
it  I will  make  Inquiries  at  Mlsc  i eller  a home,  '.n  so 
n*  rtf  her  soars  were  burned  when  her  house  was  destroyer 
by  fire  In  1946  that  1 haven't  much  hope  of  finding  anything. 

As  for  Nancy  Hamilton's  HE. JEN  KSLLSR  IN 
HER  STORY  I think  the  wise  thing  for  you  to  do » lc  to  get 
in  touch  with  Miss  Hamilton.  She  Is  now  on  tour  with  rise 
Katharine  CoVnell  In  DEAR  UAR.  but  I am  sure  that  she  or 

her  representative  can  be  reached  ^^"^.oductlois  in 
flee  Gertrude  Kacy  at  atbarlna  Cornell  to 

aw  v0rir.  iMs  was  a non-profit  venture,  atx 

" „ £ rn».  Cornell,  .na 

oih.ps  contributing  tl-lr  t gj  r,lU 

owned  bv  the  American  Foundation  for  tne  ..um.  « 

story  should  come  from  :Al»a 1054^ had%xcallent  reviews 

Guild  Theater  In  ^ \JV.  “ill  b !««  shown  at  benefit 
and  flop  od,  except  that  It  Is  : tJJ l1b  nny  difficulty 

performances  aroun^  the  country.  (which  I *0  rot 

about  making  contact  with  lss  l 1 director  of  the 

anticipate)  you  might  try' Ro??rL'.  "Uat  IS ft,  aw  York  11, 

American  foundation  for  the  Blind:  15  >est.  xo  o;, 

. 

I 'o  agree  with  you  that  Bill  written 

papers  when  1 receive  them. 

lncerely  yours. 


Mrs.  Keith  Henney 


; r.  Edward  . Colton 
745  lfth  Avc. 

New  York  22,  N.Y. 


Snowvllle,  New  Hampshire 
October  16,  1959 


Dear  Miss  Simon: 


I am  Inclosing  4en  McCormick' 
letter  to  me  concerning  the  monies  from 
THE  MIRACLE  WORKER  which  will  be  paid  to  Mss 
Helen  teller  and  to  me.  Since  I have  no  way 
up  here  to  have  copies  made,  would  it  be  too 
much  to  ask  you  to  send  me  one  of  the  photo- 
stats when  you  return  the  letter.  I shall  of 
course  want  to  keep  the  original  in  the  bank. 

Sincerely  yours, 


Mrs.  Nella  B.  Henney 


Miss  Peggy  Simon 
Leah  Salisbury  Inc. 
234  West  44  St. 

New  York  36 
N.Y. 


Snowville,  Oct.  16,  1959 


Darling  Helen, 

I saw  in  the  Times  for  Oct.  14  that  Arthur 
Dilley  had  died  on  Columbus  Day  at  his  summer  home  on 
Martha's  Vineyard,  age  86.  He  was  buried  at  Vineyard 
Haven.  The  Times  paid  tribute  to  his  knowledge  of  rugs. 

He  tried  in  1903  to  establish  a shop  in  Boston  for  the 
buying  and  selling  of  rugs,  but  he  failed  to  make  a go  of 
it  "because,  a collector  at  heart,  he  hated  to  part  with  a 
good  rug."  Presently  he  began  lecturing  on  rugs  at  Museums 
and  Universities  and  was  paid  well  for  this  and  also  began  to 
earn  money  as  advisor  to  wealthy  collectors.  In  1931 
Scribner's  published  his  book  "Oriental  Rugs  and  Carpets," 
of  which  a reviewer  wrote:  "Hone  but  a man  who  loved  rugs 
and  was... a student  by  nature  and  training  could  have  had 
the  patience  to  write  such  a manuscript.  Every  chapter 
shows  the  author' s love  of  the  rugs  of  Asia,  which  Americans 
have  gathered  into  their  homes  in  such  numbers ...  The  romance 
of  rugs  is  in  this  book." 

On  another  page  in  the  same  paper  were  two 
photographs  of  Kit  in  the  "land  cruiser,"  the  big  trailer 
in  which  she  is  to  travel  on  her  tour  with  DEAR  LIAR.  It- 
seems  to  be  very  luxurious,  but  even  so  I think  I should  feel 
crowded  in  it  with  so  many  people:  Kit,  Gertrude  Macy , ■‘•'ancy  , 
Brian  Aherne,  the  assistant  stage  manager  who  will  also  act 
as  chauffeur,  not  to  mention  one  poodle  and  two  dachshunds. 

But  it  is  better  than  hacking  around  on  trains;  conditions  are 
much  worse  today  than  when  you  and  Teacher  were  on  the  road, 
trains  have  been  discontinued  all  over  the  country 


so  many 


that  it  is  impossible  to  reach  many  places  except  by 
plane  or  automobile. 

By  the  time  you  receive  this  you  will  know  how 

New  York 

the  audience  has  reacted  to  the/opening  of  THE  MIRACLE 
WORKER.  I am  not  really  worried,  but  every  now  and  then 
my  stomach  does  flip-flops  and  I shouldn't  be  surprised 
if  on  Monday  afternoon  I don' t start  in  again  on  the 
Aztec  Twostep.  You  won't  and  Polly  won't  and  that's  a 
comfort.  Oh,  Helen  I have  such  high  hopes  for  this  play — 
it  gives  such  honor  and  glory  to  you  and  Teacher  as  the 
story  moves  to  the  great  climax  at  the  pump  . I think  no 
one  can  see  it  without  being  stirred  to  the  very  core  of 
his  belng--certainly  no  one  has  yet,  as  the  reviews  from 
Philadelphia  and  Boston  show--and  I think  it  will  waken 
people  to  the  needs  of  the  deaf-blind  more  than  anything 
else  ever  has  except  you  in  your  personal  appearsnces  all 
over  the  world.  Evelyn  will  send  me  the  reviews  and  I 
will  make  excerpts  to  be  transcribed  for  you. 

Love  from  everybody  in  this  house,  that  is 
Robert,  Keith  and  me,  to  you  and  Polly,  very  special  love 
from  me, 


Nella 


October  17,  1959 


beer  Plane: 

because  there  Is  serious  Illness 
In  Kiss  helen  teller's  household  at  the 
prerent  time  she  has  asked  me  to  reply  to 
your  letter  of  October  1. 

1 saw  THE  MIRACLE  WORKER  twice 
while  It  was  In  Boston.  It  is  a beautiful 
play  and  one  of  the  rer-sons  for  this  is  that 
It  is  based  upon  1 he  truth.  Miss  Kelier  herself 
wrote  about  n:any  of  the  incidents  in  the  play- 
in  her  book  THE  STORY  OF  MY  LIFE.  I hope  you" 
saw  the  play,  but  If  you  did  not  I suggest 
that  you  read  THE  STORY  OF  MY  LIFE.  It 
carries  an  inspiration  to  courage  for  every 
one  of  us. 


Sincerely  yours. 


Mrs.  Nella  Braddy  aenney 
Attorney  for  Helen  Keller 


Miss  Diane  ’'rank 
23  Gardner  St* 
Chelsea  50 

Mass. 


t>4>ber  17,  1959 


"oar  XI as  J ohosonj 


Because  of  serious  lllnrss 
In  her  household  Mlee  felen  ?.pller  has  ps ked 
a<®  to’  reply  ’ o your  letter  of  October  6. 

Since  she  Is  unable  to  write  you  herself  at 
the  present  time,  T suggest  that  you  take  a 
look  at  her  book  called  TK  OPSN  DOOH  which 
Ublj  ed  In  1957  by  Dnabledaj  * Co,  In 
New  York.  It  le  a saelL  book,  but  It  contains 
the  esr ence  of  her  philosophy  of  life  and  I 
think  you  will  find  It,  very  Interesting  In 
connection  with  your  study  of  "luccess.” 

^lnce-ely  yours. 


:'r^.  He  11a  Braddy  Henney 
Attorney  for  Helen  Keller 


yis~  t'erjorl^  Sue  Johnson 
rort  Hill  High  School 
Cumberland 
Maryland 


October  17,  19 r9 


fear  1 pn  Wallace: 


I regret.  to  have  to  tell 
you  t.h  .*  because  of  serious  Illness  in  her 
household  Ml-»s  Helen  'slier  has  been 
obliged  o . ut  asi'.e  all  correspondence 
except  that  which  is  directly  connected 
with  her  work  for  the  blind,  the  deaf,  and 
the  deaf-blind,  'he  s of  course  Interested 
in  all  phases  of  education,  but  in  the 
circumstances  cannot  fa  e time  out  to  write 
to  you.  I ate  sorry. 

Very  sincerely  youre, 


r . fella  Brnddy  Harney 
Attorney  'or  Helen  Keller 


Piss  : athryn  Wallace 
nprlngfield  College 
Springfield  9 
Mass. 


October  19,  1959 


Dear  Mrs.  Ferrasn: 


My  husband  and  I had  noticed 
that  In  the  agreement  that  Helen  Keller  and  I 
signed  with  Bill  nothing  was  said  as  to  the 
proportions  Into  which  the  money  was  to  be 
divided.  I asked  Bill  about  It  over  the  telephone 
and  he  said  it  was  to  be  fifty-fifty,  the  same 
amount  to  each  of  us  and  that  it  was  "in  the 
contract."  Since  it  wasn't  in  my  contract  I 
took  for  granted  that  there  must  be  another 
giving  Instructions  to  Mrs.  Salisbury.  You  might 
talk  with  Bill  about  it.  In  any  case  I think  it 
should  be  down  in  black  and  white  so  that  there 
can  never  be  any  misunderstanding  about  it. 

When  any  money  is  ready  I 
hope  Mrs.  Salisbury  will  write  Miss  Keller  as 
letter  to  accompany  the  first  installment. 

Sincerely  yours. 


Mrs,  Lois  Herman 
Leah  Salisbury  Inc. 
134  West  44  St. 

New  York  36 
N.Y. 


October  ?3»  1 959 


Dear  Mr 3.  Fairchild: 

I era  still  In  New 

Hampshire  an"  aspect  *0  be  here  until 
the  end  of  the  first  weak  in  November, 
but  since  the  weather  makes  the  data  o 
our  departure  somewhat  uncertain,  I 
suggest  th  t you  wait  until  I am  back 
in  O ' Men  City  to  send  me  the  pamphlet 
Say,  around  the  15th  of  November.  I am 
so  glad  you  have  almost  finished  it. 

Cordially  yours. 


Mrs.  E.  Tappen  Fairchild 
Ship’s  Timbers 
Cold  spring  Harbor*  L.I, 
New  York 


Oct.  25,  1959 


Darling  Helen, 

I don't  know  when  I'll  be  able  to  mall  this 
letter.  The  heavy  rains  have  turned  our  road  to  mud  and  we 
are  marooned  here  until  it  has  a chance  to  dry  out.  Robert 
meanwhile  is  marooned  in  Marlboro  with  Larry  and  Katharine 
Conant;  their  road  is  plumb  washed  out  for  about  60  feet 
and  their  basement  is  flooded — Robert  and  Larry  had  to  spend 
much  of  yesterday  afternoon  bailing  it  out  by  hand  because 
no  one  could  get  up  the  road  to  bring  them  a pump.  We  have 
had  no  such  misfortune  here--we  are  warm  and  cosy,  but  very 
tired  of  hearing  rain  on  the  roof.  Some  of  the  roads  in  the 
mountains  are  blocked  by  landslides. 

Excellent  reports  on  THE  MIRACLE  WORKER 
continue  to  arrive,  the  latest  a rave  from  The  Hollywood 
Reporter  whose  New  York  correspondent  was  present  on  the 
opening  night.  Leah  Salisbury  (Bill's  agent)  who  was  also 
there  said  that  the  occasion  was  "superbly  wonderf ul--19 
curtain  calls,"  and  I have  had  other  first-hand  reports, 
including  a nice  note  from  Mr.  Jansen  Noyes  and  a letter 
from  Virginia  Scharoff.  I was  disappointed  that  The  New 
York  Times  review  was  not  more  perceptlve--lt  was  the  least 
so  of  all  the  reviews.  And  even  Atkinson  had  to  admit  that 
the  play  was  "profoundly  moving."  Walter  Kerr's  in  the 
Herald  Tribune  still  seems  to  me  the  most  Intelligent  of  the 
lot.  The  reviewers  work  under  pressure  since  they  have  to  meet 
a deadline  so  as  to  get  their  report  in  the  morning  paper;  some 
of  them  rush  out  before  the  performance  is  over  and  some  of 
them  make  pecfiec  perfectly  fantastic  statements.  for  instance, 
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this  paragraph,  the  opening  of  Robert  Coleman's  review  in 
the  Mirror;  it  is  headed  'MIRACLE'  MAGNIFICENT  DRAMA: 

"About  five  years  ago,  William  Gibson  was  in  Wllliamstown, 
Mass.  The  local  librarian,  that  summer,  was  clearing  the 
shelves  of  tomes  for  which  there  was  no  demand.  Among  them 
was  "The  Letters  of  Annie  Sullivan."  Gibson  tucked  this 
volume  under  his  arm,  read  it  and  visioned  a play  from  it." 
There  is  not  one  word  of  truth  in  this  paragraph.  No  such 
book  as  "The  Letters  of  Annie  Sullivan"  has  ever  existed. 

Bill  was  not  in  Wllliamstown  that  summer--I  think  Mr. 

Coleman  was  trying  to  give  the  impression  that  he  had  some 
inside  dope  on  the  play  and  since  he  didn' t have  any  he 
simply  made  it  up.  It  is  not  often  that  a reviewer  has 
anything  significant  to  say--these  notices  abound  with 
such  adjectives  as  thrilling,  exciting,  magnificent, 
eloquent,  beautiful,  etc.,  and  everyone  has  only  the  highest 
praise  for  the  acting  of  Anne  Bancroft  as  Teacher  and  Patty 
Duke  as  Helen  teller.  The  chances  are  that  the  play  will  be 
on  Broadway  for  a long  time. 

Keith  and  I are  buttoning  up  the  house  for  our 
return  to  Garden  City,  and  this  year  we  have  a new  problem. 

You  probably  know  that  when  one  of  the  big  Army  Jet  planes 
breaks  the  sound  barrier  it  causes  something  like  a tremendous 
explosion  which  shakes  the  houses  down  below,  cracks  walls, 
and  shatters  windows.  The  Jets  usually  avoid  thickly 
populated  areas  and  pick  on  neighborhoods  like  ours  where 
the  houses  are  far  apart.  When  we  arrived  in  May  we 
discovered  that  one  of  the  explosions  had  cracked  the 
sky-light  in  our  annex.  Three  times  during  the  summer  other 
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explosions  took  place,  but  caused  no  damage  to  us  beyond 
momentarily  frightening  us  out  of  our  wits--we  thought  the 
furnace  had  blown  up.  The  glass  in  the  skylight  has  been 
replaced,  but  now  we  must  cover  all  Keith's  expensive 
radio  equipment,  move  the  bed,  and  otherwise  make  preparations 
so  that  if  a jet  shatters  the  sky-light  during  ihe  winter  and 
lets  in  an  avalanche  of  snow  nothing  will  be  ruined. 

The  coons  have  been  coming  back  at  night--five  of  them 
now,  mother,  father,  and  three  young  ones,  all  fat  and  glossy, 
ready  for  the  winter  hibernation.  I am  sorry  to  report  that 
their  family  life  is  not  entirely  harmonious.  The  young  ones 
grunt  like  little  pigs  as  they  gobble  up  the  bread  we  throw 
out.  Now  and  then  one  decides  that  another  is  getting  more  than 
his  share;  a fight  ensues  during  which  they  scream  like  cats, 
but  the  fights  are  not  very  serious,  no  one  gets  fturt,  but  they 
are  veryjnolsy.  They  don't  mind  when  we  turn  on  the  outside 
light,  they  don't  even  stop  fighting,  and  when  the  food  is 
gone  they  put  their  little  black  feet  on  the  stone  step, 
look  up  and  beg  for  more.  They  are  absolutely  irresistible 
and  every  time  we  go  down  the  hill  we  buy  extra  loaves  of 
bread  for  them.  If  the  rain  doesn't  stop  I'll  have  to  bake 
biscuits  for  them  tomorrow! 

It  won't  be  long  now  before  I see  you  and  Polly-- 
that  Is  the  happiest  thought  that  comes  to  my  mind  in  the 
midst  of  our  preparations  for  leaving  here.  My  love  always, 


Nella 


October  26,  1959 


Dear  Bert, 


I am  hapry  to  tell  you  that  THE  MIRACLE 
WORKER  received  a great  ovation  on  Its  opening 
night  in  New  York,  with  fine  reviews  the  next 
morning,  thue  repeating  Its  experience  in  Philadelphia 
and  Boston.  It  bids  fair  to  be  on  Broadway  for  a 
long  time  to  come.  The  least  perceptive  review  was 
in  The  New  York  Times  (surprisingly  enough),  but 
even  thnt  one  said  that  nil  the  scenes  between 
Annie  Sullivan  and  the  little  Helen  were  '’profoundly 
moving,"  and  these  of  course  are  the  heart  of  the 
play. 


There  was  an  undercurrent  of  sadness  with 
me  in  the  midst  of  all  this  triumph  because  Helen 
and  Polly  could  not  be  an  intimate  part  of  it.  ^-oily’s 
interest  in  it,  in  fact,  h?  s not  been  very  great 
since  her  illness  (though  it  was  beforehandy  and  I 
think  this  is  probably  fortunate,  otherwise  it  would 
trouble  her  so  much.  If  the  nurse  and  doctor  think 
it  feasible  I shall  take  her  and  Helen  in  for  a 
stage  visit  after  I return  to  Garden  City.  The  cast 
would  love  it  and  I think  our  girls  would  enjoy  it. 
Polly  at  this  time  would  not  be*  equal  to  sitting 
through  a performance. 

$ 

I saw  the  play  twice  while  it  was  in 
Boston.  My  Navy  brother  Robert  (the  retired  Admiral, 
a devoted  friend  of  both  Helen’s  and  Folly's)  drove 
me  to  the  city  and  we  had  four  fabulous  days, 
backstage,  front  stage,  and  ^11  around  the  town.  It 
was  a onco-ir-a-lif etlme  experience  ^or  us.  Cur 
longing  for  Helen  and  Polly  was.  continuous,  for  the 
last  time  we  were  in  Boston  together  was  14  years  ago 
when  Helen  and  Polly  were  with  Us  for  the  commissioning 
of  the  new  destroyer  Mansfield  when  my  brother  was 
given  the  command.  We  both  thought  the  play  very 
fine  and  distinguished  and  very  moving. 

Soon  after  I return  to  Garden  City  I 
shall  make  my  way  to  Arean  Ridge  and  give  you  a 
report.  I am  very  lonely  without  those  two. 

I hope  you  and  your  family  are  .about  to 
enter  upon  a pleasant  and  happy  v'inter. 


Affectionately , 


Oct.  26,  1959 


Dear  Lenore, 


Ey  this  time  you  probably  know  that 
BR  had  a great  ovation  on  its 
first  night  In  New  York,  followed  by  rave  notices 
from  every  paper  In  the  clt.y  except  the  Times  and 
even  that  one  admitted  that  the  play  was 
"profoundly  moving."  What  surprised  me  about  this 
review  was  Brooks  Atkinson's  lack  of  perception; 

It  Is  all  right  with  me  If  one  does  not  like  the 
production,  but  when  one  speaks  of  the  "unlovely 
Annie  Sullivan"  It  Is  all  wrong,  whether  he  means 
Anne  Bancroft  or  Teacher.  I think  he  wanted 
Teacher  sentimentalized  into  a sweet,  saintly 
character , which  of  course  does  not  tally  with  the 
truth.  At  any  rate  TMW  Is  off  to  a fine  start 
and  the  chances  are  that  it  will  be  on  Broadway 
for  a long.  time.  I am  very  relieved. 

oily's  interest  In  it  is  very  slight. 
This  is  partly  because  of  her  condition,  but  I am 
sorry  to  say  that  I think  It  is  mostly  because  she 
has  no  part  in  it.  The  reports  are  that  Helen  is 
radiant  at  the  news.  I shall  find  out  for  myself 
when  I visit  Arcan  Ridge,  which  will  be  very  soon 
after  our  return  to  Garden  City.  We  are  packing 
up  now  (an4!  what  a Job  that  lsi),  but  hope  to 
stay  here  until  the  first  week  in  November.  Depends 
upon  the  weather.  The  last  two  day 3 we  have  b“en 
marooned;  six  inches  of  rain  turned  our  road  to 
mud,  hut  it  is  clear  this  morning  and  pretty  3oon 
we  shall  go  ^own  for  groceries  and  other 
necessities.  My  brother  is  on  his  way  to  Georgia 
and  we  are  alone.  House  seems  terribly  quiet. 

We  both  hope  that  Sidney  continues 
to  improve  and  that  you  are  about  to  enter  upon 
a happy  season. 


With  love, 


Snowville,  New  Hamnshlre 
Oct.  27,  1959 


Dear  Mr.  Karris, 

The  members  of  Miss  Keller's  household 
have  at  last  figured  out  the  evenings  when  It.  would  be 
possible  for  them  to  3ee  THE  MIRACLE  WORKER . Two 
tickets  please  to  each  or  the  following  for  the  earliest 
Wednesday  or  Saturday  that  good  seats  are  available: 


Mrs.  W , A.  Corbally 
Miss  Marlon  Leavy 

Mrs.  Helen  Not  man 
Miss  Lurans  Herlihy 


Wednesday  evening 
Wednesday  evening 

Saturday  evening 
Saturday  evening 


The  stars  mean  that  Mrs.  Corbally  and 
Mrs.  Kotman  should  have  priority,  the  tickets  for 
Miss  Leavy  and  Miss  Herlihy  can  coma  later.  Those  are 
the  people  that  look  after  Miss  Keller  and  Miss  Thomson 
around  the  clock,  thus  making  it  possible  for  thr  rest 
of  us  to  sleep  at  night.  They  deserve  the  best  of 
everything,  but  if  there  is  to  be  a delay  of  some  weeks 
(I  have  heard  about  the  lines  before  the  box  office) 
good  mezzanine  seats  would  be  acceptable  in  place  of 
orchestra  s-ats.  The  tickets  for  Kiss  Herlihy  should  be 
sent  to  her  at  the  American  Foundation  for  the  Blind, 

15  W.  16  St.  N.Y.  11}  the  rest  should  go  in  care  of 
Miss  teller  to  Arcan  Ridge,  Westport,  Connecticut.  And 
I think  perhaps  I should  give  you  .Miss  Keller's 
telephone  number,  which  is  unlisted:  Clearwater  9-7177, 
in  the  town  of  t1  airfield,  Connecticut. 


■Everybody  at  Arcan  Rl^ge  is  in  a state 
of  happy  excitement  (as  which  of  us  is  not?)  an  the 
good  news  continues  to  pour  in.  Everything  o>  special 
interest  is  immediately  Brailled  for  Miss  Keller  "nd  I 
hope  very  much  that  after  I return  to  Garden  City  that 
I can  bring  her  in  to  the  theater  to  meet  all  of  you  who 
have  ma/le  this  wonderful  experience  possible. 


There  Is  only  one  other  person  on  my 
ticket  list,  -.he  is  ill  and  out  of  town,  so  I *on't  know 
when  this  request  will  come  up. 

I am  behind  in  thanks  to  you--I  send  blanket 
thanks  now  for  everything. 


Sincerely  yours, 


Mr.  Joseph  Harris 
" rlad  Product  ions 
1501  Broadway 
New  York  3 6,  .Y. 


Snowville,  New  Hampshire 
Oct.  27,  1959 


Dear  Evelyn, 


I have  Just  written  for  household  tickets 
for  TM -.'ednesday  for  Mrs.  Corbaliy  an'1’  . Ies  Leavy, 
Saturday  for  Kell  and  Miss  Herlihy , and  I asked  for 
jcxa  priority  for  Mrs*  Corbaliy  and  Nell. 

As  I said  over  the  phone  yesterday  >e 
can't  keep  up  with  the  publicity  (maybe  the  A^B  can), 
but  I would  like  to  see  anything  that  you  think  13  of 
special  interest.  If  you  can  get  a copy  of  the 
magazine  TiKA'RE  ARTS  for  October,  I think  it  should  be 
in  your  files,  'here  is  a lovely  picture  of  Annie 
Bancroft  on  the  cover,  others  inside,  and  a picture  of 
Bill  Gibson  and  an  article  by  him. 

’-.hen  Amelia  returns  and  is  ready  for 
tickets  tell  her  to  get  in  touch  with  me.  I ho .e 
she  is  feeling  better. 

I am  so  glad  that  you  and  Bill  liked  the 
play,  'ihese  personal  reports  mean  more  to  me  than  the 
reviews.  It  won't  be  long  now  before  I see  you — I hope 
we  can  have  a long  lunch  together. 


f ' ect.ionately , 


ft  9 6 


Li'-,  iv  • 

ct.  car  2:  , 1959 


">ear  ' Isa  Le  aster: 

In  reply  to  your  latter  of 
October  23  I herewith  grant  permission  ror  the 
reprint  of  lss  el  on  •'  o 1 1©  r ' » sentence  ("*alth 
Is  a bravo  look  of  t e soul  for  new  . nths  to 
li f#“)  In  y-*>ur  bo  x -- * l ■. i ' it. r,  ollevlnff.  May 
I Le  se  e ropy  of  the  booklet  when  It 
Is  ublished. 


line© rely  yours. 


rr  . >1  lo.  ra*  *y 

Attorney  for  Helen  teller 


Miss  ernic©  J.  leLaster 

3' i tori''  1 ' ■ oeiftte 

Mis  ion  ry  Education  Copt. 

222  ut.h  fowoey  tvs. 

Indiana;  oli3  7 

Indiana 


October  31,  1959 


Dear  Mr.  vp.ynes 


;,o  far  as  Miss  Keller  and  I are 
concerned  there  is  no  objection  to  your  publishing 
the  verbatim  excerpt  from  her  chapter  on  Jr. 
Alexander  Graham  Bell  in  her  book  KIhsthkaM,  though 
it  is  not  quite  verbatim.  I see  no  reason  for  the 
change  that  vas  made  in  the  first  liner  if  they 
vere  sitting  on  a piazza  in  Cape  Ereton,  it  vas 
obviously  summer.  I do  not  object,  however,  to 
the  slight  emendations  giving  Dr.  Bell's  full 
name  and  the  explanation  of  Pelnn  Breach. 

I believe  the  copyright  is  still 
in  Miss  Keller's  name,  but  her  publisher  should  be 
consulted  about  the  credit  line  and  about  the 
payment  for  the  article. 

I am  sending  a copy  of  this  letter 
to  Mr.  william  rerger  at  Doublsday's. 


Very  sincerely  yours, 


Mrs.  Mella  Braddy  Penney 
Attorney  for  Helen  Keller 


Mr.  Donald  T.'ayne 
Managing  editor 
Parade  aibll cations  Inc. 
235  Madison  Ave. 

New  "Jfork  17 
N.Y. 


Nov.  2,  1939 


Dear  Leah, 


How  thoughtful  of  you  to  write'.  I 
had  sometimes  wondered  why  it  took  so  long 
but  I was  never  worried. 

■hen  the  set-up  is  complete  and 
a check  for  Helen  is  ready  I hope  you  will 
write  to  her  explaining  how  it  works  and 
also  saying  anything  else  you  like,  Just  ae 
if  you  were  face  to  face  vrith  her.  She  is 
as  delighted  as  the  rest  of  us  with  the 
reception  of  tv e play.  I give  her  the  bad 
with  the  good,  by  which  I mean  Kenneth 
Tynan,  though  I admit  that  I added  some 
well-chosen  words  of  my  own  t o his  comments. 
Too  b^d  he  didn't  know  what  he  was  looking 
at . 


We  expect  to  leave  here  on  Thursday 
and  reach  Garden  City  the  next  day.  I hope 
to  see  you  during  the  winter. 

All  good  wishes. 


Mrs,  Leah  Salisbury 
234  44  St. 

New  York  3^ 

N.Y . 


Snowville,  Nov.  2,  1959 


Darling  Helen, 

Yesterday  morning  when  I talked  with  Polly 
she  sounded  so  well  and  so  sure  of  herself  that  my  heart 
gave  a great  leap  of  joy.  Oh,  may  this  upsurge  continuel 

We  expect  to  leave  here  Thursday  morning 
Nov.  5 and  reach  Garden  City  wmmvUiUBua  the  next  day  and 
I hope  to  make  a dash  for  Arcan  Ridge  some  time  during 
the  following  week.  And  some  time  after  that,  if  Polly  is 
well  enough,  I should  like  to  bring  Annie  Bancroft  and 
that  marvellous  child  Patty  Duke  and  the  director  Arthur 
Penn  up  to  see  you  for  a quiet  non-publicity  visit.  I know 
it  would  give  them  great  pleasure,  but  it  will  be  done 
only  if  you  think  it  will  give  you  pleasure. 

In  the  midst  of  the  almost  universal 
tributes  to  THE  MIRACLE  WORKER  the  super-sophisticated 
drama  critic  of  The  New  Yorker,  an  Englishman  named  Kenneth 
Tynan,  came  up  with  a bad  review.  I had  rather  expected 
this,  but  I was  shocked  when  he  said  that  except  for  the 
first  meeting  between  you  and  Teacher  he  was  "unmoved 
throughout."  ne  was  obviously  unfamiliar  with  the  details 
of  the  story  and  found  it  hard  to  believe.  This  is  all  right 
we  know  there  are  people  of  this  sort--but  I did  resent  it 
when  he  found  the  appearance  of  the  blind  children 
objectionable  as  a form  of  exploitation.  If  he  only  knew 
how  happy  these  children  are  to  be  there,  acting  their 
parts  with  as  much  grace  and  skill  as  if  they  could  see'. 

Of  this  scene  which  comes  early  in  the  play--it  is  Teacher's 


farewell  to  Perkins--Robert  said,  "If  a man  can't  be  got 
by  that  scene,  he  can't  be  got  by  anything."  Well,  Kenneth 
Tynan  is  the  man  who  can't  be  got.  Alas  for  him.  There  was 
one  other  review  to  which  I took  strong  exception:  Brooks 
Atkinson's  when  he  referred  to  the  "unlovely  Annie  Sullivan." 

I knew  that  he  didn't  know  what  he  was  talking  about,  but  I 
could  have  bitten  him  if  I had  had  him  handy.  Kenneth  Tynan 
also  objected  to  Teacher's  humor — that  blessed  saving  grace 
of  hers--he  apparently  wanted  a solemn,  serious  play  and 
nothing  else,  which  I thought  very  pompous  of  him.  As  if  such 
a play  could  have  existed  with  Annie  Sullivan  in  it'. 

Bill  telephoned  me  Friday  night  from  Stockbridge.  He 

was  back  home  after  a week  of  rehearsals  on  his  goofv, 

WlTCf/£s 

delightful  little  off -Broadway  play  DINNY  AND  THE 
which  will  open  on  Nov.  17.  This  is  a great  favorite  of  his 
and  he  admits  that  his  feeling  for  it  may  be  partly  because 
no  one  else  likes  it  as  much  as  he  does.  At  any  rate  the 
rehearsals  were  going  well.  They  began  two  days  after  the 
opening  of  THE  MIRACLE  WORKER  and  life  has  been  very  strenuous 
for  him  ever  since.  Part  of  the  time  he  was  rather  laid  out 
with  a bad  cold.  He  asked  me  to  tell  you  that  this  is  why 
he  has  not  written  you--he  will  as  soon  as  he  gets  out  of  the 
woods . 

The  coons  seem  to  be  separating  for  the  winter.  They 
continue  to  appear,  but  generally  one  at  a time.  During  the 
rain  when  we  gave  out  of  bread  I cooked  paneakes  for  them.  Ihey 
liked  these,  but  they  won't  eat  fresh  bananas.  They  are  so  tame 
that  I am  afraid  to  open  the  back  door  when  I know  they  are 
around,  for  fear  that  one  of  them  will  slip  into  the  house. 

It  would  be  easy  because  we  have  taken  off  the  screen  door  for 


the  winter.  Incidentally,  if  you  have  ever  read  much  about 
coons,  you  have  read  that  they  wash  their  food  before 
eating  it.  Over  the  years  we  have  seen  coons  eating  apples 
or  bread  in  our  back  yard^and  they  have  never  washed 
anything,  though  water  is  only  a few  feet  away. 

And  now  I must  get  back  to  my  rat-catching.  The 
outdoors  is  tempting,  but  I must  go  on  with  the  clean-up. 

Our  love  to  you  both,  always  and  always, 


Nella 


ft  \ 0 
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you  any  n« thee. 


Ill  1 irth  , t.,  CF^'^n  Cl*y,  ' 9v  Y0rx 
N ove-rber  10,  1959 


Dear  Mrs.  Indaay: 


■ 1 9 la  *o  ?c knowledge  your  letter 
o*  Oct  bor  20  to  Y 1 r 8 Helen  Keller.  Just  now,  bc-couae 
o'  serious  illne^n  In  her  '.  on  s':  old , i s .eller 
hfin  b^er  chllred  to  yut  aai  ’e  a large  part  of  her 
C'.rrea  onderce.  At  a later  and  mo  re  favorable  date 
ycur  letter  *111  be  brought  t,o  her  attention. 

very  sincerely  yours, 


y.r Nells  -jrafldy  H annoy 
Attorney  for  Helen  Seller 


Mr^.  I 111  ; r.i  Nlndsay 
6^24  James  A*e.  ~out.h 
Mlnneapoll a 23 
Mlnr^sot  n 


ill  1 ' h city,  Yen  . . 

o-  ;.Lw»r  16,  19  99 


>sar  li';.  .i'-iour: 

' • ?rlouf  illness  In  be?  h usehold 
Isa  i alen  Killer  Is  wr  ble  Just  nov  to  take  time  out  to 
write  in  «r  «.o  your  letter  of  Nov . 10,  But  • ; has 
In  fact  airendy  answered  your  question  in  a chey  * er  called 
" '.r.chanted  in-.' owe*  in  her  book  ,1  "■'  • whi  d was 

tubllshed  in  1929.  if  you  have  access  to  the  book  I think 
you  vi il  fin  ' the  *r.\ir<;  ch;  ,d  or  lntereetlop;,  bu4,  in  cvp.« 
you  o not  , 1 will  iuote  here  the  first  two  pa rogr*  he: 

riOre  them  at  arty  other  ti-.v,  wren  I 
hoi  a t.»lov<jr;  book  ir.  nand  my  litci  s at  ions  fail  from 
me,  my  spirit  is  free,  honks  are  my  compensations  for  the 
h •rau’t  - " fate,  hey  fi  e 'an  a wor  d for  n lost  world,  find 
for  mortals  who  have  disappointed  me  they  gi' e me  go 

’’I  cannot  take  s.  nee  to  name  here  ail  the 
hooter-.  have  enriched  my  life,  but.  there  are  a few  thet 

I cannot  p-3,«  t"  er.  h'  on-  1 have  read  most  i tne  Bible. 

I have  read  and  reread  if  until  in  many  farts  the  r-s.-en 
have  faded  out  —I  mean , my  finders  have  rubbed  off  the  dots, 
*r.  '■  i ‘suet.  out. -ply  whole  mo rru...  f rca  memory,  especially 
the  salm a,  th  - ropheta,  and  t « Gosrsls.  o the  9 lble 
I alwnyr  yo  for  confidence  v hen  waves  of  doubt  rush  o,f«r  me 
an  4 no  voice  la  near  to  reassure  me.” 

. ince  this  was  written  1 me  odd  th> t 
isr  eller  'ne  acquired  a new  rlbl»  in  which  i as  hrs 
b en  bar  custom  for  many  years/  she  reeds  a charter  b-'f ore 
breakfast. 


ery  elm  ore  ;-'our>* , 


. r . -ells  vr:-4dy  :■ ■'-nr. ay 

A 1 1 o r n «y  ‘ r»r  '•  • a i n » tier 


is  Chari  ^ e rid  lour 
roject 

1 ersi  :9-  roc  - f i«  l.d 
niverei  o 
Illinois 


Garden  City,  Nov.  17, f 1959 


Dear  Mrs.  Corbally, 


It  was  very  pleasant  to  find  your 
sweet  note  waiting  for  me  when  I came  into  the  house 
yesterday  afternoon.  There  is  something  particularly 
satisfying  about  having  people  who  know  Helen  lj.ke 
the  play.  My  great  sadness  is  that  lolly  is  so,.' 
remote  from  it,  but  I see  no  possible  way  of  bringing 
her  closer  in.  / s 

J \ ' 


I had  hoped  to  have  a little 
talk  with  you  before  I left  Arcan  Ridge,  but  to 
reach  this  part  of  Long  Island  from  Connecticut 
we  have  to  ;:ass  the  Sperry  plant  and  if  we  get  there 
when  the  workers  are  beginning  to  go  home  we  enter 
a bedlam  of  thousands  of  car3  with  tired,  nervous 
drivers  at  the  wheel — a regular  nightmare.  I wanted 
to  thank  you  for  your  many  kindnesses  to  me  and  to 
tell  you  how  much  I appreciated  yesterday  th°  tact 
and  skill  with  which  you  made  it  possible  for  me  to 
have  a few  minutes  alone  with  Helen.  I was  able  to 
assure  myself  tha.t  what  I believed  was  true:  that 
she  is  perfectly  satisfied  with  the  medical  treatment 
and  the  other  attentions  that  she  and  roily  are 
receiving.  Of  course  she  longs  for  "Teacher,"  but  she 
knows  that  Teacher's  spirit  is  with  her.  I think 
what  you  have  all  done  to  uphold  Folly  is  quite 
remarkable.  I am  writing  her  brother  this  morning 
and  I am  so  hr ppy  to  be  able  to  give  him  such  a 
good  report. 


Af  "ectlon  tely , 


W H 


Ill  rlfth  St.,  Garden  City,  New  York 
November  17,  1959 


Dear  Bert, 


Yesterday  I went  to  Arcan  Ridge,  thp  first 
day  possible  for  me  since  our  return  to  Garden  City 
about  a week  ago.  I found  Polly  much  improved.  Her 
mind  is  clearer  and  her  articulation  much  more  distinct 
than  it  was  earlier  In  the  year,  but  you  have  probably 
discovered  this  for  yourself  in  your  transatlantic 
talks  with  her.  She  was  lovely  to  look  at,  in  a most 
becoming  dress  of  deep  coral,  and  her  beautiful  eyes 
show  no  trace  o^  the  damage  they  have  suffered.  Her 
dauntless  spirit  upholds  her,  she  is  aware  that  she  la 
better,  equally  aware  that  she  still  has  some  distance 
to  go.  She  requires  assistance  in  -walking  and  has  to 
1;  an  quite  heavily  upon  her  companion,  but  the  terrible 
dizziness  seems  to  have  disappeared.  The  tender  care 
that  she  has  from  Mrs.  Corbally  and  the  other  members  of 
the  household  and,  above  all,  Helen's  unwavering  faith 
in  her  ultimate  recovery  have  been  strong  factors  in 
thr  improvement.. 

Helen  herself  is  no*  well.  The  eczema  from 
which  she  has  suffered  for  some  years  was  very  bad 
during  the  summer,  much  better  now  that  the  heat  has 
vanished,  but  a bladder  trouble  has  developed  which 
k.  eps  her  closely  confined  to  the  house.  This  is 
un'er  treatment  and  there  is  hope  that  the  condition  will 
soon  disappear.  I think  it  might  not  be  wise  for  you  to 
mention  this  in  your  letters  to  Polly,  lest  it  upset  her, 
but  I felt  that  you  ought  to  know.  Helen  finds  it 
uncomfortable,  but  makes  light  of  it  (as  of  all 
physical  disabilities).  I believe  it  is  not  too  serious 
•nd  I know  that  she  and  Polly  both  feel  that  in  every  way 
thy  are  getting  the  best  possible  medical  attention. 

The  rest  of  us  feel  this  too,  or  we  would  do  something 
about  it. 


Polly's  memory  is  not  good  on  anything  that 
ha  pened  during  the  last  year  before  her  illness,  but 
it.  Is  very  firm  when  11  comes  to  her  family.  She  lo' es 
you  very  much. 

I hope  you  and  your  family  are  about  to 
enter  upon  a pleasant  winter  and  I hope  the  news  from 
Effle  is  good. 

Affectionately  always, 


\ 


A. 

V 


\ 


Ill  Fifth  St.,  Garden  City,  New  York 
Nov.  17,  1959 


Dear  Virginia, 


Good  morning  and  how  are  you? 

'ill  you  please  transcribe  the  Inclosed 
articles  for  Mif s teller  and  put  them  on  her  bill.  I told 
her  about  them  when  I was  with  her  in  Westport  yesterday. 
She  wants  you  to  keep  on  with  the  Braille  system  th  t you 
are  using  now  instead  of  bringing  in  the  recent  cr.anges. 

I will  tell  you  about  the  situation  there 
when  I r»e^  you.  Why  don't  you  stop  in  for  a cup  of 
coffee  some  de y when  you  are  in  the  neighborhood? 

Frantically  busy  week,  this  last  one,  but 
I am  beginning  to  get  squared  away. 

A f ectlonat ely , 


Garden  City,  Nov.  17,  1959 


Dear  Lenore, 


’ ll,  I want,  to  Arcan  Ring©  yesterday.  Everything 
is  under  control.  The  nurse  Mrs.  Corbally  was  tactful 
enough  and  skilful  enough  to  manage  so  that  I could  have  a 
few  minutes  alone  with  Helen.  She  is  satisfied  with  the 
medical  care  and  other  attentions  they  are  receiving  and 
feels  (as  I do)  that  nothing  can  be  done  ix  that  isn't  being 
done.  Folly's  mind  is  much  clearer  than  it  was,  but  is 
8 1 1 11  a long  way  from  being  all  right.  I think  her 
recollection  of  everything  that  happened  for  about  a year 
before  the  stroke  is  very  dim.  For  instance,  I think  she  has 
forgotten  the  trip  to  Scandinavia,  'he  <elevlsion  MIRACLE 
W "-RK.FR,  and  ra--*ny  other  ‘hinge.  I think  this  is  one  reason 
why  she  is  so  remote  from  the  play  and  I am  sure  that  the 
fact  that  she  is  not  in  it  has  some  influence  on  her 
attitude.  She  has  to  he  supported  when  she  walks,  leans  so 
heavily  upon  whoever  is  helping  her  that  a stronger  person 
than  I am  is  required.  :3he  is  rather  snappish  at  the  mention 
of  some  of  her  old  friends — not  I am  happy  to  say  when  I 
spoke  of  you. 

Helen  is  not  well.  The  eczema  which  tro  .bled 
her  so  much  during  the  summer  is  better,  bui  a bladder 
trouble  has  developed  that  makes  it  Impossible  for  her  to 
take  even  a short  walk  away  from  the  house.  This  ia  now 
under  treatment  and  there  is  hope  that  the  condition  will 
soon  Improve.  She  had  not  slept  well  and  looked  rather 
wan,  she  spoke  of  her  longing  for  Teacher,  but  her  spirit 
is  good  and  her  general  interest  in  everything  is  high. 

I asked  her  if  she  had  enjoyed  Phil's  article  and  she 
1 ughed  and  said  "Oh,  yes."  Then  I asked  if  she  wanted 
more  and  again  she  said  "Oh,  yes."  (k'ftat  the  article  was 
was  ioo  difficult  for  Polly  to  grasp,  though  she  tried 
hard.)  I think  it  would  be  nice  to  send  her  another  one, 
then  later  another,  but  only  one  at  a time.  All  I can  see 
that  we  can  do  is  from  time  to  time  to  assure  lolly  of 
our  love.  I have  no  plan  to  go  back  to  Arcan  Ridge  any  time 
soon.  I know  they  were  glad  to  se8  me,  but  as  a regular 
thing  I think  it  is  better  to  follow  the  system  I began 
some  months  ago,  to  write  Helen  at  least  once  a week  nd 
to  telephone  the  house  every  Sunday,  lolly  tires  very 
quickly  and  I think  the  gentle,  undemanding  routine  that 
has  been  established  for  her  has  had  much  to  do  with  her 
improvement. 


Thank  you  for  the  notice  on  H MIRACLE  WORKER. 
The  flood  continues  and  the  lines  at  the  box  office  are 
long.  It  has  been  very  gratifying,  but  I feel  lonely  without 
Polly  to  share  thi  marvellous  reaction.  Helen  and  I will 
get  a tidy  sum  of  money  from  it  and  some  of  it  shoul  ■ be 
coming  In  very  soon. 


Pith  love, 


MG  N 


Nov.  20,  1959 


Darling  Helen, 


C N ***  ■ I L 3 


It  did  me  good  to  see  you  and  roily  last 


Monday^.  The  fortitude  v/lth  which  you  both  have  stood  up 
under  this  long  ordeal  is  something  to  command  the 
admiration  of  every  one.  Folly  has  improved  so  much  and 
she  did  look  so  lovely  in  that  coral  dress,  it  has  always 
been  so  becoming.  You  both  looked  lovely  in  fact  and  I hope 
you  are  feeling  better  by  this  time. 


That  Julia  Fairchild  I spoke  of  is  only 

remotely  connected  with  the  David  FairchildJ;s , but  her 

husband's  uncle  Eenjamin  Fairchild  left  her  husband  Tappen 

Fairchild  a vast  estate  which  Included  180  acres  of  land 

near  Greenwich,  Connecticut,  which  old  Benjamin  Fairchild 

developed  into  a wild  garden — it  was  this  that  you  and  Folly 

visited.  The  tract  Includes  woodland,  marsh  land,  meadow, 

swamp,  rock  ledges,  and  a pond,  ideal  acreage  for  bringing 

in  practically  every  wild  flower  that  grows  in  Connecticut 

and  this  is  what  "Uncle  Benny"  tried  to  do.  It  also 

furnishes  ideal  habitat  for  various  kind  of  birds.  It  is  now 

part  of  the  Audubon  Nature  Center  which  I believe  has 

altogether  more  than  twice  the  land  that  is  in  the  Fairchild 

wealthy 

tract  — the  Fairchild  gift  inspired  other  people  to  give 

adjacent  land  too.  It  is  a wonderful  example  of  whet  rich  people 
can  accomplish  when  they  a>-e  public-spirited  and  conservation- 
minded.  If  the  Fairchilds  had  cut  up  this  lovely  tract  into 
a housing  division  they  ittt  could  probably  have  made  a couple 
of  million  dollars,  but  they  wanted  to  preserve  it  untouched 
for  future  generations.  Of  course  there  are  many  who  think  they 


are  crazy,  but  we  understand.  They  are  our  kind  of  people. 

Many  visitors  have  already  enjoyed  the  garden,  but  none  of  the 
thousands  has  left  so  vivid  an  impression  as  you  and  Polly  did 
when  you  were  there. 

Ann  will  be  with  us  for  Christmas  as  usual.  We  shall 
see  THE  MIRACLE  WORKER  on  the  evening  of  Dec.  22  and  I hope 
we  shall  see  DEAR  LIAR  the  evening  of  the  23rd.  Kit  is  still 
on  tour  and  even  with  the  Land  Yacht  I should  think  she  would 
find  it  exhausting.  Last  week,  for  instance,  she  and  Brian 
Aherne  gave  a performance  at  the  University  of  Kansas  in 
Lawrence,  then  at  the  State  Teachers  College  in  Emporia,  and 
then  to  Denver  for  two  performances.  After  this  a week  in 
Los  Angeles  and  after  that  I think  they  may  head  east.  My 
bones  ache  when  I think  of  the  distances  they  must  travel; 
you  and  Polly  know  from  experience  what  this  kind  of  touring 
is  like. 

This  is  clean-up  day  in  the  yard  and  in  the  house-- 

very  distracting.  I was  very  pleased  to  see  Arcan  Ridge 

*\ 

so  w.  spotless.  It  gives  me  a standard  to  aifcm  for  and  I 
must  get  busy.  My  love,  my  love,  to  you  and  Folly 

always,  Nella 


Ill  Fifth  St.,  Garden  City,  N.Y. 
Nov.  21,  19 r9 


Dear  Mrs.  Fairchild, 

I am  returning  the 

little  pamphlet  which  I -ead  with  ?reat 
7 : tu*  Tn  fart  I find  everything 

“ssrsdu  Sis: 

All  good  wishes'. 
Sincerely , 


ft  tt 


Mrs.  B.  Tappen  Fairchild 
Ships  Timbers 
Cold  Spring  Harbor,  b.-L  . 
New  York 


Ill  Fifth  St.,  Garden  City,  New  York 
Nov.  21,  1959 


Dear  Leah, 


It  was  very  exciting  to  get  the  checks. 

I have  been  living  in  a more  spacious  world  since 
they  came. 

I know  that  Helen  will  enjoy  your  charming 
letter,  but  the  stress  of  circumstance  may  make  it 
Impossible  for  her  to  answer  it  for  a long  time. 


Bill  thought  that  the  wonderful  success 
of  THE  MIRACLE  WORKER  might,  create  a demand  for  a 
paper-back  edition  of  my  book  about  Anne  Sullivan 
Macy  and  that  you,  because  of  your  closeness  to  the 
play  and  your  knowledge  of  its  probable  future,  might 
be  the  logical  one  to  suggest  it  to  Ken.  I am 
inclined  to  doubt  the  commercial  value  of  the  .pr?rfcP 1 
in  any  case  I think  you  should  not  be  bothered  with  i . 


Everything  about  THV  MIRACLE  WORKER  has 
been  most  happifying  to  me— in  a deep  and  satisfactory 
way.  I am  indebted  to  you  for  many  things. 


Sincerely  , 


Garden  City,  Nov.  23,  1959 


Darling  Helen, 


Now  that  the  money  is  at  last  coming  in  from 
THE  MIRACLE  WORKER  I hope  you  will  find  pleasure  in  it, 
not  only  because  it  is  money  that  you  have  earned  but 
because  extra  money  gives  a certain  spaciousness  to  one's 
movements:  I'd  like  to  think  that  the  time  will  come  when 
you  can  use  some  of  this  in  a way  that  will  give  you  and 
Polly  deep  joy.  Money,  which  can  cause  so  much  evil,  can 
also  be  a great  power  for  good,  a great  means  towards 
happiness.  How  proud  of  you  Teacher  would  be,  or  perhaps 
I should  say,  how  proud  of  you  Teacher  is,  not  only  for  this, 
but  for  many  other  reasons'. 

Yesterday  I saw  Eric  Boulter  on  a half-hour 
program  with  Bishop  Fike.  It  was  very  interesting  and 
instructive,  a discussion  of  the  relations  between  the  seeing 
and  the  blind  along  with  a fine  description  of  what  the 
AFOB  is  accomplishing  in  the  undeveloped  countries  of  the 
world,  especially  in  Asia  and  Africa.  Eric  has  great  dignity 
and  poise,  a blind  man  of  whom  all  the  sightless  can  be 
proud.  H*. 


Last  week  I ran  across  this  quotation  from 
Goethe  which  I liked:  "If  we  take  people  as  they  are,  we 
make  them  worse.  If  we  treat  them  as  if  they  were  what  they 
ought  to  be,  we  help  them  to  become  what  they  are  capable  of 
becoming."  I think  this  is  one  of  the  secrets  of  your 
enormous  Influence  (though  it  is  not  very  secret  at  that): 
you  have  always  treated  people  as  if  they  are  what  they 
ought  to  be  and  have  made  them  that,  for  at  least  a little 


while.  I remember  Jo  used  to  say,  "We  are  all  good  when  we 
are  with  Helen." 

I meant  to  tell  you  uqwel  about  Leah  Salisbury  who  is 

Bill  Gibson's  agent--has  been  for  many  years,  including 

periods  when,  as  he  said,  the  income  from  his  writings  would 

not  have  kept  her  in  shoestrings.  She  is  one  of  those 

immensely  capable  Hew  York  business  women,  able  to  hold  her 
commercial 

own  in  the/arena,  no  matter  who  else  is  in  it.  She  is 
absolutely  devoted  to  Bill's  interest  and  by  extension  to 
yours  and  mine,  even  though  all  the  payment  she  gets  is 
from  Bill.  She  has  a summer  place  not  very  far  from  Arcan 
Ridge,  she  has  admired  you  from  childhood  and  of  course  would 
love  to  meet  you.  But  remember  this:  there  will  be  no 
pressure  from  her  or  from  anyone  else  connected  with  THE 
MIRACLE  WORKER.  The  peace  that  you  and  Polly  have  now  will 
not  be  disturbed  except  when  you  want  it  to  be. 

And  I keep  thinking  of  peace  in  its  larger  aspects, 
this  thing  that  is  so  dear  to  your  heart.  It  is  only  through 
peace  that  we  can  survive  and  I hope  that  whatever  happens 
I shall  have  the  strength  and  courage  to  stand  up  with  you 
and  be  counted. 

My  love  always  to  you  and  Folly.  We 
grateful 

have  much  to  be  ihxnkftal  for  this  Thanksgiving.  I hope 
it  will  be  even  more  next  year. 


Nella 


Garden  City,  Nov.  25,  1959 


Dear  Bill, 


The  day  the  money  started  I tried  to  reach  you 
by  telephone  to  say  some  thanks,  to  find  out  how  you  and 
: argaret  were  bearing  up  under  Dinny's  tribulations,  md  to 
make  a report  on  Arcan  Ridg9  which  I did  not  want  to  put  in 

writing. 


Helen  herself  is  not  well.  A bladder  complaint 
(now  chronic)  is  keeping  her  pretty  well  confined  to  the 
immediate  vicinity  of  the  house,  “he  prescribed  diet  mrde 
food  flat  and  tasteless,  a special  hardship  to  one  who  has 
always  enjoyed  good  things  to  eat  and  drink,  ^here  has  been 
some  improvement  since  I was  there,  but  the  condition  is 
likely  to  be  permanent.  It  would  be  a pity  l*'  th.l3  became 
generally  known.  Helen's  spirits  are  good,  her  Interests  are 
wide,  her  special  concern  at  the  moment  (apart  from  her  work 
for  the  blind  and  the  deaf-blind)  being  world  peace. 

Folly's  mind  is  firmer  than  it  wcs  when  I last  saw 
her,  her  body  somewhat  weaker.  Ghe  needs  help  in  walking  end 
lean 3 so  heavily  upon  her  companion  that  some  one  stronger  than 
I am  has  to  assist  her.  She  does  not  lament  as  much  as  she  did, 
but  she  is  still  concentrated  uj on  getting  well.  If  will 
power  were  all  that  was  needed  she  would  already  be  there. 

Until  recently  she  has  seemed  quite  remote  from  TMK,  partly 
because  o*'  her  condition  and  I think  partly  because  she  Is 
not  directly  concerned  with  it,  but  its  immense  success  and 
now  the  rain  of  checks  have  penetrated  her  consciousness  and 
she  -'eaks  of  it  with  pleasure. 

All  this  must  sound  as  if  I h' d a very  dismal  time 
with  them.  Not  at  all.  We  were  gay  and  lively  and  gabbled  our 
he  ds  off.  'he  trip  from  here  to  there  by  i re  in  is  gruelling-- 
URR  to  NY,  cross  town  to  Grand  Central,  New  Haven  *o  Bridge- 
port, taxi  back  to  Westport,  and  the  trains  run  at  the  wrong 
hours.  r;he  man  who  usually  drives  ctx  me  up  in  our  car  would 
not  grt  free  from  his  regular  Job,  but  knowing  that  within  a 
few  days  I would  be  a rich  woman,  I hired  a private  taxi 
and  went  up  in  style.  I suppose  I should  have  felt  sinful  and 
guilty,  instead  I felt  happy  and  grateful.  I Ilk*  to  translate 
money  into  pleasure  and  convenience. 

Ky  sister  is  coming  up  for  the  holidays,  'lnce 
Robert  is  still  in  Georgia  I thin*  she  would  not  except  for 
TMW.  We  have  i 1 r s for  Dec.  22  and  i have  or  'ared  tickets 
for  Dinny . I had  meant,  to  see  Tl-'V  again  before  now,  but  the 
first  few  weeks  In  GC  are  always  strenuous  and  I am  only  now 
getting  out  from  un’er  the  manifold  things  that  h ve  to  be 
done. 


This  will  be  too  lat  e to  wish  you  all  a ha;  ; y 
i hanksglvlng,  but  not  to  late  to  carry  all  the  goo  * wishes 
there  are  for  the  days  th'<t  come  afterward. 


Ill  ^Ifth  3t . , Garden  City,  New  york 
November  26,  1959 


Bear  Mrs.  Blanton: 


Mias  Helen  Keller 

forwarded  to  me  the  charming  little  book 
of  poems  you  sent  her.  I shall  go  through 
it  and  mark  the  ones  th  t I think  should 
be  Brailled  for  her.  I am  sorry  to  tell 
you  that  the  reason  why  she  turned  the 
book  over  to  me  is  the  very  grave  and 
long-continued  1 Llnes3  of  her  companion 
Miss  Polly  Thomson;  her  constant  and 
loving  att  enhance  upon  the  invalid  leaves 
her  a scant  measure  of  time  for  corrospon 
dence  other  than  that  directly  connected 
with  her  work  for  the  blind  and  the  deaf- 
blind.  This  does  not  mean  that  she  is 
unap;  reciative.  She  loved  "lies  Jennie" 
and  a cluster  of  happy  memories  revolve 
around  her.  Thank  you  for  your  letter. 

sincerely  yours, 


(Mrs.  Keith  Penney) 


Mrs.  Wyndhara  Blanton 
5015  Seminary  Ave. 

Ri chraond  27 
Virginia 


Ill  t.,  Carden  Cl»y,  New  York,  »JSA 

ov amber  1959 


Dear  Yr.  oyoehlmar 


’ecau^e  of  serious  illnesn  In  her 
household,  which  toands  great  atten'l^n  'rots  her, 
Mlso  i;elen  roller  has  asked  roe  to  reply  to  your 
letter  of  Nov.  20. 


The  translation  r,ltchto  t.o 
.•■.las  i filler's  boles  r.rs  In  the  hands  or  hor 
publisher,  :;oubleday  4 Co.,  575  Kadlaon  Ava,, 
New  York  22,  New  York,  and  all  requests  for 
rermisslon  to  translate  -hould  be  addressed  to 
them. 


Your  letter  la  very  Interesting, 
an  admirable  example  o"  courage  in  the  f*soe  of 
great  difficulties. 


1th  ell  good  wishes,  1 am 
rincerely  yours, 


ra.  Nellr.  V-r  ddy  annoy 
Attorney  for  Helen  Roller 


vr.  Tahashl  oyoahlma 
o zo  J 1 own 
Alchl  Prefecture 

Ja;  an 


Ill  Fifth  St.,  Garden  City,  New  York 

November  23,  1959 


Dearest  Annie. 


That  little  get-together  that,  we 
were  to  have  in  Boston  and  had  to  postpone-- 
how  about  it  now?  Could  you  meet  me  at  the 
Harvard  Club  (27  'West  44  St.)  for  lunch — say, 
next  Thursday  or  Friday  (Dec.  3 or  4)<  I 
mention  dates,  but  almost  any  time  would  suit 
me.  You  name  the  day  and  hour  and  I'll  be  there, 
oy  telephone  here,  in  case  you  need  it,  is 
Pioneer  7-0193. 


I have  been  very  happy  about 
the  response  to  THE  MIRACLE  WORKER,  especially 
about  the  wonderful  things  that  have  been  said 
of  you.  I cared  so  terribly  about  how  that  part 
was  played. 


With  love, 


Miss  Annie  Bancroft 


P ^ 6 


li.i  'l"th  St.,  Garden  City,  New  Yorl: 
overaber  30,  19  9 


:'e«r  i=<s  Chittenden: 


^ecauce  of  r.ertous  1 line  . a In  her 
i I:--  : n alltr  ll  It  Juht  nov  to  reply 

y )ur  latter  Nov . 23.  he  letter  has  been  turned  over 
to  mo  and  I will  do  my  beat  to  answer  your  quant  Ions. 

1.  rsi*h  lr.  sod  wan  Instinctive 
with  XI ae  eller.  One  reaeon  why  she  has  never 
wavered  In  her  belief  lr  thet,  In  trite  of  sorrows  and 
'lsappolntsent* , she  has  always  felt  th*  t she  w&6 
aurroon'ed  by  evidences  of  th*-  poodneso  of  t.hp  bord, 

2.  "he  was  n p’mr  discouraged  by 
the  attitude  of  people  towards  her  handles;  r.  Lenause 
those  closest  tc  her,  her  mother  nd  especially  her 
Treat  teacher,  Ann®  ‘u  11  Ivan  ; ,acy , treated  her  as  If 

' '1  ’ Ml,  she  as  aware  of  the  harm  done 

to  others  by  destructive  at  ltudee.  "he  knew  that  s ch 
attitudes  rnpe  from  Ignorance  nr"  this  Is  why  she  has 
a;  *nt  so  much  o*“  her  life  oxpl  Iring  to  the  seeing  th  t 
tr.e  blind  lo  not  want  or  n.ved  tholr  pity,  what  they  want 
lr  a chance  to  be  themselves,  to  join  the  r*-3t  of  mankind 
as  oelf-supportlng,  self-rasj  ect.lnv  cltln*n8. 

3.  No  one  can  ever  repeat  th® 
ncco'ip  llehmentr  of  another,  but  since  Ml  a a heller  oi».ied 
the  way  others  who  are  deaf-blind  have  ; roved  themselves 
In  many  ways.  Three  of  them  have  graduated  from  college 
within  recant  years,  ne  io  now  supporting  him  elf  as 

a lecturer  on  tehelf  of  the  blind  and  the  blin-feaf,  one 
la  the  editor  of  n ralll**  jaagaslne,  ar.d  a third,  a 
young  worn  fin,  hao  only  recently  got  her  diploma.  I ’otibt 
not  but  that  she  will  be  soon  employed. 

d . Ml  bp.  heller's  own  Independent 
a l“lt,  along  with  the  newer-falling  *»r.eonrr  eme;  t of 
her  tencher,  an'e  It  possible  for  her  to  'btrlkr  out  on 
her  own." 

c.  h -xt  to  her  faith,  It  wr.e 
robably  Mina  eller'g  desire  to  he  of  souk'  use  in  the 
world  the t pave  her  the  otren,  t.h  to  carry  on.  dd  to  thin 
alno  her  lo'-e  for  mankind. 

6.  er  most  difficult  rohiem  In 
leernlnp  to  ep®ek  wae  'ett.lng  rhythm  end  modulation  into 
her  nantences.  he  wna  never  able  to  solve  it— eh*  still 
speaks  In  s monotone— but  teaching  methods  have  1m,  roved 
since  1 an*  i h*-  deaf-blind  o today  have  a better 


ch  n<  : r.t  r *-uch.  v ole  procHl  Is  •till 

but  nn  Increasing  numb  a r o'  t.h  fleef  tire  - le 
to  coxnr.nicr.tr?  with  norc.!  1 without  -n  Inter  reter. 

I r.orry  that  con^i*  ionn  are  such  tt  t ' I se- 
nile: herself  l->  unable  to  write  *o  you. 


or;  nir.cn  rely  your  a, 

.■  rr. . alia  hrartdy  *nr.ey 

> 1. 1 c rr. e y for  he.  1 n - ; a r 


Ins  . Chi’  ten'en 
223  Hast  Huron 
Is  ouri  ' '.liny 
I ova 


Garden  City,  Nov.  30,  1959 


Darling  Helen, 

This  is  the  season  when  high  school  students 
write  for  information  for  their  themes.  Evelyn  sends  the 
letters  to  me  and  I am  happy  to  say  that  thus  far  I have 
been  able  to  find  the  answers  to  all  their  questions  in 
your  books  and  articles.  I am  very  glad  to  take  care  of 
the  letters,  but  I do  sometimes  think  how  wearisome  it 
must  have  been  for  you  for  more  than  70  years  to  have  to 
write  the  same  kinds  of  letters,  ansvrering  the  same  kinds 
of  questions  over  and  over  and  over  againl 

That  nice  Mrs.  Elanton  who  wrote  a few 
correspondence 

years  back  about  the  teas'd-  between  John  Macy 

and  Miss  Jennie  Ellett  has  sent  you  a little  book  of  her 
poems  called  THr-  DOOR  OPENED,  recalling  on  the  fly-leaf 
the  Inspiration  that  you  and  Teacher  left  behind  after  a 
visit  to  Richmond  many,  many  years  ago.  The  poems  are 
pleasant  enough,  but  not  very  compelling;  the  book  was 
not  brought  out  by  a publisher,  but  privately  printed  by 
the  author.  One  of  the  poems  is  to  you  and  since  I know 
that  you  are  somewhat  allergic  to  such  utterances  I shall 
give  you  only  the  last  six  lines: 

"One  glance  in  passing  tells  me  you  have  seen 
Views  lovelier  than  my  opalescent  sky, 

My  changing,  scintillant  sea,  ray  moonlit  snow. 
Where  my  imagination  never  has  been 
You  seem  to  look  from  windows  wide  and  high 
On  land  my  eyes  will  never  let  me  know." 
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And  speaking  of  poetry,  here  is  the  one  that  Hirohito, 
Emperor  of  Japan,  wrote  for  the  New  Year: 

"Kay  all  East  and  V;est , 

Making  friends  with  each  other, 

Well  ever  prosper'. 

Thus  is  offered  a prayer 
As  the  New  Year  commences." 

Robert  Duffus  has  Just  published  the  second  volume 
of  his  memoirs  on  his  life  in  his  boyhood  home  in 
Waterbury,  Vermont.  (How  industrious  he  and  Van  Wyck  are, 
a reproach  to  nearly  everybody  elsel)  I was  amused  by  the 
beginning  of  the  review  in  The  New  York  Times:  "The 
character-building  value  of  getting  up  before  dawn  and 
working  into  the  next  night  for  $6  a week  can  be  mildly 
overestimated,  Robert  Duffus  suggests .. .Yet  I don  t tnink 
he  would  go  so  far  as  to  say  that  austerity  brings  out 
the  best  in  a man--sometimes  by  the  roots." 

A photograph  of  Jo's  bust  of  Chaim  Weizmann  was  used 
in  the  Times  Sunday  magazine  to  illustrate  an  article  about 
the  tenth  anniversary  of  Israel's  Weizmann  Institute  of 
Science.  Jo's  legacy  was  indeed  a plastic  history  of  his 
time  and  I have  been  interested  to  note  how  often  recently 
a bU3t  of  his  has  been  chosen  to  illustrate  an  article.  I 
wish  a collection  of  some  of  his  best  and  most  representative 
works  could  be  made  into  a book.  If  I am  in  touch  wi..h 
Florence  this  winter  I shall  talk  with  her  about  it. 

I had  a birthday  last  week.  I made  faces  at  it. 

I hope  the  discomfort  has  lessened.  If  I could  help  it 
neither  you  nor  Folly  would  ever  have  one  moment  of  pain  or 
anxiety  ofc  sorrow.  My  love,  ray  love,  He  11a 


Ill  7 l'th  t. .,  Gar  en  City,  >?w  York 

T'<*cember  2,  19r9 


Pear  'lss  Xickvorth: 


-»»nauf!©  of  very  serious 
1 llnnso  In  :;vr  household  ,;1  s He ion  ' slier 
hog  as.:  5 ' to  to  reply  your  letter  of 
.Cova.itor  23. 

J will  take  up  your 

question*  in  order: 

l.  .'lea  teller' a favorite 

hobby  1:  re* ding. 


2.  Her  rr.ajor  lr.  ccllstge 
was  ‘o  'll rh  literature.  1 ale  hoe  of  course 
beer  of  ; re  at  vs  lue  t.o  her  In  her  writing, 

1 no  reading  her  vocabulary  and  developing  her 
style. 


3.  .ithln  recent,  years 

medical  science  has  :op  a tre®ennoua  advances 
In  i : prever  . on  yf  hilndr.eaa  and  in  the  care 

of  those  with  *of active  sight,  and  those  who 
are  totally  blind.  Squal  progress  has  Veen 
sna  -e  in  conn^c*  ion  with  the  doaf  and  the  hard 
of  hearing. 


In  Charter  XIII  of  her 
book,  n ' ' 1 -V  o:  MY  LIVS,  lee  Keller  ha 3 
described  the  way  she  learned  to  opeak.  T 
''rink  you  will  enjoy  rending  it,  In  "net,  I 
think  you  wilL  enjoy  the  v ole  book. 

. ihs  blind  ind  th  ■ deaf  do 
not  by  nature  have  better  memories  than  those 
who  see  nr. 1 hsar,  but  they  train  their  smnorlea 
better  and  dernnd  upon  them  nore. 

1th  nil  good  wishes,  I i' n 
inoerely  yours. 


y.rs.  i,elln  r *nney 

tforriey  for  ’ e\<*n  ^elle 


lei  r srron  nuckworth 


Ill  : l‘  th  t.,  ( *tr  en  City,  ew  York 
Deceaber  2,  1959 


ear  : r . Moors: 


I r#pret  to  inform  you  that 
b cau  o c hr  very  serious  illneeo  of  her 
companion,  * whose  oare  she  is  now 
devoting  ■:  • ; .jor  part  of  her  att  ent  ion, 

•las  ”elen  oiler  will  b?  unable  to  lend  her 
voice  to  i ’.v  recording  cosKsmao  rating  the 
25th  mnniver  - -vry  of  LOOK  iAngtiztn* , Vo 
recording,  of  her  voice,  now  in  existence, 
would  be  suitable  for  your  purpose.  1 am 
sorry . 


incerely  yours, 


Pella  ' raddy  Honney 
Attorn,  y f'o>-  H-»len  h slier 


r.  • lliot-r  H.  -loo  re 
resident,  Conic  \rte  Inc. 
333  North  Olchlcan  \va. 

Chi  capo  1 
Illinois 


Ill  T-ifth  St.,  Garden  City,  New  York 
December  3»  19 59 


Dear  Havla  and  Phillips, 


It  grieves  me  very  much  to 
be  obliged  to  tell  you  that  day  before  yesterday 
Polly  fell  and  broke  her  hip;  3he  is  now  In  the 
Bridgeport  Hospital  an'1  will  be  put  In  traction 
today.  I do  not  know  whether  or  not  she  will  bo 
allowed  to  return  home  until  after  the  break  has 
healed.  There  3e?m3  to  be  no  immediate  cause  for 
alarm.  She  lost  consciousness  as  she  fell  and  at 
first  It  was  believed  that  she  had  had  another 
stroke,  but  this  is  apparently  not,  true;  her  mind 
is  clear,  she  knows  where  she  Is,  and  Is  anxious 
to  get  back  to  Helen. 


Neither  Helen  nor  Polly 
knows  that  I am  writing--they  might  feel  that  I 
ought  to  wait  a few  days,  hut  in  point  of  fact  I 
would  have  written  sooner  if  I had  known  what  to 
say;  the  diagnosis  was  not  completed  until  yesterday 
and  I did  not  get  the  report  until  this  morning. 
There  is  nothing  any  of  us  can  do.  My  bag  i3 
packed  for  the  trip,  but  I do  not  know  when  I shall 
go  to  Arcan  Ridge.  Everything  is  under  splendid 
control,  Helen  is  magnificent  as  always.  I am  in 
constant  touch  with  the  household  and  will  keep 
you  informed.  It  would  distress  Helen  very  much  if 
she  thought  you  were  worrying.  Please  try  not  to. 

Affectionately , 


^ ri 


F.S.  My  telephone  number  here  is  Pioneer  7-0193 


December  3,  1959 


Dear  Bert, 


It  distresses  me  to  be  obliged  to  tell 
you  that  day  before  yesterday  morning  oily  fell 
and  broke  her  hip — is  now  in  hospital  in  Bridgeport 
and  will  have  to  be  put  in  traction;  I don't  know 
whether  she  will  be  allowed  to  go  home  or  not  until 
after  the  fracture  has  healed.  Convulsions  attended 
the  fall  and  at  first  it  was  believed  that  she  had 
had  another  stroke.  Apparently  not,  for  her  mind  is 
perfectly  clear  and  she  is  anxious  to  get  home. 

There  seems  to  be  no  immediate  cause  for  alarm.  The 
reason  I have  waited  thus  far  to  write  to  you  is 
that  full  diagnosis  was  made  only  yesterday.  Neither 
Polly  nor  Helen  knows  that  I am  writing  now — in  fact 
I think  they  both  might  ask  me  to  wait  a few  days 
longer,  but  I feel  that  you  are  entitled  to  the 
truth.  I will  send  you  bulletins  either  by  letter  or 
cable  as  they  come  in.  \ 

With  deep  sorrow, 


i 

(Vi  6 H ■ 


Ill  ^ifth  3t.,  Garden  City,  New  York 
December  3,  19  59 


Dear  Mildred, 


I am  very  sorry  to  have  to  give 
von  b"d  news:  day  before  yesterday  Polly  fell 
and  broke  her  hip.  3he  Is  In  Bridgeport  hospital 
and  will  b?  put  in  traction  today;  whether  she 
will  be  allowed  to  go  homo  to  convalesce  we  do 
not  yet  know.  She  lost  consciousness  as  she 
fell  and  at  first  it  wu.3  believed  that  shn  had 
had  another  stroke,  but  her  mind  is  clear  now, 
she  knows  where  3he  is  and  is  anxious  to  get  back 
to  Helen.  Ve  are  assured  that  there  la  no  immediate 
cause  for  ala^ra,  but.  of  course  the  thing  is 
serious,  ielen  is  calm,  her  wonderful  self  in  the 
face  of  all  disasters,  but  she  has  not.  been 
feeling  very  well  lately.  I am  ready  to  go  to 
Westport  at  a moment's  notice,  nay  or  night.  My 
impulse  was  to  dash  up  right  away,  but  I knew 
that  Helen  was  in  good  hands  and  I felt  that  for 
the  moment  at.  least  what  she  needed  most  was 
rest  and  quiet.  She  does  not  know  that  I am 
writing  you  and  as  I have  just  said  in  a letter 
to  Ravla  and  Phillips  she  might  feel  that  perhaps 
I ought  to  wait  a few  days,  but  as  a matte*'  of 
fact  I would  have  written  sooner  if  I had  had 
the  diagnosis  sooner.  Many  people  are  standing  by — 
Nancy  Hamilton,  Jimmy  Adams,  Mr.  Jansen  Noyes, 

Dr.  David  Levy,  and  others,  but  at  thie  stage 
there  spema  to  be  nothing  we  can  do,  any  of  us, 
except  v/ alt  and  hope.  I will  keep  you  In  touch. 
Fortunately  there  has  been  no  publicity  and  we 
hope  there  will  not,  be.  And  it  would  disturb 
Helen  to  know  how  much  v,e  are  worrying  about  her. 

Af^ct  lon«  tely  , 


December  3,  1959 


Dear  Lenore, 


I ned  not  tell  you  how  sick  at  heart  I am: 
day  before  yesterday  Folly  fell  and  broke  her  hip,  is  now 
In  the  Bridgeport  Hospital  and  must  go  in  traction — do 
not  know  whether  she  will  be  allowed  to  return  home  or 
not  until  after  the  break  has  healed.  Convulsions 
attended  the  fall  and  at  first  it  was  thought  she  had 
had  another  stroke,  but  evidently  not;  her  mind  is  clear 
and  she  is  anxious  to  get  back  to  ^eien.  There  seems 
to  be  no  immediate  cause  for  alarm,  but  there  is  no  use 
minimizing  things  either. 

Amelia  is  in  hospital  in  New  York — b.«s 
not  been  well  all  summer — and  the  question  has  come  up 
as  to  what  should  be  done  in  the  eventof  Folly's  death. 

I think  Amelia  knows,  but  this  is  no  time  to  consult  her. 

My  impression  is  that  when  arrangements  were  made  for 
Teacher's  ashes  to  be  placed  in  the  National  Cathedral 
it  was  also  arranged  that  in  due  time  Helen's  should  go 
there  too.  I think  this  is  all  clear  and  a matter  of 
record,  but  I also  thought  that  Helen's  ashes  were  to 
go  into  the  same  urn  with  Teacher's.  As  I remember  it, 
you  presented  the  urn  and  I thought  you  might  know.  A 
duplicate  urn  was  bought  in  1939 — it  has  been  located 
and  there  is  some  feeling  that  this  one  is  to  be  Helen's. 

Do  you  know?  In  talking  with  me  Dolly  always  said  that 
she  did  not,  ca  e what  happened  to  her  ashes,  but  I think 
she  had  a secret  hope  that  she  too  would  go  to  the  Cathedral. 
Failing  that,  I think  she  wanted  to  go  back  to  Scotland. 

This  is  in  great  haste--I  an  due  to  take  a 
train  for  New  York  in  a little  while.  My  bag  is  packed  for 
Arcan  Ridge,  but  I shall  not  go  up  for  at  least  a few 
days. 

Oh  dear,  oh  dear,  oh  dear — 

With  love, 


Dec.  7,  1959 


Pear  JTvaLyn, 


I called  Mrs.  Salisbury  and  "answered" 
her  letter  to  Helen  on  the  spot.  Then  I told  her 
about  Mrs.  Iardella  and  t e party  and  she  told  me 
to  have  frs.  I.  ret  In  touch  with  her  after  she 
knew  how  many,  what  price  tic. '.sir.  they  wanted, 
i nd  what  dates,  giving  1st,  2nd,  & prd  choices. 

She  said  it.  was  unlikely  that  they  could  get 
25  together  any  time  anon,  but  could  oarage  if 
the  party  split  up.  Then  I called  Mrs.  I., 
explained  toe  situa+ion  and  told  her  to  get  in 
touch  with  Mrs.  3.  So  you  can  drop  these  two 
Items  from  your  mind. 

Carbons  of  letters  to  Texas  and 
Scotland  for  your  information. 

Merry  Christmas--nice  if 

you  can  -yet  it  I 


F.3.  She  sal ? standees  at  many  performances! 


Ill  r'irth  Ct4,  Cardan  City,  ; fw  * ork 
camber  ?,  1959 


"'ear  hlllipB, 


I have  Just  talked  with  both  Hr--. 
Corbally  and  ’'re.  Celle  at  Arcan  Ri  dge.  Km, 
Corbnlly  took  Helen  tc  the  hospital  yesterday 
to  s-ee  ' ol ly , oily  was  quite  lucid  hr,:'  they^hed 
a plsasant,  visit  together.  H^ler.  will  go  hack 
today  an*  perhaps  every  day.  ;\  pin  la  being 
placed  in  folly's  hip  this  morning  or  afternoon, 
but  it  is  too  early  yet  fir  anyone  to  say  Just 
what  will  hap  on.  So  one  1?,  allowed  to  se?”h«r 
except,  Helen,  but  the  fact  that  Helen  brings  out 
a good  report  is  encouraging.  Both  Mrs.  Corb>-lIy 
and  Mrs.  leide  are  in  constant  touch  with  Pr. 
Murdock  and  Or.  Chick  and  I am  in  touch  with  them. 
”oth  those  women  are  busier  then  ueup.1,  'To.  -ei-e 
with  the  inevitable  Christjt.es  j 11 e-up  end  rr- . 
Corbt-.lly  wi*h  the  trips  to  the  hoepitsl.  Kr.  Adame 
la  very  attentive  and  this  is  a comfort  to  up  all: 
he  lives  rot  far  evsy  and  hr  le  in  n position  to 
cocicandesr  whatever  cen icos  may  be  needed,  like 
nurse e a ro un " t h - clock  f o r J cl ly . 

You  and  "avia  may  rr  at.  a enured  that 
you  will  hear  from  or.*  o’"  another  of  ue  whenever 
there  is  a charge,  hra.  S i da  end  r-  . Corbr-  lly 
have  both  p oaisad  to  keep  me  in  close  touch  with 
the  turn  of  events  and  if  you  bear  from  rre  instead 
of  from  them,  it  simply  means  that  I am  somewhat 
leas  busy  than  they  are. 


it.h  affectionate  greetings  to  you 

and  5a via,  I am 


'incare ly  yours, 


Garden  City,  Dec.  7,  1959 


Darling  Helen, 

I find  it  hard  to  keep  myaelf  from  grieving 
over  this  new  disaster.  I know  that  the  temptation  is 
there  with  you,  but  you  are  stronger  than  I am — stronger 
than  anyone  else--and  God  has  never  laid  a burden  upon 
you  that  you  have  been  unable  to  bear.  I know  that  our  dear 
Polly  is  rebellious  and  I must  confess  that  I am  too. 

My  first  impulse  was  to  rush  straight  up  to  Arcan  Ridge, 
then  I realized  that  this  would  be  foolish.  I long  to  put 
my  arms  around  you--they  are  in  fact  around  you  all  the 
time  and  I am  ready  to  come  whenever  you  think  I might  be 
useful. 

Yesterday  I began  writing  my  Christmas 
notes.  I stopped  sending  presents  a few  years  ago; 
instead  I make  a contribution  to  UNICEF,  that  won-erful 
organization  for  the  benefit  of  children  all  over  the 
world.  Christmas  has  always  seemed  to  me  a special  time 
for  children  and  this  is  why  I choose  UNICEF  instead  of 
one  of  the  other  organizations  that  are  doing  good  work 
too . 

This  month  marks  the  75th  anniversary  of 
the  publication  of  HUCKESSERRY  FINN.  Mark  Twain  put  this 
notice  at  the  front  of  the  book:  "Persons  attempting 
to  find  a motive  in  this  narrative  will  be  prosecuted; 
persons  attempting  to  find  a moral  in  it  will  be  banished; 
persons  attempting  to  find  a plot  In  it  will  be  shot." 

The  critics  paid  no  attention,  ''or  75  years  they  have 
been  searching  for  motives,  morals,  and  all  sorts  of 
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inner  meanings,  using  whatever  form  of  psychology  happened 
to  be  fashionable  at  the  moment,  the  Freudian  gambit  among 
others.  It  is  amusing  now  to  go  back  to  the  beginning. 

The  book,  "the  most  American  of  American  books,"  was 
first  published  in  England  on  Dec.  6,  1884  and  it  was 
published  in  Germany  and  Canada  before  it  was  brought  out 
in  the  United  States  in  1835.  I quote  now  from  yesterday's 
New  York  Times  Book  Review:  "Most  of  the  newspapers, 
including  the  Times,  ignored  the  book.  Those  journals  that 
reviewed  it  flayed  it.  New  England  led  the  chorus,  but 
other  parts  of  the  country  contributed  their  mite.  The 
Concord  (Mass.)  Library  banned  the  book,  characterizing  it 
as  ' the  veriest  trash. ' The  Boston  Transcript  thought  the 
action  of  the  Concord  Library  superfluous.  After  sampling 
an  extract  in  The  Century  magazine,  said  that  newspaper, 
'nobody  wants  to  read  it.'  But  it  was  The  Springfield 
Republican  that  summed  up  the  matter  most  austerely.  'The 
trouble  with  Mr.  Clemens,'  said  the  S.R.,  'is  that  he  has 
no  reliable  sense  of  propriety.'  The  only  bright  spot  in 
the  whole  operation  were  the  readers--40, 000  of  them 
before  publication.  A few  weeks  later  that  figure  had 
risen  to  50}000."  The  numbers  kept  increasing  and  after 
a while  the  critics  shifted  ground  to  take  a second 
look.  All  now  was  praise  and  so  it  has  continued  ever  since. 
HUCKEEBERRY  FINN  is  generally  considered  the  finest  novel 
ever  written  in  this  country,  with  the  possible  exception 
of  MOBY  DICK.  Some  critics  put  them  side  by  side  and  all 
critics  that  I have  read  of  late  years  give  exceedingly  high- 


3 


reasons  for  the  excellence  of  HUCKLEBERRY  FINN.  I think 
Mark  Twain  would  laugh  and  laugh  if  he  could  read  these 
effusions  in  which  the  authors  cret  themselves  all  mired 
up  with  symbolism  and  Images  and  discussions  of  the 
conflict  between  NATURE  and  CIVILIZATION.  Fortunately, 

Huck  goes  on  and  on,  riding  high  above  the  storm. 

Keith  leaves  tomorrow  for  a week  in  Ohio  in 
connection  with  the  work  he  is  doing  for  the  Air  Force. 

I dread  these  trips  for  him,  but  the  nice  part  of  this  one 

is  that  he  will  be  able  to  spend  a night  with  his  sister. 

He  will  be  back  Fridajr,  night. 

Last  Thursday  I had  lunch  at  the  Harvard  Club 

with  Anne  Eancroft.  When  Kay  and  Sam  saw  me  come  in  they 

thought  you  and  Folly  might  be  on  the  way  and  were  very 

disappointed  when  I told  them  you  were  not--not  this 

time,  I said,  but  later  I hoped.  I think  you  will  be 

interested  to  know  that  Anne  has  been  thoroughly  wakened  to 

the  needs  of  the  blind  and  two  days  a week  goes  to  a 

rehabilitation  center  in  New  York  which  takes  care  of 

disturbed  blind  children,  the  ones  that  the  regular  schools 

will  not  accept.  She  sings  to  them  and  plays  with  them, 

reaches  out  to  them  with  love  and  makes  them  feel  that 

some  one  cares  for  them.  She  said  that  both  the  AFB  and 

Perkins  told  her  that  there  was  no  record  of  a child  who 

was  born  deaf  and  blind  ever  being  taught  to  communicate 

with  the  outside  world.  Does  this  tally  with  what  you 

know!  I thought  you  and  Polly  siraewhere  in  the  world 

might  have  heard  of  one. 

'!  he  mail  man  will  be  here  in  a few  minutes  and 

I want  to  get  this  off.  It  goes  with  my  love  to  you  and 
Polly,  always,  Nella 


Ill  Fifth  Ft.,  Gar’en  City,  v.y 

'•comber  7»  19  5P 


/ear  ert. 


Mrs.  Corbaily  tools  Helen  to  the 
honpltf  1 yesterday  to  we  HeAen;  you  will  be 
happy  to  Icnov;  that  they  brought  back  a goo-' 
report,  blip’s  bind  w*a  perfectly  lucid 
and  Bho  and  Ho lan  had  a pleasant  vli-  It 
together. 


odf-,;  a pin  la  being  Inserted  In 
lolly’s  hip.  It  i a too  noon  to  toll  what  the 
effect  of  trie  will  be-  > u 1 ;-r  »ce  "on;.?  In 
other  canes  are  no  guide,  Ko thing  has  ever 
gon?  by  rule  with  c-H.her  of  these  irl&. 

Polly's  -strength  and  determine  Cion  and 
'elan’s  Invincible  faith  have  worked  mlraclee 
b fore  this  an  ’ say  do  It  &j  aln.  el  or?  Is 
the  only  vioitor  allowed  thus  far. 

.'Ire.  • oi  'e  and  Krs.  Corbally  are 
of  course  busier  ih  m over,  with  the  beginning 
of  the  Chrlstaas  rush  at  ;,rcan  Ridge  and  the 
>i , . . I 

In  th<-  hospital  an  i:  o other  at  home.  They  also 
rve  their  own  holiday  affairs  to  look  after, 
but  they  drop  everything  when  Helen  or  holly  has 
'io  slightest  need  for  tfc-eo.  -lany  of  us  are 
standing  by — I as  git.::  to  say  that  h ancy  heol.Uon 
1<  back  in  town  and  atbarine  Cornell  soon  will 
bej  the  sad  thing  for  ue  la  that  there  la  nothing 
we  can  do;  we  do  not  have  the  ski lift  that  are 
required  at  th  present,  tine, 

if  you  don't  hoar  fro®  ae  you  will 
know  that  I have  nothing  nevr  to  add  to  what  I 
eve  already  said.  Helen  hope*  to  V-e  oily  back 
horn  before  chrlstoaa  and  since  It  Is  Helen  who 
li-  doing  the  hoping  I shouldn't  be  surprised  If 
11  comes  to  pass. 

-f'f ectionately  always. 


(\  ^.8 


111  ’"lftb  t.,  - - 1 r d an  ci*v,  :>v  York 
^>c.  8,  19^9 


Dear  ,'r.  b'odgest 


of 

!n  her  h u?.«ho  5 % vblch  Ip 
>r« c 1 1 ".  lly  ..II  .1  ftp  -s  i or 
attention,  ah  has  aent  - ■ 
oy  . 2>  f o r re  ly. 


.] ui K«  serious  lllnear 

non igulrl  - 

heiler'e  t la»e  and 

rur  1 •>  * 1.  si-  of 


I carnot  of  cour  o state  with 
ce  t.«int7  vrhat  her  orvinlon  vtjH  bo,  buf  I 
a?,  reafonatly  .sure  that  It  would  bo  the  sau.e 
a*  sin’-:  that  "a  slight  or?*  or  call  tc  ‘each 
th*  blind'*  1-  not  enough.  True  dedication  1a 
oeaded  \-.d  • bin  you  ov  icualy  lo  rot  yet  have , 
though  It  ’O’  a eo»T.  that  you  are  struggling 
t-c-arfr  it.  Aa  you  3ug~?»t,  the  decision  in 
ycur,  . It  j.unt  le  made  tn  your  ovn  heart. 

With  all  good  wishes,  I a» 
Sincerely  yours, 


. r . : 

Attorney  for  Wei -an  dollar 


yr,  Harold  L.  bodges 
106  Sou ‘h  i lno 
Maiden 
Hlf  sourl 


11.1  T'l  f tb  Garden  Cl  t y , > ©v  York 

' ecember  8,  1959 


Dear  'i  '•  p orv  . oc': 


fecaute  o4*  i limns  In  her 
household  1 ?•  b :>1-  n ell sr  hr.s  '.cV.ed  rr.f.  tc 
am.-er  ; >ur  Ini  1 er  of  ; ov»  30. 

In  a . if  tin  book  o here 
cfllo-f  1 1 r • r.oov  which  wee  rubll  -hoe  in 
1957  you  will  find  on  pages  102-103  n pern-age 
concerning  vou'h.  ] will  quot-r  s part,  of  it*. 

"Join  the  profit  cotcpaity  of 
tbo^e  vi.->  • tin  barren  places  of  ll’e 
fruitful  wl  h klndnesn.  Carry  u vi&ion  of 
neavovi  in  your  aoula,  and  you  nhall  make  your 
ho»c,  your  collar®,  th?  world  corronrond  to 
i but  vision.  vour*  nucceea  and  hn  -pi nr. ns  lie 
in  yc»u . Ixturml  conditions  ora  the  accidents 
of  Life,  it  n outer  t.r  aplnpa.  The  great, 
on’u'lnp  r- . ;i  lor  are  loro  and  r.ervlca.  Joy 
is  the  holy  ire  ;h:vc  keeps  our  pur  po  -e  warm 
an  J our  intelligence  j,lov  . .orb  without  Joy 
sh  11  be  as  nothing,  devolve  to  keep  happy, 
and  your  joy  and  you  eihail  form  an  Im-lncitl© 
ho t again c - 1 d i * f 1 cu .1 1 i a , " 

I ;..tn  sorry  that  Lists 

,■  eller  he  rat?? ' it  unable  to  writ.-  to  you 
at  the  i>rsoent  t:-uo. 


Very  -sincerely  yours. 


Mrs.  Well*,  dr? tidy  Henney 
Attorney  for  Helen  .-lifer 


isa  Linda  . orvood 
Hy d©  :ark  Junior  Pi vh 
JOB  551 

La  8 egas,  Levada 


Ill  Fifth  St.,  Garden  City,  New  York 
^ece nber  13 , 1959 


Dear  Mrs.  Wagner: 


Fecause  of  serious  illness  in  her 
household  Miss  Helen  Keller  has  turned  over  to  me 
the  correspondence  with  an^  concerning  Maureen 
Young.  Let  me  begin  by  assuring  you  that  Miss 
Keller  does  have  access  to  her  mail;  In  fact,  I 
was  quite  surprised  that  you  asked  the  question. 
She  does  of  course  have  a secretary  and  the 
volume  of  mail  is  so  great  that  the  secretary 
herself  is  obliged  to  have  an  assistant,  but  a 
letter  like  Maureen's  is  one  that  in  ordinary 
circumstances  Miss  Keller  would  answer  on  her 
own  Braille  machine. 

Maureen  did  not  make  clear 
Just  how  she  wished  to  use  Miss  Keller's  name 
and  thnt  of  her  teacher  in  her  book.  Miss 
Keller  would  have  to  know  this  before  she  could 
grant  permission. 


With  all  good  wishes  to  the 
little  girl  and  to  you,  I am 

Very  sincerely  yours, 


Mrs.  Nella  Braddy  Kenney 
Attorney  for  Helen  Keller 


Mrs.  Muriel  Wagner 
300  North  Michigan  Ave. 
Chicago  11 
I lllnola 


Ill  Fifth  St.,  Garden  City,  New  York 
December  14,  1959 


Dear  Bert, 


I have  talked  with  both  Mrs.  Corbally  and 
Mrs.  Seide  since  I last  wrote  you.  I was  wrong  when 
I said  that  a pin  was  being  Inserted  in  Folly's  hip; 
when  the  doctors  opened  it  up  they  put  in  a plate 
instead.  This  was  successfully  accomplished  and  she 
is  now  out  of  traction  and  in  sandbags.  But  Bert  she 
is  a very,  very  sick  woman.  Helen  goes  to  see  her 
every  day,  but  it  is  doubtful  if  Polly  recognizes 
her,  doubtful  if  Polly  knows  where  she  is.  The 
doctor,  who  knows  her  resilience  and  determination, 
is  still  hopeful,  but  there  is  no  blinking  the 
fact  that  her  situation  is  grave  Indeed. 

It  was  such  a happy  thing  that  your 
Christmas  box  arrived  early.  It  reached  Arcan  Ridge 
the  Saturday  before  Polly's  attack  and  Mrs.  Corbally 
said  they  all  had  such  fun  opening  it.  Mrs.  Corbr lly 
will  write  you  about  it  when  she  has  time,  but  time 
for  letters  is  rather  hard  for  her  to  come  by  just 
now.  But  she  always  has  time  for  Polly  and  so  do 
the  rest  of  them — Mrs.  Seide  and  all  the  others. 
Katharine  Cornell  and  N ncy  Hamilton  sent  Helen 
some  beautiful  roses.  Helen  said,  "I  wish  they  had 
sent  them  to  Polly"  and  Mrs.  Corbally  was  able  to 
tell  her  that  the  blessed  girls  had  sent  an  exact 
duplicate  of  Helen's  bouquet  to  Polly  in  the  hospital 

I wish  I had  a prescription  for  heartache, 
for  you  and  me, 


Affectionately , 


Ill  Fifth  St.,  Garden  City,  New  York 
December  14,  1959 


Dear  Mildred, 


I hasten  to  answer  your  postal  card 
which  I received  a few  hours  aro.  I will  send  a copy 
of  thl?  to  Ravla  and  Phillips. 

Helen  first.  I too  thought  she  was 
remarkably  well  last  January  and  all  through  the 
spring,  but  during  the  summer  that  weeping  eczema 
which  has  bothered  her  off  and  on  since  the  ml d- 1940' s 
gave  her  quite  a bit  of  trouble.  This  lessened  as  the 
warm  weather  abated,  but  an  ol^  bladder  difficulty 
became  more  pronounced  and  is  still  causing  her 
discomfort.  About  the  time  I wrote  you  she  was  in 
the  middle  of  an  upset,  a virus  infection  ;erha;s. 

This  has  cleared  up,  but  the  long  strain  is  taking 
1 1 8 toll — it  has  been  more  than  two  years  now  and 
Helen  is  not  young.  She  is  bearing  up  magnificently, 
but  the  burden  of  sorrow  is  always  with  her  and  she 
has  been  letting  some  things  slide.  For  instance,  she 
has  not  been  very  diligent  about  writing  letters.  I 
* r ink  she  sim;  ly  hrsn't  the  heart  for  it.  oh  <fc:: 
plus  side  is  her  devoted  and  very  busy  household, 
f-'.rs.  Corbally  the  nurse,  -velyn  snide,  the  secret  - ry, 
and  H-^len  Notman,  the  housekeeper,  have  all  learned 
the  manual  alphabet  and  use  it  in  talking  to  Helen. 
Helen  goes  every  day  to  see  oily,  but  Just  now 
apparently  does  not  want  to  see  anyone  else,  ^he  ip 
living  serenely  in  her  own  world  and  no  one  Is 
willing  to  intrude,  not  even  the  members  of  the  house- 
hold when  she  goes  into  her  study  to  be  alone. 

Jolly  Is  very,  very  ill.  It  is  most 
doubtful  If  she  recognizes  Helen  when  she  comes  for  a 
visit,  most  doubtful  if  she  even  knows  where  she  Is. 
7h»  ’octors  put  a plate  in  the  hip,  not  a pin  as  1 h d 
first  thought,  and  oily  is  now  out  of  traction  and 
in  sandbags.  Fven  before  this  ha  pened  oily  was 
unable  to  walk  without  leaning  heavily  ujon  some  one 
else,  so  heavily  that  I myself  was  not  strong  enough 
to  support  her.  She  has  nurses  around  the  clock  and 
she  Is  on  the  critical  llrt,  as  she  has  been  since  she 
went  in<o  the  hospital  on  Pec.  1. 

Her  brother  Bert  has  longed  to  come  to 
see  her,  but  he  is  not  well  and  his  wife  is  afraid  to 
have  him  undertake  the  trip.  Her  sister  Margaret  is 
frail  and  it  seems  that  if  anyone  comes  it  will  have 


Ever  you ra, 


Ill  fifth  St.,  Garden  City,  New  'York 
December  14,  1959 


Dear  Matilde, 

Helen  Is  so  far  behind  with  her 
corres  ondence  that  her  secretary  has  turned 
over  to  me  some  of  the  letters  to  acknowledge, 
yours  among  them.  Your  letter  was  Erallled  for 
her  and  she  read  It  with  love  and  delight,  but 
In  the  present  circumstances  she  finds  It  hard 
to  find  time  to  sit  down  to  her  desk. 

As  I write  Polly  Is  In  the  Bridge- 
port Hospital,  on  the  critical  list.  On  Dec.  1 
she  had  another  attack  which  struck  like  lightning; 
she  fall  and  In  the  fall  broke  her  right  hip. 

A plate  has  been  Inserted  and  she  19  In  traction; 

It.  Is  too  early  for  anyone  to  know  Just  what  the 
outcome  will  be,  but  the  doctor  and  Helen  are 
both  hopeful.  Helen  saw  her  yesterday  and 
noted  that  she  had  Improved. 

Helen  herself  has  not  been  well, 
but  throughout  the  long  ordeal,  which  has  lasted 
more  than  two  years,  she  has  remained  her  magnificent 
3elf,  serene  In  her  faith  in  God,  beautifully  In 
control  of  her  household.  The  household’  Is  perfectly 
devoted  and  the  secretary  and  the  nurse  and  the 
housekeeper  have  all  learned  the  manual  alphabet. 

The  hardest  part  for  the  rest  of  us  Is  that  there 
Is  nothing  we  can  do  but  wait  In  love  and  anxiety. 

We  have  been  vary  lucky  thus  far  that  there  has  been 
no  publicity. 

I am  so  glad  you  saw  ^HE  MIRACUS 
WORKER.  I spent  several  days  with  it  in  Boston. 

Before  I left  home  I telephoned  Ethel  for  your 
address  in  the  hope  that  I might  see  you,  but  I 
found  myself  so  occupied  with  the  play,  back-stage 
and  front -stage,  that  I didn't  have  time  to  make 
contact  with  any  of  my  friends  in  the  city.  As  I 
told  Ethel  It.  was  always  wtr  t Eerenson  called  a 
"life-enhancing  experience''  to  be  with  you  and 
Dr.  Pfeiffer;  not  seeing  you  In  Boston  was  my 
one  dlsap;olnt.  I loved  the  play. 

Affectionate  greetings  for  the 
holidays  and  the  New  Year, 


Ever  yours, 


Ill  Fifth  St.,  Garden  City,  New  York 
Dec.  14,  1959 


Dear  Miss  Manderfeld: 


Pecause  of  very  serious  Illness 
In  her  household  Kiss  Helen  Keller  has  turned  over 
to  me  your  letter  of  Dec.  4 for  reply. 

Faith  has  been  the  cornerstone 
of  Miss  Keller's  achievement.  "Not  letting  faith 
breathe  in  me  would  be  death,"  she  has  written.  Also, 
"Reinforced  by  faith,  the  weakest  mortal  Is  mightier 
than  disaster.  The  God  within  braces  him  against 
the  universe;  his  soul  is  whole  and  equal  to  any 
emergency . " 


The  person  who  had  the 

greatest  influence  upon  Mic-s  Keller  was  her  wonderful 
teacher,  Anne  Sullivan  Macy,  who  brought  her  out 
of  darkness  and  silence  into  knowledge  of  the 
world  around  her,  making  it  possible  for  her  to 
communicate  with  those  who  see  and  hear  and 
through  Braille  making  it  possible  for  her  to 
read  the  great  books  of  the  past,  to  study,  and 
to  keep  abreast  of  current  news  and  literature. 

Kiss  Keller  believes  that 
we  should  all  meet  life  with  courage  and  joy, 
never  allowing  ourselves  to  be  dismayed  by  the 
obstacles  that  confront  us.  "The  great,  enduring 
realities  are  love  and  service.  Joy  is  the 
holy  fire  that  keeps  our  purpose  warm  and  our 
intelligence  aglow.  Work  without  joy  shall  be  as 
nothing.  Resolve  to  keep  h ppy , and  your  Joy  and 
you  shall  form  an  invincible  host  against  difficulties 

I am  sorry  th-  t conditions 
are  3uch  that  Miss  Keller  is  unable  to  write  you 
at  the  present  time. 


With  all  good  wishes,  I am 
Sincerely  yours, 


Mrs.  Nella  Braddy  Penney 
Attorney  for  Helen  Keller 


Miss  Camille  Manderfeld 


Ill  Fifth  St.,  Garden  City,  New  York 
December  15*  1959 


Dear  Miss  Farber: 

Because  of  serious  Illness  In 
her  household  MIkb  Helen  Keller  has  asked  me 
to  reply  to  your  letter  of  December  9.  She 
regrets  that  conditions  are  such  that  she  cannot 
write  you  herself,  but  I will  try  to  answer 
your  questions. 


1.  Miss  Keller  has  an 

unconquerable  faith  In  the  basic  goodness  of 
people  and  she  believes  th  t somehow  we  shall 
find  our  way  to  peace  and  th=>  good-will  to  all 
mankind  that  goes  with  It. 

2.  She  lives  most  of  the  time 
at  her  home  In  the  country  In  Connecticut. 

5.  Naturally  Miss  Keller  Is 
more  familiar  with  the  education  o*'  the  blind, 
the  deaf,  and  the  deaf-blind  than  sh--5  is  with 
that  of  the  seeing  and  hearing.  In  all  these 
fields  tremendous  strides  have  been  made  since 
she  was  a little  girl  and  the  Improvements  are 
cont lnulng. 


A.  Her  greatest  experience  was 
of  course  that  thrilling  moment  at  the  pump 
when  the  light  of  knowledge  first  dawned  upon 
her.  It  wob  this  that  made  her  education  possible. 
It  laid  the  groundwork  for  all  the  wonderful 
achievements  that  came  afterwards. 

Thank  you  for  your  letter. 

Sincerely  yours, 


Mrs.  Nella  Braddy  Henney 
Attorney  for  Helen  Keller 


Miss  Michele  Farber 

67  Hartwell  Road 

West  Hartford,  Connecticut 


Garden  City,  Dec.  15,  1959 


Darling  Helen, 

I am  writing  this  so  you  will  have  the 
information  if  I do  not  see  you  today  or  tomorrow.  If 
I do  see  you,  you  will  not  have  to  read  the  letter. 

You  remember  h*K<Aai&  that  it  was  Lenore 
and  Phil  who  arranged  to  have  Teacher's  ashes  placed 
in  the  National  Cathedral  and  that  provision  was  made 
at  the  time  for  yours  in  due  course  to  be  placed 

with  hers.  Nothing  was  said  about  Polly  and  all  that 
Polly  ever  said  to  me  was  that  she  wanted  to  be  cremated 
as  soon  as  possible  and  after  that  she  did  not  care.  I 
don't  know  if  she  ever  said  more  than  this  to  you.  But 
recently  Lenore  had  occasion  to  be  in  touch  with  Bishop 
Angus  Dun  of  the  Washington  Cathedral  and  she  asked 
him  about  the  possibility  of  Polly's  ashes  also  going 
to  the  Cathedral.  The  Committee  which  takes  care  of  such 
decisions  was  promptly  summoned  and  promptly  agreed  that 
at  the  proper  time  (far  distant  they  hoped)  the  remains 
of  our  dear  Polly  would  be  "gladly  received."  I don't  want 
you  for  a minute  to  think  that  this  means  that  I have  given 
up  hope,  for  I haven't.  With  Polly's  strength  and  determination 
and  with  your  indomitable  faith  and  courage,  I know  not 
what  miracles  may  come  to  pass,  but  we  must  be  prepared. 

As  for  myself,  I feel  sure  that  Teacher 
would  be  happy  at  the  Committee's  decision,  she  would 
want  her  two  children  to  be  with  her.  As  for  Polly,  I 


know  that  it  is  an  honor  that  she  would  never  have  dreamed 
of  for  herself,  but  you  and  I know  how  much  she  deserves 
it  . No  pressure  was  applied  to  the  Committee  and  their 
spontaneous  decision  shows  that  none  was  needed;  lolly's 
service  to  you  and  through  you  t.o  mankind  is  recognized. 

I hope  you  approve  of  the  decision,  but  I shall  not  allow 
final  acceptance  without  your  consent.  You  do  not  need  to 
write  a letter--Just  tell  Evelyn  or  Mrs.  Corbally  and  they 
will  tell  me. 

And  of  course  Eert  must  be  consulted.  He  and  I 
have  been  in  constant  communication  ever  since  Polly's 
illness  began  and  I will  write  to  him  after  I have 

heard  what  you  think.  Even  if  Folly  once  said  that  she 
would  like  her  ashes  to  go  back  to  Scotland  I think  she 
would  now  be  humbly  willing  to  accept  her  rightful  place  with 
you  and  Teacher. 

Oh,  darling  Helen,  how  much  I think  of  you  and  Folly 
in  these  days  of  anguish.  I wake  at  night  and  you  are  there, 

I wake  in  the  morning  and  there  you  are  again--it  takes  all 
my  concentration  to  keep  my  mind  on  anything  else. 


My  love,  my  love,  my  love, 


Nella 


Ill  Fifth  St.,  Garden  City,  New  York 
December  17,  1959 


Dear  Eert, 


The  situation  at  Arcan  Ridge  remains  about 
the  same,  Polly  still  in  the  hospital,  Helen  in 
constant  loving  attendance,  and  serried  ranks  of 
friends  waiting  to  be  of  help  in  any  possible  way, 
but  knowing  that  for  a time  at  least  the  trained 
experts — and  Helen — must  do  the  ministering. 

I don't  know  if  you  have  ever  met  Lenore 
Smith  who  became  a friend  of  Helen's  and  Teacher's 
while  Helen  was  at  Radcliffe  College.  Lenore  married 
another  friend  of  theirs,  the  late  Dr.  Philip  Smith 
who  was  for  many  years  the  Chief  Alaskan  geologist 
with  the  U.S.  Geological  Survey;  a range  of  mountains 
in  northern  Alaska  now  bears  his  name.  It  was  Dr.  and 
Mrs.  Smith  who  In  1936  made  arrangements  to  have 
Teacher's  ashes  placed  in  the  National  Cathedral  in 
Washington,  D.C.,  with  Helen's  in  due  time  to  be 
there  with  Annie  Sullivan's.  Nothing  was  said  then 
about  Polly,  but  as  the  years  went  on  it  became  more 
and  more  apparent  that  Folly  should  always  remain 
with  the  two  women  she  had  served  so  well.  Lenore 
therefore  made  contact  with  Bishop  Angus  Dun  of  the 
Washington  Diocese  to  ask  if  Polly's  ashes  could  be 
deposited  in  the  Cathedral  with  Teacher's  and  Helen's. 
(V'e  all  knew  that  Polly  wanted  to  be  cremated  as  soon 
as  possible  and  she  said  she  did  not  care  what  happened 
after  th^t.)  The  Bishop  acted  promptly  and  a few  days 
later  Lenore  received  a letter  from  him:  "The  answer 
is  that  the  proper  committee  here  has  considered 
this  request  and  gladly  grants  it."  This  is  a great 
honor  for  our  dear  Polly  and  greatly  deserved.  The 
National  Cathedral  is  one  of  our  shrines — the  nearest 
approach  to  Westminster  Abbey  that  we  have.  I think 
you  will  be  pleased  to  know  that  no  pressure  was 
brought  against  the  committee.  A simple  request  from 
a private  citizen  was  all  that  was  needed;  this  shows 
what  our  country  thinks  of  Folly . I hope  this  plan  meet 
with  your  approval  and  Margaret's;  to  all  her  friends 
here  it  seems  so  right  and  fitting. 

Let  not  my  writing  you  about  this  make  you 
feel  for  a minute  that  I ha->e  despaired  of  Polly's 
recovery.  I haven't  and  as  long  as  the  doctor  and 
Helen  are  hopeful  I shall  be  hopeful  too.  It  would  lift 
my  heart  to  be  able  to  send  you  cheery  ney/a  before  the 
holidays  begin. 


Affectionately  always, 
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Garden  City,  Dec.  17,  1959 


Darling  Helen, 

I hope  a thought  that  comforts  me  some  times 
occurs  to  you.  I mean  I hope  that  you  some  times  reflect 
upon  how  rich  and  full  Folly's  life  has  been.  Years  ago 
she  told  me  that  as  a girl  she  had  two  ambitions:  the 
first  was  to  be  of  some  use  in  the  world,  the  second  was 
to  travel.  It  is  not  given  to  many  people  to  realize 
their  young  ambitions  to  the  extent  that  Polly  has  and 
she  could  never  have  done  it  except  for  you.  I know  that 
you  are  inclined  to  think  of  Teacher  and  Polly  both  as 
having  sacrificed  for  you  when  in  fact  they  fulfilled 
themselves  through  you.  Please  think  of  this  and  of  the 
joy  that  it  gave  them  to  be  with  you. 

Before  the  winter  is  over  I should  know 
THE  OPEN  XOR  by  heart.  I don't  know  how  I could  do 
without  it  in  answering  the  questions  the  children  ask 
for  their  term  papers.  I always  find  an  apt  quotation 
to  give  them.  It  is  an  invaluable  little  book. 

Bill's  play  DINNY  AND  THE  WITCHES  did 
not  pet  very  good  reviews  and  will  probably  close  this 
Sunday  evening.  It  is  a fantasy  and  the  times  are  not 
much  attuned  to  fantasy.  It  was  an  experiment  and  he 
is  going  to  lose  quite  a bit  of  money  on  it.  He  has  no 
regrets  about  having  made  the  effort.  The  performances 
of  the  young  man  who  takes  the  part  of  Dinny  and  of 
the  young  woman  who  takes  the  part  of  his  girl  have  been 
highly  praised  and  may  lead  to  blgver  roJ.es  for  them  in 
other  plays. 


Keith  and  I are  pitting  ourselves  against  the  gray 
squirrels  which  swarm  over  the  yard  and  1 am  sorry  to 
tell  you  that  the  squirrels  are  winning.  They  are  smarter 
than  we  are.  They  like  the  grain  and  bread  crumbs  that  we 
throw  out  for  the  birds  and  especially  the  peanut  butter 
that  I spread  over  a big  pine  cone.  Y/e  swung  the  cone  from 
a limb  which  we  thought  would  break  under  the  weight  of 
a squirrel.  It  didn't  break  and  the  squirrel  licked  up 
all  the  peanut  butter.  Then  we  hung  it  the  cone  by  a thin 
wire  about  four  feet  long  which  we  looped  over  one  of  the 
power  wires  that  comes  across  the  yard.  The  squirrels  are 
better  than  any  tight-rope  walker  you  ever  saw.  Hand  over 
fist  or  I should  say  foot  over  foot  and  upside  down  they 
race  along  the  power  wire  until  they  come  to  the  wire 
from  which  the  cone  is  suspended;  then  holding  tight  with 
their  hind  feet  they  use  their  front  feet  to  pull  the  cone 
up  within  reach,  exactly  like  a man  pulling  a bucket  out  of 
a well  and  in  a little  while  the  peanut  butter  is  all  gone^ 
and  the  purple  finches  and  chickadees  and  nuthatches  find 
the  larder  empty.  Four  or  five  times  a day  I have  to 
climb  the  step  ladder  and  smear  on  more  peanut  butter.  \ v'e 
wouldn't  mind  one  or  two  squirrels,  but  six  or  seven  are 
too  many.  We  find  it  quite  humiliating  to  be  beaten  by 
these  small  adversaries  and  we  are  still  working  on  the 
problem . 

My  dearest  love  to  you  and  Folly  always  and 
always,  Nella 


Ill  rift;  St.,  r^r  City,  N.v. 
Dec.  19,  19 u S 


Dear  Cvelyn, 


Here  Is  the  let ‘.or  from 
Blahoj  Dus — it  ehoul  ’ go  In  the  safe 
with  .'oily's  vi  11. 


' r>-  e, 


K6  it 


ill  \ i th  f-t. , 
Dec.  21 t 1559 


('°r  'pn  City,  K.'i 


Deo  r Lrs.  i.era«n: 


Th©  PraTratista  Guild 
let tor  aa  of  July  7 has  Jurt  arrived. 
-5  , ju  suggest,  i 3h-?n  rile  it  i th 
1 1 basic  con;  met. 

Merry  Christmas! 


is  f>K 


Lois  ■ erni.-ti 
I.e  h Salisbury  Inc. 
234  West  44  St. 

Lev  3crlt  36 

P.Y. 


Garden  City,  Dec.  28,  1959 


Darling  Helen, 

I find  it  hard  to  keep  my  mind  away  from 
our  sorrow,  but  over  the  week-end  I found  so  much  pleasure 
in  a little  book  about  grasses  that  I want  to  share  it  with 
you.  Keith  and  I have  always  found  th«  wild  grasses  the  most 
difficult  of  plants  to  identify  and  the  ordinary  books  on 
plants,  even  the  big  fat  ones,  were  not  much  help.  This 
little  book  is  by  Agnes  Chase  who  is  an  honorary  Fell&w  of 
the  Smithsonian  Institution;  she  has  been  a student  of 
grasses  all  over  the  world  for  60  years,  she  will  be  90 
this  coming  April  and  she  is  still  active,  goes  every  day 
to  her  office  at  the  Smithsonian. 

This  is  no  time  to  begin  on  grasses — no 
grasses  to  work  with — but  Mrs.  Chase's  descriptions 

seem  clear  and  Keith  and  I expect  to  have  a lot  of  knowledgeable 
fun  as  we  roam  the  open  spaces  in  Kew  Hampshire  next  summer. 

But  we  have  already  learned  a lot  that  we  didn't  know. 

Grasses  in  the  number  of  species  are  the 
third  largest  family  of  plants  in  the  world.  The  composites 
like  asters  and  dandelions  come  first  and  I was  much  surprised 
to  learn  that  orchids  come  secondl  Grasses  have  a wider 
distribution  than  any  other  plants--only  lichens  go  farther 
north — xuxsxxxixxiajuttfciiT  they  are  the  greatest  source  of 
wealth  in  the  world  and  more  useful  to  man  than  all  other 
plants  taken  together.  All  our  bread-stuffs  come  from  such 
grasses  as  wheat,  corn,  oats,  rye,  and  barley.  Rice,  another 
grass,  la  the  staple  food  over  much  of  the  world  and  sugar  cane, 
which  at  first  slg,ht  doesn't  look  too  much  like  grass,  is  one 
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that,  we  should  not  like  to  do  without . The  biggest  grass  Is 
bamboo  which  is  sometimes  used  In  building  houses  in  the 
tropics;  the  people  in  southern  Iraq  build  their  houses  of 
reeds,  still  another  grass. 

The  mainstay  of  grazing  animals  is  grass  (though 
non-grassea  like  clover  and  alfalfa  are  often  mixed  with  it 
in  pasture  lands);  grass  is  thus  the  chief  raw  material  from 
which  comes  the  milk  we  drink,  the  beef  and  lamb  we  eat, 
the  woolen  clothes  we  xxx  wear,  not  to  speak  of  our  leather 
shoes  and  jackets  and  gloves.  (I  left  out  the  alcohol 
xmxmxmxmfitmxmxfiUn»xfflXBMHmima!bxmamHm:fciiXH  we  drink — Bourbon  maA  >■ 
and  Rye  and  some  of  the  others.) 

Mrs.  Chase  says  that  more  than  a hundred  commercial 
cornstalks 

products  are  made  from  ssrbxx±bhs,  including  wall  board,  the 
"glue"  on  postage  stamps,  the  so-called  rubber  erasers  on 
pencils,  "rubber"  hot  water  bottles,  sponges,  bathmats, 

"amber"  handles  for  umbrellas,  and  a remarkable  substances 
called  furfural  which  is  used  in  roadbuilding,  it  makes  the 
cement  stronger. 

Grasses  keep  our  lawns  s from  washing  away  and 
beautify  them  as  well  and  grasses  are  bringing  fertility 
back  to  the  dust-bowl  lands;  we  have  excellent  soil-binding 
species  in  the  United  States,  but  the  ever-searching 
agrostologists  (grass  experts)  have  quietly  worked  out  a 
kind  of  international  exchange.  Two  species  from  Siberia, 
for  instance,  with  stout,  ground-gripping  rootstalks  are 
now  doing  yeoman's  service  in  holding  down  the  soil  in 
the  Dakotas  and  at  the  same  time  furnishing  rich  pasturage 
for  sheep  and  cattle. 
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Sven  more  exciting  to  a*  us  was  the  work  of  grass  in 
creating  soil.  There  is  a species  called  Spartlna  which 
grows  in  mud  flats  and  tidal  estuaries  like  those  in  the 
Gulf  of  St.  Lawrence,  Chesapeake  Bay,  and  San  Francisco  Bay. 
They  have  a stout  root  apparatus  which  mats  together  in  a 
network  so  firm  that  it  holds  at  high  tide  when  the  grasses 
are  submerged]*  and  the  network  spreads  towards  the  sea 
instead  of  back  towards  the  land.  The  coarse  grasses  break 
the  force  of  the  waves  and  cause  them  to  drop  their  burden 
of  sand  and  silt.  In  time  the  mud  flat  becomes  meadow  land 
and  in  more  time  it  becomes  dry  land  and  at  this  point  the 
Spartina  dies  off.  In  one  instance*  it  took  only  ten  years 
to  build  up  a deposit  of  6 feet  of  soil'. 

In  1923  the  Dutch  took  hundreds  of  thousands  of 
tiny  plants  ("sets"  they  are  called)  of  a kind  of  Spartlna 
that  has  been  a great  land-builder  on  the  English  seacoasts 
and  planted  them  on  the  salt  marshes  between  Flushing  and 
Eergenop-Zoom  in  backwaters  of  the  Scheldt  River.  By 
1940  Spartlna  in  these  areas  had  created  7 feet  of  soil 
and  as  soon  as  the  War  was  over  the  Dutch  banked  in  a 
new  polder;  by  1950  the  land  was  firm  enough  to  plow 
and  two  square  miles  of  it  was  planted  to  carrots.  Spartina 
spreads  easily  and  before  long  theJSutch  expect  to  have 
100  square  miles  of  new  land  created  by  this  grass. 

It  is  only  recently  that  the  general  public  has 
become  aware  of  this  function  of  grass.  Mrs.  Chase  told 
about  a letter  that  the  Department  of  Agriculture  had  from 
some  real  estate  promoters  on  Cape  Cod.  They  wrote  that  they 
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had  cleared  the  coarse  grass  off  a sandhill  area  to  make 
way  for  a summer  resort  colony  and  now  the  sand  was 
blowing  up  around  the  houses,  making  them  uninhabitable 
and  what  could  they  do  about  it.  "Put  the  grass  back," 
said  the  Department.  It  cost  them  a fortune. 

It  seems  to  me,  Helen,  that  every time  you  make 
contact  with  nature,  even  at  the  humblest  points,  you 
find  yourself  travelling  along  an  exciting  path  that 
opens  up  wider  and  wider  vistas  as  you  move  forward.  I 
was  thinking  about  the  years  that  Darwin  spent  with 
earthworms.  Eut  I’ll  leave  worms  alone,  at  least  for  a 
while,  and  stick  to  grasses. 

Ann  and  I spent  two  nights  in  New  York  last 
week — saw  two  plays,  The  Miracle  Worker  of  course, 
and  after  that  the  new  Anouilh  play  The  Fighting  Cock 
with  Rex  Harrison  in  it.  There  were  a number  of  empty 
seats  at  The  Fighting  Cock,  though  we  found  the  play 
interesting.  By  contrast  there  were  a number  of  standees 
at  The  Miracle  Worker  and  the  response  of  the  audience 
was  really  terrific — it  would  have  warmed  your  heart. 

Our  once  piece  of  bad  luck  was  the  snowstorm  which  made 
it  all  but  impossible  to  get  taxis.  The  night  we  went  to 
Fighting  Cock  we  had  to  walk  25  blocks  through  icy  slush; 
at  one  street  crossing  my  right  galosh  shipped  a full 
load  of  the  stuff  and  by  the  time  we  got  to  the  restaurant 
Just  across  from  the  theater  I would  have  been  willing  to 
pawn  my  wedding  ring  for  a warm  place  to  sit,  a good  drink, 
and  a good  dinner.  That  was  Just  what  we  had  and  we  came 
through  it  without  taking  cold  or  suffering  any  other  damage 

Love,  love,  love,  Nella 


except  stiff  Joints. 


HI  Fifth  St., 
Dec.  29,  19  ?9 


harden  City,  N.Y. 


r.’ar  Mildred, 


I am  £o  glad  that  you  and 
Katharine  are  coming  to  Yew  York--I 
think  It  will  be  a great  comfort  to 
Helen.  I know  that  your  days  will  he 
crowded,  but  If  there  should  come  a 
time  when  you  could  both  have  lunch  with 
me  at  the  Harvard  Club  (27  Vest  44  St.) 

I should  like  it.  very  much.  My  telephone 
number  here  is  J'loneer7-0193.  I »■  sorry 
that  v.ancy  and  Kit  will  not  be  in  town, 
but  Kit  is  off  again  on  tour  with  DEnR 
LIAR  and  Nancy  is  with  her. 

"1  nc-e  rely , 

M ft  H 


Ill  Fifth  St.,  Garden  City,  N.v, 
Dec.  29,  1959 


Dear  Lenore,  •M 

What  a very  hap;  y thought — that  lovely 
polnsettia.  The  florist  sent  a particularly  gay 
one:  It  Is  still  brightening  our  lives. 

Only  one  urn  will  be  required  and  we 
should  know  a great  deal  more  by  the  end  of  the  week 
than  we  do  now.  Kit  Is  on  her  way  to  Washington  with 
DEAR  LIAR  and  will  be  there  a week.  Nancy  is  with  her 
and  Nancy  will  go  to  the  Cathedral,  look  at  the 
columbarium,  find  out  whether  Polly's  ashes  are  to  be 
In  the  same  niche,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing.  She 
can  do  this  quietly  because  Kit's  cousin  Douglas 
Cornell  is  a prominent  layman  in  Cathedral  activities 
and  because  Kit  has  twice  turned  over  her  house  on 
Martha's  Vineyard  to  Francis  Sayre's  mother  for 
one  of  her  special  activities — YWCA  I think. 

The  situation  at  Arcan  Ridge  Is  about 
the  same.  Polly,  heartbreaklngly  enough,  shows  a 
tiny  bit  of  improvement  from  time  to  time,  but  not 
enough  to  encourage  hope.  3he  still  does  not 
recognize  Helen.  Helen  last  week  expressed  a desire  to 
see  Mildred  and  by  the  grace  of  Providence  Mildred 
had  already  planned  to  be  In  New  York  with  her 
daughter  Katharine  for  a few  days.  I don't  know 
Helen's  reason  and  I would  rather  have  thought  that 
she  would  ask  for  Fhillips--tho  gap  between  her  and 
Mildred  Is  so  wide,  so  much  wider  since  £ segregation 
has  become  a national  issue — but  I am  glad  that  she 
has  asked  for  anyone.  God  alone  knows  what  has  been 
going  on  in  her  mind  these  last  weeks.  The  poor-  girl 
knows  that  we  can  give  her  only  a part  of  our  lives, 
whereas  Polly  gave  the  whole  of  hers. 

Every  member  of  the  household  now 
has  the  manual  alphabet,  but  they’ll  all  have  to 
drop  it  the  minute  Polly  comes  home — if  she  does. 

It  is  agony  for  us  all,  much  greater  agony  for  Helen. 

I am  glad  you  are  there. 

Love  from  Keith  and  Ann  r.nd  me, 


v $ M 


Garden  City,  Dec.  29,  1959 


Dear  Evelyn, 


I am  sending  the  letter  from  Michael 
Faber  atout  the  George  Washington  Citizenship 
Award  direct  to  Mrs.  Scharoff  and  asking  her  to 
send  it  to  you  along  with  the  transcription.  I 
am  inclosing  ray  reply  which  can  simply  go  to  the 
files. 

The  v.agner  correspondence  is  for  the 
file.  I sent  the  two  awful  manuscripts  to  Dr. 
Zlemer  and  he  will  carry  on  from  this  point. 

Mrs.  Lenore  Smith  has  offered  to 
pay  for  the  urn.  Nancy  and  Kit  will  be  in 
Washington  this  week.  Kit  has  a cousin  there  who 
i s a prominent  layman  in  the  National  Cathedral 
and  they  also  have  a connection  with  one  of  the 
canons.  Nancy  will  find  time  to  look  at  the 
columbarium  in  the  Chapel  of  St.  Joseph  of 
Arimathea  to  see  what  the  first  urn  is  like, 
how  much  room  is  left,  and  all  that.  The 
Bishop's  letter  did  not  say  that  Polly's  ashe3 
would  be  deposited  in  the  same  place — Nancy  will 
try  to  find  out  about  this  too.  I think  we  ought 
all  to  have  all  the  information  available  and  as 
3oon  as  I hear  from  Nancy  I'll  get  in  touch  with 
you  and  we  can  decide  whether  you  or  I should 
give  the  report  to  Mr.  Adams.  Above  everything,  we 
don't  want  to  get  any  wires  crossed, 

I wrote  Mildred  a note  asking  her 
and  Katharine  to  ha\  e lunch  with  me  at  the  Harvard 
Club  if  they  have  time.  I em  glad  they  are  coming 
north — we'll  Just  have  to  trust  to  the  Lord  that 
everything  works  out  all  right. 

Affectionately , 


Ill  Fifth  St.,  Garden  City,  New  York 
December  29,  19  r9 


Dear  hr.  Faber: 


Because  of  serious  illness  in  her 
household  which  requires  her  unremitting  attention 
and  care,  Miss  Helen  heller  has  asked  mo  to  reply 
to  your  letter  of  Dec.  17. 

An  honor  like  your  George 
Washington  Citizenship  Award  has  a very  special 
value,  since  it  comes  from  the  young  people 
upon  whom  wa  rest  our  hopes  for  a new  and 
better  world,  3ut  I am  forced  to  tell  you  that 
it  is  most  unlikely  that  Miss  Keller  will  be 
able  to  matte  any  public  appearances  at  all  for 
a long  time  to  come.  I am  sorry. 

Very  sincerely  yours, 


■rs.  Fella  Braddy  Henney 
Attorney  for  Helen  Keller 


Kr.  Michael  Faber,  President 
Student  Government  Organization 
George  Washington  High  School 
192  St.,  Audubon  Ave. 

New  York  AO,  N.Y. 


111  Fifth  3t . , Garden  City,  Now  York 
December  29,  1959 


Dear  Dr.  Ziemer: 


As  you  can  sse  from  the  Inclosed 
correspondence  Mrs.  Va/ner  wanted  me  to  send  you 
the  two  manuscripts  which  she  and  her  pupil 
Maureen  Young  have  written.  Neither,  In  my  opinion, 
Is  publishable,  but  they  must  be  taken  care  of 
somehow,  i er’naijs  you  will  return  them  to  Mrs. 

Manner . 

Sincerely  yours, 


Mrs.  Nella  B.  Henney 


Dr.  Gregor  Zlemer 

American  Foundation  'or  the  Blind 

15  We9t  16  St. 

New  York  11 
N.Y. 


Ill  Fifth  St.,  Garden  City,  New  York 
December  30,  1959 


Dear  Bert, 


As  the  year  comes  to  its  end  the 
situation  at  Arcan  Ridge  remains  about  the  same, 
except  that  Polly  is  showing  a little  Improvement — 
very  little,  she  is  still  awfully  sick.  Helen 
goes  to  see  her  every  day  that  the  doctor  allows 
it  and  never  makes  the  slightest  complaint  about 
the  discomfort  of  driving  over  the  rough,  icy 
country  roads.  Ye  had  quite  a heavy  snowstorm 
during  the  holidays.  Traffic  was  fcfltled  up 
everywhere,  but  our  indomitable  Helen  continued 
her  appointed  rounds. 

It  is  hard  to  divert  Helen's  mind  from 
lolly — it  was  only  with  effort  that  Mrs,  Corbally 
and  Mrs.  Seide  were  able  to  get  her  to  read  her 
Christmas  cards  and  look  at  her  gifts.  But  she  has 
expressed  a desire  to  see  her  sister  Mildred  and 
by  the  grace  of  heaven  Mildred  plans  t o be  in  .'Jew 
York  with  her  daughter  Katharine  around  January 
10  for  a short  visit. 

My  sister  Ann  came  ui  from  Georgia  to 
spend  the  holidays  with  us.  She  asks  to  be 
remembered  to  you  and  Isabel  and  says  that  for  a 
long  time  she  has  hoped  to  be  able  to  bring  her 
greetings  to  you  in  person. 

I hope  I960  will  be  a happier  year  for 

all — a t : 

added  to  Polly's  may  produce  a miracle. 


Affectionately  always, 


Ill  Cifth  Zt.,  Garden  City,  New  vork 

December  1,  1979 


Deri r 111 zabeth , 

In  the~s  s.?d  dry s to  ve 
re.  5.:.  be  red  by  one’s  fri-nds  b's  a v3ry 
sp  ecie  I value.  Th  shortcake  arrived  end 
Is  now  being  treasured  until  some  friends 
whom  ve  love  very  much  come  'or  tea. 

Vo  goo*  news  from  .-.re an 
Bldge  since  lag t I vro^e  r.nd  the  news  from 
Scotland  Is  not  wood  either:  Bert.  low.  • *.  rh 
a cold,  Margaret  -acently  in  hospital, 
and  B'fie  about  t.o  set  out  for  New  Zealand, 
though  thi°  last  may  turn  out  to  be  a fine 
adventure. 


Ann  is  vl  f,h  us  for  the 
holidays,  not  in  the  house  at  the  moment 
because  s’;  e has  gone  to  New  York  to  have 
lunch  with  an  old  friend  from  Georgia.  Bhe 
leaves  on  Jan.  2 and  her'  visit  has  been 
much  too  short. 


Please  ha\ e a happy  I960, 
dear  L'lizabeth,  you  and  Andrew,  with  my 
love , 


Nft  tf 


Garden  City,  Jan.  7,  1962 


Dearest  Helen, 

I have  just  heard  such  a nice  story  about 
Stuart  Grummon's  brother.  Like  Stuart,  he  is  a man  of 
great  cultivation,  speaking  all  the  Europen  languages, 
Spanish  his  favorite,  as  it  was  with  Stuart.  He  decided 
that  he  wanted  to  live  in  the  country,  and  so  he  moved 
up  to  Jaffrey,  New  Hampshire,  not  far  from  where  Katharine 
Conant  lives.  He  had  to  find  a way  to  make  a living  and 
decided  he  would  like  to  run  a greenhouse,  though  he  had 
never  30  much  as  raised  an  African  violet  on  a window 
sill.  He  got  to  work  and  this  year  he  had  five  thousand 
poinsettia  plants  ready  for  the  Christmas  tradel  Five 
thousand-- I wish  we  could  have  seen  them.  It  is  not  often 
that  one  comes  across  a success  story  like  this--a  dream 
come  true. 

This  morning  I am  in  a state  of  exasperation 
because  both  my  electric  typewriters  are  out  of  whack.  It 
doesn't  make  so  much  difference  on  the  one  with  ordinary 
type  because  I can  then  turn  back  to  the  old  one,  which  is 
like  yours.  But  with  the  one  that  does  the  large  typing 
for  the  blind  children  not  operating  I am  at  a standstill. 

I am  hung  up  in  the  middle  of  a book  that  should  have  been 
finished  a month  ago  and  can't  do  anything  about  it  except 
fret  and  fumi.  I am  very  good  at  fretting  and  fuming,  but 
I am  tired  of  it.  (What  a cross-patch,  I can  hear  you  say.) 

Well,  I'll  cheer  up  and  get  busy  with  the 


Town  Papers.  There  I always  find  something  interesting 
enough  to  take  my  mind  off  petty  disturbances.  Like, 
for  instance,  an  Oder  in  1857  to  pay  a man  £12  for 
teaching  school  for  six  weeks.  That  wouldn't  have 
surprised  me  if  it  had  been  back  in  the  1820's  or  lfi30's, 
but  by  1857*  I should  have  expected  teachers  to  be 
better  paid,  especially  in  New  England.  Women  got  even 
less.  The  old  district  school  was  not  much  of  an 
educational  institution,  but  the  children  did  learn  to 
read  and  write  and  do  a little  arithmetic. 

I'll  be  glad  when  Nancy  and  Kit  are  back 
with  us  again,  so  glad  meantime  that  all  seems  to  go  so 
well  with  them. 


My  love  always  Nella 


Ill  Fifth  St.,  Garden  City,  N.Y. 
January  8,  19^2 


Dear  Ken, 


You  were  quite  right  In  your  surmise  that 
I might  nob  want  to  have  anything  to  do  with  any 
decision  on  the  request  from  Hearst  Metronome  for 
permission  to  quote  from  Helen's  books  in  their 
television  program. 

What  they  are  planning  would  not  conflict 
with  THE  MIRACLE  WORKER  movie,  but  it  would  conflict 
with  the  fine  documentary  of  Helen  that  Nancy  Hamilton 
made  some  years  ago.  Nancy's  documentary  is  now  owned 
by  the  American  Foundation  for  the  ^lind;  and  the 
person  to  get  in  touch  with  is  Mr.  Jansen  Noyes  Jr., 
Hemphill  Sc  Noyes  Co.,  8 Hanover  St.,  New  York  5,  N.Y. 
The  "Jr."  after  his  name  is  important  because  his 
father  is  in  the  same  company. 

Helen  is  about  the  same. 


All  good  wishes  and  tnank  you  for 
letting  me  know  about  this. 


Mr.  Ken  McCormick 
Doubleday  & Co. 
575  Madison  Ave. 
New  York  22 

N.Y. 


Ill  Fifth  St.,  Garden  City,  N.Y. 
January  8,  1^02 


Dear  Bert, 


As  I write  I am  facing  the  Scots  Calendar 
which  is  always  as  welcome  as  the  first  seed  catalog 
which  arrives  about  the  same  time--they  both  give 
such  delightful  pro.nise  of  things  to  come,  and  I 
hope  all  things  will  live  up  to  their  promise  in 
1962. 


Yesterday  afternoon  I talked  with  Mrs. 
Corbally,  as  I always  do  on  Sunday.  Helen  is 
about  the  same,  living  now  more  in  the  present 
than  in  tne  past,  but  the  outlines  of  her  understanding 
are  still  vague.  It  seems  to  me  most  remarkable 
and  most  wonderful  that  at  every  period  of  her  life 
she  has  had  at  her  side  exactly  the  person  she 
needed,  first  Teacher,  then  Polly,  and  now  that  she 
is  so  sadly  crdippled  and  her  work  all  done,  she 
has  Winnie  Corbally.  No  one  could  be  better. 

Nancy  and  Kit  were  still  in  Bavaria  when 
last  heard  from.  The  getting  away  for  a while  and 
the  rest  are  exerting  their  healing  powers  and  we 
are  glad,  but  it  will  be  good  to  have  them  back 
again. 


I was  so  glad  to  have  such  good  reports 
of  your  family.  That  Margaret!  Who  but  ax  Thomson 
could  have  done  it.  A star  turn  indeed! 

The  memorial  to  Polly  has  not  been 
forgotten,  but  the  Foundation  is  in  the  turmoil  of 
building  and  I am  not  sure  when  the  decision  will 
be  made  as  to  just  what  form  it  will  take. 

This  goes  with  affectionate  reetings 
to  the  whole  family.  Toll  Effie  when  you  write 
that  I was  very  happy  to  have  the  card  from  her. 


The  best  of  years  in  1962! 


Ill  Fifth  St.,  Garden  City,  N.Y 
Jan.  12,  1962 


Dear  Lenore, 


Keith  finally  got  around  to  writing 
Mr.  Eoomer;  he  was  very  pleased  when  Keith  delivered 
your  message,  and  we  discovered  the.4  we  had  other 
friends  in  common.  He  trap  also  quite  helpful  about 
the  map  problem  thai  Keith  presented  to  him  and  I 
predict  a rather  lively  correspondence  through  the 
winter. 


Mildred  is  with  Helen  now,  and  will  be 
for  another  week  or  two.  This  i3  the  ‘ime  of  year 
that  her  daughter  Katharine  comes  up  for  the  fashion 
shows,  Helen  stays  "about  the  same,"  but  there  is  no 
mental  improvement.  Kit  and  francy  are  still  in 
Europe,  but  may  return  before  the  month  is  up. 

We  s ay  busy  with  the  ""own  Papers,  but 
I have  not  been  very  diligent  about  going  into  the 
cl^y  i,o  the  libraries  and  old  book  stores.  Too  cold. 
But.  I expec  to  do  better  when  the  temperature 
moderates. 

I hope  everything  is  going  the  way  you 
and  Sidney  want  it  to  go. 


Our  love, 


Ill  Fifth  St.,  Garden  City,  N.Y. 
Jan.  13,  1962 


Dear  Kr.  tfoyes: 


I lee  no  reason  vrhy  the  request  In 
the  letter  hat  I inclose  should  not  be  r ran  ted , but 
i auet  be  done  by  some  one  with  the  authority  to 
sl/nn  Helen's  nane,  The  article  has  never  been 
published  anywhere  except  in  the  ladles  Home  Journal 
and  therefore  does  not  come  under  the  Jurisdiction 
of  Doubleday  A Co. 

fl th  all  -rood  wishes,  I arc 
.'lncerely  yours, 


air.  Jansen  Noyes  Jr. 
Hemphill  te  Noyes  Co. 
8 Hanover  Et. 

New  $or)z  5 

N.Y. 


Ill  Fifth  St.,  Garden.  01  ty,  N.Y 
Jan.  13,  1962 


Dear  Mies  Jaeovlna: 


I am  forwarding  your  request  for 
permission  to  quote  from  Helen  Keller's  article  he 
■forld  Through  Three  "enee s to  the  person  who  now 
handles  such  matters  for  her.  You  will  no  doubt  hear 
from  him  before  long. 


Sincerely  yours, 


Mrs.  Telia  Henney 


Miss  Eleanor  Jacovlna 
American  Book  Co. 

55  -Fifth  Ave. 

Tew  York  3 

N.Y. 


Jan.  14,  1962 


Dearest  Helen, 

An  old  friend  of  mine  is  running  for  Congress 
and  I find  it  very  exciting.  Her  name  is  Corinne  Riley  and  she 
and  I were  classmates  at  Converse  College  in  South  Carolina  a 
couple  ol  thousand  years  ago.  Her  husband,  John  Riley,  who  died 
on  Mew  Year's  Day  had  been  one  of  the  Representatives  from 
South  Carolina  for  15  years,  a Conservative  Democrat,  and  a 
very  good  man  in  both  his  private  and  public  life.  Corinne  is 
hoping  to  fill  out  his  present  term  and  the  chances  of  her 
winning  out  seem  excellent. 

Bill  Gibson  has  been  asked  to  do  a movie  script 
for  the  life  of  the  great  Antarctic  explorer,  Ernest  Shackleton, 
one  of  whose  expeditions  was  comparable  to  that  of  Robert  Scott, 
except  that  Scott  died  on  the  way  home,  while  Shackleton,  though 
beset  with  incredible  hardships,  managed  to  return  safely  bringing 
his  men  with  him.  Bill  is  attracted  to  heroic  soul..,  as  he  has 
proved  by  his  deep  XXXXXYXXXKM  admiration  and  love  for  Teacher. 

The  Shackleton  story  would  involve  a trip  tc  Hew  Zealand  and  s dip 
into  the  AnHzticx  Antarctic,  but  he  will  not  be  able  to  get  at  It 
for  a year  or  sc  because  he  is  now  at  work  on  a book  in  tribute  to 
his  parents.  Ke  is  a careful  workman  and  this  book  is  taking  longer 
than  he  had  thought. 

This  morning  I «m  writing  on  a perfect  monster 
of  a typewriter — a full  size  electric  which  weighs  so  much  that 
Keith  and  I together  can't  lift  it.  It  is  on  loan  until  my 


small  electric  comes  back  from  the  repair  shop.  That  is  the  trouble 
with  these  machines — they  are  magic  while  they  work  properly,  but 
thy  they  get  out  of  order  very  easily  and  I am  afraid  that  I may 
have  to  go  back  to  the  old-fashioned  kind. 

Here  I had  to  interrupt  myself  to  go  out  and 
melt  the  ice  in  the  bird  bath.  In  this  cold  weather  the  water 
freezes  so  quickly  tfs  that  I have  to  keep  my  eye  on  it.  The 
birds  suffer  for  water  when  it  is  not  available  and  we  are  not 
lucky  enough  (as  you  are)  to  have  a running  brook  where  they 
can  drink. 

I am  so  glad  that  Mildred  is  with  you.  Please 
remember  me  to  her. 

Keep  well,  dear  Helen.  I send  my  love  and 
Keith's  with  it,  always  and  always,  Nella 


Feb.  1,  1962 


Dearest  Helen, 

i/irginia  Scharoff  is  cn  vacation,  and  so  I shall  have 
to  ask  Winnie  to  read  this  letter  to  you — this  note  rather. 

Yesterday  afternoon  when  I went  out  to  pick  up  the 
small  branches  that  the  wind  had  blown  down  I jumped  a rabbit  in  the 
yard.  I wondered  what  he  had  been  able  to  find  to  kite  eat  to  keep  him  so 
lively  and  healthy  in  this  cold  and  frozen  world,  and  after  a few 
minutes’  oearcn  discovered  that  it  was  pachysandra,  that  low-growing 
evergreen  that  you  had  in  Forest  Hills  and  have  at  Arcan  Ridge.  Now  the 
interesting  thing  about  my  rabbit's  dinner  is  that  it  came  from  Forest 
Hills.  One  spring  afternoon  many  years  ago  when  I was  getting  ready  to 
leave  for  home,  you  and  Teacher  and  I walked  around  your  little  garden 
where  a nursery  man  had  been  setting  cut  bulbs  and  other  plants.  He 
had  gone  and  we  found  that  he  had  overlooked  one  small  pachysandra  plant — 
the  little  clump  was  no  bigger  than  try  fist  and  since  Teacher  was  about  to 
throw  it  a way,  I brought  it  here  and  set  it  out.  It  began  immediately  to 
spread  and  now  there  is  a great  patch  of  it  here  about  six  feet  in 
diameter,  I have  taken  from  it  plants  for  New  Hampshire  and  have  given  away 
many  plants  to  friends.  It  made  me  very  happy  to  know  that  I had  enough 
to  spare  for  the  rabbit,  happier  still  to  think  tint  because  of  something 
Teacher  did  more  than  30  years  ago  a rabbit  in  Garden  City  is  having  a 
feast  every  day  of  his  life  during  this  icy  weather. 

Now  that  February  has  come,  we  are  beginning  to  think  of 
New  Hampshire.  Because  of  some  research  I must  do  at  the  New  Hampshire 
Historical  Library  in  Concord  we  shall  probably  leave  earlier  than  usual 
this  year,  .»oine  time  in  April  rather  than  May.  That  means  that  we  still 


2 


have  twp  months  to  wait,  but  they  will  whisk  by  in  a hurry.  Spiders 
are  hatching  out  and  that  is  a good  sign  of  spring.  May  it  be  a 
happy  one  for  us  all. 

My  love,  my  love,  Nella 


Garden  City,  Feb.  5,  196? 


Dearest  Helen, 

There  is  in  Washington  an  enormous  building  where  our 

National  Archives  and  Records  are  kept.  Among  its  great  treasures  are 

the  original  copies  of  the  Declaration  of  Independence,  the  Constitution 

of  the  United  states,  and  the  Bill  of  Rights,  but  it  is  only  recently 

that  I have  become  aware  of  the  small  treasures  that  it  also  contains. 

mail  from 

For  example,  I wanted  to  knew  how/the  soldiers  fxewxR who  v/ent  from 
cur  town  in  New  Hampshire  got  back  to  their  families.  I wrote  first  to 
the  office  of  the  Postmaster  General  in  Washington,  my  letter  was 
referred  to  the  National  archives  and  I now  have  a photostats*  record 
of  the  mail  route,  telling  how  far  letters  came  by  train,  then  where 
they  were  oicked  up  by  coach  and  delivered  to  Eaton  twice  a weak.  The 
men  who  laid  out  the  coach  road  in  the  old  days  did  a good  job  of  it, 
for  it  is  the  same  route  that  today  is  one  of  the  paved  highways  leading 
into  our  town.  Keith  and  I have  driven  over  it  many  times  without  realizing 
that  it  was  laid  out  nearly  two  hundred  years  ago  when  the  surveyors  had 
to  keep  watch  for  hostile  encounters  with  bears,  panthers,  and  Indians. 

Nor  is  this  all.  The  records  they  have  on  soldiers  from 
before  the  Revolution  to  the  present  day  are  fabulous.  I have  been  in  touch 
with  then:  about  my  soldiers.  They  have  a blank  you  fill  out  giving  all  the 
information  you  have  about  a particular  soldier,  then  they  look  up  the 
record  and  for  a dollar  a soldier  will  send  you  e photostat  of  It.  (This 
service  is  open  to  anyone.)  From  these  photostats  I have  been  learning 
ever  so  many  little  details  about  my  men.  I know  that  John  Blanchard 
was  honorably  discharged  in  Baton  Rouge  because  varicose  veins  had 
rendered  him  useless  for  military  service,  I know  that  Andrew  Harriman 
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was  honorably  discharged  because  he  fell  on  a fence  rail  and  ruptured 
himself  in  a skirmish  near  Hagerstown,  Maryland,  1 know  that  James 
Leavitt  was  a shoemaker  before  he  went  into  the  service — most  of  my  men 
were  farmers;  and  I know  that  Asenath  Brooks  had  to  sign  with  Her  iVlark 
when  she  applied  for  a pension  after  her  son  was  killed.  I know  that 
Moses  Drown  could  not  re^d  and  write — and  I sajl  could  go  on  and  on  and  on. 
As  ir.y  information  comes  in  from  the  National  Archives  and  other  sources 
these  young  men  become  very  re..  1 to  me  and  my  heart  aches  and  aches  whan 
I think  or  their  sufferings  and  the  senselessihnes,.  of  it  all.  _orae  of  them 
came  back  of  course  nd  some  of  them  lived  to  be  jolly  old  men  who  are  still 
remembered  in  the  town.  It  is  said  of  Abraham  Roberts  that  when  he  laughed 
in  Snowvilie  you  could  hear  him  on  Boss  f/.t.  (Vhat  would  I not  give  to 
hear  a laugh  like  that  today! 

iVc  11,  I must  get  back  to  my  soldiers.  I have  about  25  more 
blanks  to  fill  out  and  send  to  the  National  Archives.  It  is  good  to  be 
busy. 


My  deep,  deep  love,  always, 


Nells 


Garden  City,  Feb.  10,  1962 


Deareot  Helen, 

iuch  a lunch  I had  last  week!  flhoops!  I lived  through 
it,  but  sometimes  I thought  it  was  going  to  be  touch  and  go.  I was 
with  old  friends  at  a Lebanese  restaurant  where  both  the  food  and 
nearly  all  the  patrons  are  Lebanese.  The  menu  was  printed  in  both 
English  and  Arabic,  the  atmosphere  was  friendly,  and  the  Lebanese 
people  I thought  very  attractive  and  vital.  But  the  food!  It  made  me 
wonder  again,  as  I have  wondered  many  times,  how  you  and  Polly  managed 
to  survive  the  strange  meals  that  were  served  to  you  on  your  travels. 

The  first  h thing  that  came  to  the  table  was  a dish  of 
yellow  chunks  about  half  the  size  of  your  fist,  they  looked  rather  like 
cantaloupe,  but  were  too  big  for  that.  Turned  out  that  they  were  raw 
turnip  which  had  been  soaked  in  beet  juice  and  sour  wine.  I found  a piece 
about  the  size  of  a hickory  nut  and  ate  it.  Not  bad,  but  with  my  squeamish 
stomach  I was  afraid  to  go  any  farther  with  it,  though  my  friends  were 
consuming  big  hunks  with  gusto.  The  next  thing  was  a plate  filled  with  a 
grayish  paste;  this  was  chick-peas  ground  up  with  olive  oil  to  be  used  like 
butter.  The  bread  was  like  big  pancakes  of  unleavened  bread  and  the  bread 
and  the  paste  I thought  quite  good.  I ordered  kibbee,  which  turned  out 
to  be  lamb  and  eggplant.  These  were  cooked  with  garlic  and  sesame  seeds 
and  heaven  only  knows  what  other  seasonings  and  served  with  hot  little 
sausages,  enough  food  to  sustain  a big  man  who  had  been  at  hard  labor  all 
morning.  I nibbled  the  edges  while  my  friends  emptied  their  plates.  The 
dessert  gave  a choice  of  a number  of  rich  confections  sweetened  with  honey-- 
the  Lebanese  do  not  use  sugar — and  some  of  them  were  crusted  with  honey.  I 


skipped  dessert  and  took  .American  coffee  instead  of  the  Turkish  coffee 
which  was  also  offered.  I had  a very  good  time  and  a very  interesting 
time,  but  I came  home  hungry  and  when  I got  here  asked  Bertha  to  scramble 
me  an  egg.  I was  embarrassed  at  the  restaurant,  but  I simply  could  not 
eat  the  stuff.  Even  now  I feel  a little  queasy  just  thinking  about  it. 

The  snow  is  beautiful  here  this  morning  and  I imagine  it  is  with 
you  too.  I must  go  sweep  the  steps. 


Keith  sends  love  and  I do  too,  Nella 


Garden  City,  February  11,  1962 


Dear  Margaret, 


I am  turning  the  Szilard  material  over  to  a friend  who 
I think  may  be  very  responsive  to  it.  -»s  for  myself,  I can't  sign 
up.  Nor  Keith.  I can't  bring  myself  to  the  deep  conviction  that 
would  make  me  a useful  member  of  the  group.  I don't  see  how  the 
promises  made  can  be  kept  if  an  untoward  accident  should  happen;  it 
may  be  that  I have  become  cynical  (more  cynical?)  through  my 
reading  about  the  Civil  War.  The  most  high-minded  among  them  did 
not  keep  a promise  if  it  became  expedient  not  to.  Perhaps  they  were 
right.  I have  waited  so  long  to  reply  because  I wanted  so  much  to 
be  a convert,  but  I can't  make  it. 

I am  not  sure  that  I told  Bill  that  it  may  take  a 
month  or  more  to  hear  from  General  Services  Administration,  but 
they  always  come  through  in  the  end.  The  genealogy  room  on  the 
3rd  floor  of  the  Library  at  42  &±.  is  most  helpful,  the  attendants 
very  knowledgeable. 

Ahen  shall  I see  you?  At  the  TMK  movie? 

Please  stay  well,  all  of  you. 


Affectionately, 


Garden  City,  Feb.  19,  1962 


Dearest  Helen, 

A little  while  back  I got  the  final  report  on  one  of  my 
deserters,  I have  two  of  these  fellows  and  I don’t  know  yet  about  the 
other  one,  but  without  mentioning  his  name,  I must  tell  you  about 
this  one.  He  enlisted  on  Aug.  14,  1862,  in  the  13th  Regiment  of  New 
Hampshire  Volunteer  Infantry,  to  serve  for  three  years.  This  Regiment 
was  mustered  in  at  Concord,  New  Hampshire,  about  70  miles  from  Eaton 
and  I am  not  sure  how  he  made  this  stretch  of  his  journey,  probably  by 
stage  coach.  He  had  $25  of  the  bounty  money  which  soldiers  wefe 
promised  at  that  time  and  he  drew  a month's  salary  in  advance.  The 
month's  salary  was  $13,  which  was  more  money  than  it  sounds  like  tarixt 
today.  Even  so  $38  was  no  great  fortune  and  that  was  all  he  had 
except  his  uniform,  gun,  knapsack,  and  other  equipment. 

The  regiments  that  had  left  in  1861  had  gone  off  with 
bands  playing  and  crowds  cheering  and  great  feasts  waiting  wherever 
they  stopped  at  mealtime,  but  in  1862  the  people  had  learned  through 
battle  and  hardship  and  casualties  that  the  war  was  not  a picnic  and  the 
13th  Regiment  went  off  without  fanfare.  They  left  Concord  on  Oct.  6 
and  went  by  railroad  to  New  London,  Conn.  From  there  they  went  by 
steamer  to  Jersey  City  and  from  there  by  railroad  in  cattle  cars  to 
Washington,  D.C.  They  were  packed  into  the  cattle  cars  as  long  as  there 
was  room  for  a man  to  stand  up — this  was  the  worst  part  of  the  journey. 
They  bivouacked  on  the  Capitol  grounds  overnight,  then  on  Oct.  9 
marched  to  Camp  Chase  across  the  Potomac  River  on  Arlington  Heights 
near  Robert  E.  Lee's  old  home.  The  quartermaster  was  ia  supposed  to 
have  full  camping  equipment  ready  for  them  there,  but  didn't  and  the 
young  men  "had  to  spend  the  frosty  night  upon  wet  ground  without  tents 
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or  cover" — no  blankets.  The  Regiment  was  assigned  to  the  1st  Brigade  in 
Gen.  Casey's  Division  which  was  generally  known  as  the  Defenses  of 
Washington.  The  men  of  the  13th  were  put  to  drilling  and  marching 
and  digging  trenches,  the  weather  continued  bad  and  they  could  hear  the 
sound  of  the  Confederate  guns.  Troubles  about  supplies  continued  and 
by  Oct.  20  my  young  man  had  had  enough.  On  this  date,  after  less  than  a 
month  of  service,  he  managed  to  sneak  away  and  there  is  no  record  of 
what  happened  to  him  afterward.  His  name  never  appeared  again  in  the 
Eaton  records.  I cannot  find  it  in  my  heart  to  condemn  him,  but  wherever 
he  went  he  had  to  live  with  the  knowledge  that  when  a big  job  had  to  be 
done  he  wasn't  man  enough  to  do  his  share  of  it.  The  remarkable  thing  to 
me  is  that  the  eight  young  men  who  enlisted  from  Eaton  when  he  did  stuck  it 
out,  even  after  the  next  encampment  on  Aquia  Creek  on  Dec.  6 where  the  men 
spent  the  night  without  tents  or  cover,  in  deep  snow  and  in  weather  below 
zero.  This  became  known  as  Camp  rreeze-to-Death,  but  the  other  men  from 
Eaton  survived  it.  Che  of  them  died  of  disease  in  1863  and  one  was  killed 
in  axkkx  battle  in  1864.  The  rest  got  back  to  New  Hampshire  and  I hope 
were  honored  as  they  deserved  to  be. 

Keith  is  trudging  out  in  the  snow  this  morning  to  take  the 
train  for  New  York.  I am  staying  in  a warm  room  freezing  by  proxy  with 
my  soldiers. 

I am  so  glad  Phillips  and  Ravia  will  be  with  you  soon.  Nothing 
takes  the  place  of  a family.  My  love  always,  Nella 


Ill  Fifth  St.,  Garden  City,  N.Y 
March  1,  1962 


Dear  hen, 


It  was  nice  to  have  your  note  and  I am  glad  that 
Helen  s royalty  check  is  so  substantial.  I am  sending  it  and 
the  statement  on  to  herj  in  the  future,  unless  you  have 
instructions  to  the  contrary,  all  such  communications  should 
be  mailed  to  her  direct.  She  is  still  at  arcan  Ridge  and  thinqs 
go  on  as  before. 


Best  wishes, 


Mr.  Ken  McCormick 
Doubleday  & Co. 
575  Madison  Ave. 
New  York  22 

N.Y. 


Ill  Fifth  St.,  Garden  City,  Mew  York 
March  1 , 1962 


Dear  Evelyn, 


I've  no  idea  why  Ken  McCormick  sent  the  inclosed 
statement  and  check  to  me  unless  he  has  heard  rumors,  anyway, 
here  it  is  and  I have  told  him  hereafter  to  send  all  such 
communications  direct  to  Arcan  Ridge. 

I hope  you  have  come  back  all  full  of  bounce  and 

beans. 


Affectionately, 


Garden  City,  March  5,  1962 


Dearest  Helen, 

This  morning  I am  sending  you  a handful  of  the  blanks  that 
have  to  be  filled  out  if  you  want  to  get  information  from  the  National 
/urchives  about  a soldier.  I thought  perhaps  some  of  the  girls  up  there 
might  have  an  ancestor  they  want  to  ask  about  and  if  so,  you  could  give 
them  one  of  these  blanks  and  turn  them  loose.  I have  filled  out  seventy 
blanks — that  is  the  number  of  soldiers  I am  dealing  withi 

If  you  look  at  the  Civil  War  as  a great  dramatic  spectacle, 
and  it  is  the  greatest  dramatic  spectacle  that  ever  took  place  in  this 
country,  every  single  one  of  my  men  had  a part  in  it,  even  the  deserters 
that  slunk  off  the  stage  into  oblivion,  and  sometimes  an  unexpected 
character  appears.  Take  a little  girl  named  Zylphia  Thurston.  Her  mother 
died  when  she  was  three  years  old,  her  father  bled  to  death  at  the  battle 
of  Cold  Harbor  from  a gunshot  wound  in  the  thigh  when  she  was  thirteen 
years  old.  Three  years  later  when  she  was  sixteen  she  married  a man  older 
than  herself,  enough  older  to  be  a sort  of  father  as  well  as  husband.  Years 
later  when  her  husband  died  and  she  had  a handsome  gravestone  erected  to  him 
she  had  an  inscription  on  the  back  of  it: 

In  Memory  of 
Andrew  J.  Thurston 

Company  B 5th  New  Hampshire  Volunteer  Regiment 
& his  wife 
Mahal a 

Zylphia  and  her  husband  had  63  years  together,  which  means  that 
this  inscription  for  Andrew  and  Mahala  was  carved  63  years  after  her  marriage 
and  she  was  still  thinking  of  her  lonely,  lonely  childhood  and  longing  for  her 
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mother  and  father.  Not  that  she  ever  let  it  get  her  down.  She  raised  a 
family  of  her  own — her  granddaughter  and  a niece  of  hers  are  friends  of 
ours  in  New  Hampshire — and  she  was  always  active  in  school  affairs  and 
church  work.  * strong  woman,  and  she  lived  to  be  89  years  old! 

Well,  you  can  imagine  what  I have  on  hand  with  70  of  these 
stories  to  deal  with!  I'd  better  get  back  to  them. 

My  love  always  and  always,  Nella 


Ill  Fifth  St.,  Garden  City,  New  York 
March  9,  1962 


Dearest  Annie, '• 


I saw  the  screening  of  the  T MW  movie  last  night  and 
I thought  your  performance  as  fine  as  anything  I have  ever  seen 
in  the  theater — maybe  the  finest  I have  ever  seen.  The  reason 
I say  "maybe"  is  because  I am  too  close  to  Annie  Sullivan  to 
be  totally  unbiassed.  I felt  that  you  were  not  acting  Teacher, 
you  were  being  Teacher,  and  I could  see  her  and  hear  her  as  I 
watched  and  listened.  It  was  wonderful!  And  Keith  thought  so 
too. 


During  the  summer  Bill  told  me  that  you  had  been 
very  ill.  That  disturbed  me  until  I learned  that  you  had  become 
a home  owner  and  a landlady.  A house  is  a lot  of  fun,  but  a lot 
of  responsibility  and  I consider  being  a landlady  a truly  heroic 
undertaking.  But  no  doubt  this  can  be  fun  too.  I hope  so. 

I don't  have  your  new  address,  but  I expect  the  old 
one  to  find  you. 

This  with  my  love  and  with  more  congratulations  than 
I could  put  down  on  paper.  Take  good  care  of  yourself. 


Ill  fifth  St.,  Garden  City,  New  York 
torch  10,  1962 


Dear  nrthur, 


My  friends  are  going  to  be  out  of  town  on  the  18th 
and  for  several  weeks  afterward,  so  the  two  tickets  that  you 
were  kind  enough  to  put  aside  for  them  can  now  go  to  someone 
else. 


The  picture  jhows  again  that  you  and  fred  and  Bill 
and  .ainia  are  an  unbeatable  combination.  I could  see  your 
special  magic  all  the  way  through.  Keith  and  I had  a memorable 
evening. 


I hope  the  baby  has  arrived  and  is  exactly  what 
you  wanted  as  sex,  size,  and  other  specifications — and  of 
course  that  "mother  and  child  are  doing  well." 

All  good  wishes  for  all  the  adventures  that  lie  ahead! 


Mr.  Arthur  Penn 
Fred  Coe's  Office 
234  West  44  St. 
New  York  36 

N.Y. 


Garden  City,  March  14,  1962 


Dearest  Helen, 

Last  week  something  happened  that  to  Keith  and  me  was 
like  getting  the  Medal  of  Honor  from  Congress.  The  Eaton  Town 
tteport  came  (Snowville  is  in  this  town)  and  we  opened  it  up  to 
see  what  the  budget  was  and  who  hadn't  paid  their  taxes  and  what  the 
selectmen  planned  for  this  year  when  all  of  a sudden  we  came  upon 
a little  article  called  "Our  Town — 1961-1962"  and  found  that  it  was 
mainly  about  us!  In  all  the  years  since  the  Town  was  chartered  in 
1766,  it  has  never  done  anything  like  this  and  I can't  begin  to  tell 
you  how  happy  and  proud  it  made  us.  In  a way  it  is  like  an  obituary, 
since  it  says  things  that  are  usually  saved  until  after  a person  is 
dead.  It  is  our  monument  and  we  couldn't  have  a better  one.  (rt/hat 
I think  I'd  better  do  is  to  pop  off  now  before  I manage  to  so  something 
that  would  tarnish  it.h  At  any  rate  we  want  tbe  people  we  love  to  see 
it  and  I am  sending  you  a photocopy  that  Keith  had  made  yesterday 
so  Winniw  can  read  it  to  you — that  is,  as  much  of  it  as  you  want  to 
hear. 

I am  so  glad  to  see  the  sun  shining  again.  I have  been 
struggling  with  a sort  of  flu-ish  attack  and  I think  the  good  weather 
will  clear  it  up.  I think  of  you  so  much,  dear  Helen,  and  love  you 
so  much — and  this  goes  for  Keith  too.  Nella 


Ill  Fifth  St.,  Garden  City,  New  York 
March  19,  1962 


Dear  Barbara, 


It  Is  wonderful  that  you  are  to  be  In 
our  neighborhood,  sort  of,  In  July.  On  a clear  day 
the  drive  from  the  coast  to  the  hills  Is  extraordinarily 
beautiful  and  very  rewarding.  We  expert  to  be  In 
Snowvllle  all  summer,  beginning  early  In  May.  Snowvllle 
is  not  on  all  maps,  but  It  is  in  the  town  of  Eaton, 
about  eight  miles  south  of  Conway.  And  we  are  in 
New  Hampshire — so  many  people  put  us  in  Vermont  or 
Maine,  we  don't  know  why.  Our  telephone  there  is 
Hickory  7-2287  and  the  exchange  is  Conway. 

We  both  look  forward  to  seeing  all  three 
of  you  and  we'll  talk  about  the  Snows  as  well  as  New 
England  and  a lot  of  other  things. 


Ever  yours, 


Ill  Fifth  St.,  Garden  City,  N.Y. 
March  19,  1962 


Dear  Mrs.  Lomax: 


This  morning  when  I was  getting  ready  to 
send  you  the  next  two  volumes  of  JOHNNY  TREMAIN  I found, 
I think,  that  I have  done  a dreadful  thing|. 

Instead  of  beginning  my  Vol.  Ill  with 
the  page  number  156  I began  it  with  256,  vrhich  means 
that  I shall  have  to  erase  the  first  digit  on  the 
numbers  of  I4|j^  pages!  I am  sure  that  I made  this 
mistake,  but  would  you  mind  double-checking  by  looting 
up  the  last  sentence  in  Vol.  II,  which  is  the  last  one 
I sent.  It.  should  be:  Johnny  was  learning  to  'take  or 

leave'  liab.  And  can  you  tell  me  any  type  of  eraser  that 
will  make  the  job  easier. 

Except  for  this  I have  the  next  two 
sections  ready,  SALT  WATER  TEA  and  THE  FIDDLER "S  EILL. 
They  run  respectively  63  pages  and  81  pages,  which  is 
awkward,  but  I feel  strongly  that  the  break  should  come 
at  the  end  of  a section,  not  in  the  middle  of  it. 

As  if  the  troubles  we  have  been  having 
with  the  typewriters  were  not  enough!  Mine  has  been  in 
the  shop  for  months — and  now  this. 

I am  terribly  sorry. 


Sincerely  yours, 


Mrs.  nomax 
IHB  Braille  Center 
147-16  Archer  Ave. 
Jamaica  35 
New  York 


P.S.  My  telephone  here  is  Pioneer  7-0193 


Garden  City,  March  20,  1962 


Dearest  Helen, 

You'd  never  guess  what  our  rabbit  has 

done!  I told  you  that  he  had  eaten  off  a good-sized 

oJUL 

patch  In  the  pachysandra  bed,  but^ the  time  he  wac  a she 
and  what  she  was  doing  was  preparing  a place  for  her 
tables.  Keith  and  I noticed  that  she  was  digging  a 
cosy  little  hole  and  thought  she  might  be  preparing  a 
resting  spot  for  herself,  but  when  we  discovered  that 
she  was  lining  It  with  soft  bits  of  fluff  and  fine 
grasses  we  knew  what  was  up.  Ounday  morning  when  we 
went  out  for  a look  we  found  the  place  all  covered 
over  with  pachysandra  leaves,  so  skilfully  arranged 
that  if  we  hadn't  known  where  It  was  we  should  nevex' 
have  believed  that  anything  had  been  disturbed.  She 
ha 3 baby  rabbits  in  there  and  I wish  I had  whatever  it 
takes  to  push  back  the  leaves  and  have  a look  at  them, 
but  we  don't  want  to  disturb  them  or  the  mother.  Some- 
times aturing  the  day  we  sea  her  sitting  quietly  about 
20  feet  away  from  the  nest  where  she  can  keep  an  eye  on 
It.  At  is  dusk  and  dawn  she  pushes  bak  back  the  leaves 
and  gives  suck  to  her  children,  but  she  does  this  when  It 
Is  too  dark  for  uc  to  see  her.  And  when  It  is  over  she 
rearranges  the  leaves  to  hide  them.  And  now,  alas,  we'll 
have  a yard  full  of  rabbits  this  summer.  Oh  dear,  oh  dear! M 
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i • State  the  names  and  dates  of  birth  of  all  your 
children,  llvlnp  or  dead. 

A.  I never  had  no  children. 

Poor  old  Bill!  By  this  time  he  must  have  been 
pretty  tired  of  writing  it  all  down.  There  is  a sad  little 
aftermath.  Before  hi 3 death  he  had  his  gravestone  put  up 
in  the  little  family  oenetary  on  Lyman  Kt.  net  far  from  us. 

We  saw  it  last  summer.  The  Inscription  was  simple: 

William  H.  Palmer 
1841- 

He  left  a blank  for  the  date  of  his  death.  He  died  in  1923, 
b\it  the  date  has  never  been  put  on  the  stone.  By  that  time  all 
the  Palmers  had  moved  away  from  Eaton,  and  though  he  is 
buried  at  the  foot  of  the  stone,  there  was  neither  wife  nor 
child  to  see  to  it  that  the  inscription  was  finished  and 
apparently  none  of  the  relatives  thought  of  it.  At  first  I 
thought  the  Tom  of  Eaton  should  ± do  it,  but  a a grave  is 
sacred  to  the  family  and  if  it  is  done,  the  family  must  do 
it. 

Elsa  Kingsley  called  me  last  night.  She  had  been 
in  Florida  for  a month  and  now  seems  to  be  quite  herself 
again.  The  terrible  operation  took  a lot  out  of  her.  She 
asked  about  you,  said  she  thinks  of  you  so  much,  and  that  she 
always  loves  bo  dwell  upon  the  happy  days  that  she  had  with 
you  and  Polly  and  Teacher  going  all  the  way  back  to  1918  and 
DELIVERANCE.  My  soldiers  are  calling.  My  love,  my 

love,  always,  Nella 


Now  I will  tell  you  about  another  one  of  my  soldiers. 

His  name  was  A'illiam  H*  Palmer,  but  everyone  called  him 
Bill.  He  served  with  the  6th  Regiment  of  New  Hampshire 
Volunteer  Infantry  and  when  he  was  an  old  man,  no  longer 
able  to  work  on  his  farm.,  he  applied  for  a pension,  which 
was  given  him.  He  had  to  fill  out  a blank-,  as  all  the 
veterans  did,  and  a number  of  the  questions  had  to  do  with 
marriage.  He  need  not  have  answered  any  of  these  questions 
but  the  first,  but  Bill  was  a simple  man  and  he  plodded  on 
and  answered  every  one  of  then.  I'll  give  you  the 
questions  and  his  answers. 

Q.  State  your  wife's  full  name  and  her  maiden  name. 

A.  I never  ’.fas  married. 

. when,  where,  and  by  whom  were  you  married? 

A.  I never  was  married. 

were  you  previously  married?  If  there  ms  more  than  one 
previous  marriage,  let  your  answer  include  all  former  wives. 
A.  I never  had  a wife. 

. If  your  present  wife  was  married  before  her  marriage  to 
you,  let  your  answer  Include  all  former  husbands. 

A.  I never  had  a wife. 

3.  Are  you  now  living  with  your  wife  or  has  there  been  a 
separa  tlon? 

A.  I never  had  a wife. 


Ill  Fifth  St.,  Garden  City,  Kevi  York 
March  24,  1962 


Dear  Evelyn, 


Helen  really  hae  nothing  to  add  to  two 
statements  she  has  already  made  about  Dr.  Howe. 

1.  See  cages  218-219  In  the  1954 
edition  of  THE  STORY  OF  MY  LIFE,  published  by 
Doubleday  & Co.,  1954. 

2.  See  pages  244-247  In  MIDSTREAM, 
published  by  Doubleday,  Doran  & Co.,  1929. 

You  might  file  these  references  where 
you  can  get  at  them  the  nert  time  somebody  asks 
about  Dr.  Howe.  He  comes  up  regularly  about 
every  four  or  five  years. 

How  the  flu  does  take  it  out  of  you! 

I hope  you  are  feeling  much  better. 


Ever  yours, 


Garden  City,  Mar.  27,  1962 


Dearest  Helen, 

This  has  been  a week  of  concern  about 
accidents  to  our  friends.  One  of  then;  called  up  t.  few  nights 
ago  to  tell  us  that  x the  reason  we  hadn't  seen  him  was  that 
about  a month  ago  he  slipped  on  the  ice  and  fell  In  such  a 
way  that  hir  leg  vent  under  hir  and  he  cat  on  It,  breaking 
both  bones  a few  Inches  above  the  ankle.  Tv.-o  weeks  In 
hospital,  now  at  home  In  a cast  which  he  will  have  to 
wear  for  some  time  to  cocie  and  the  doctor  tells  him  it  will 
be  six  or  seven  months  before  be  can  use  the  leg  normally. 

Ke  reads  a greet  deal,  listens  to  music,  and  to  give 
further  variety  to  the  long  hours,  he  has  taken  up  knitting! 

Then  Keith  brought  home  the  news  that  a friend 
in  New  Jersey,  collecting  funds  for  the  Red  Cross,  stumbled 
as  she  left  the  home  of  a neighbor  from  whom  she  had  got  a 
contribution  and  broke  a oouple  of  small  bones  In  her  foot. 
She  too  is  in  a oast,  hobbling  around.  The  friend  from 
whom  she  had  Just  got  the  contribution  took  over  the  Job 
of  finishing  off  the  collection  in  that  neighborhood  and 
the  next  night  sent  it  to  our  friend  by  her  young  son.  Our 
friend's  dog  did  not  recognize  the  boy,  sprang  at  him  and 
bit  him  severely  on  hie  face  and  arms.  What  the  outcome  of 
this  will  be  we  do  not  yet  know. 
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But  the  weirdest  accident  of  all  happened  to  a house. 

A charming  little  house  on  the  slope  of  a hill  on  a country 
road  here  on  Long  Island.  A big  truck  was  zooming  down 
the  hill  towards  the  house  when  one  of  its  great  tires 
flew  off,  went  whirling  down  the  road,  veered  to  one  side, 
gaining  speed  at  every  second,  and  smashed  straight  into 
the  front  of  the  house,  breaking  a big  hole  in  the  front 
and  shattering  to  splinters  a fine  antique  rennsylvania 
hutch  bench,  fortunately,  our  friend  was  away  from  home 
at  the  time. 

Well,  after  all  this,  you  can  see  that  it  is  a 
dangerous  world  we  live  in.  I must  go  out  now  and  give 
the  birds  some  water.  I shall  be  so  careful  that  I'll 
probably  fall  down  the  steps  and  break  my  neck,  which  is 
one  way  to  settle  problems. 

My  love,  Helen,  always  and  always,  Kfella 


Garden  City,  April  3,  1962 


Dearest  Helen, 

I Just  want  you  and  iiinnle  to  listen  to  what 
I 'nave  to  say — I think  you  will  be  as  astonished  as  I was 
when  I first  come  upon  the  information  I am  about  to  give 
you. 

You  know  of  course  about  the  wonderful  work 
that  Dorothea  Dix  did  for  the  insane  and  naybe  you  know 
something  about  her  work  for  the  soldiers  in  the  American 
Civil  >-'rr.  In  Lpril,  1361,  only  a few  days  after  the  war 
began  she  appeared  in  -/ashing ton  to  organize  "female 
nurses"  for  the  military  hospitals.  She  seemed  to  have  all 
the  qualifications  she  needed — she  had  actually  visited  the 
hospitals  that  Florence  Nightingale  had  reformed  during 
the  Crimean  War,  she  had  herself  reformed  Jails  and  insane 
asylums,  end  the  Government  welcomed  her  with  open  arms. 

Now  at  that  time  there  was  no  such  thing  in 
the  whole  United  States  as  a "trained  nurse,"  as  we 
understand  the  term  today  and  there  was  much  apprehension  as 
to  the  effect  that  women  in  the  hospital  wards  would  have  on 
the  r<  en.  and  vice  versa.  Miss  Dlx  had  her  own  idea  of  the 
kind  of  women  who  would  be  suitable:  they  had  to  be  more 
than  thirty  years  old,  "plain  almost  to  repulsion  in  dress, 
and  devoid  of  personal  attractions."  (Winnie  could  never 
have  nx  made  the  grade.).  They  couldn’t  wear  colored 
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dresses  or  jewelry  or  flowered  bonnets  and  they  couldn't  curl 
their  hair.  Their  salary  was  forty  cents  a day  and  food. 

Well,  naturally,  what  Klee  Dlx  got  was  a lot  of 

best  up,  self-righteous  old  hags  who  Interfered  with  the 

doctors  and  depressed  the  soldiers.  A wink  from  a oretty 

girl's  eye,  the  toss  of  a saucy  head,  the  swish  of  a bright 

skirt  would  have  done  the  sick  (ten  more  good  than  all  the 

battery  of  homely  women  who  were  foisted  upon  their..  later 

in  the  war  xilm  attractive  women  managed  to  slip  in  and 

on  the  whole  their  work  was  so  well  done  that  izilr.j  today 

pretty  girls  (like  you  and  lolly)  are  sought  out  to  go  into 

the  wards  to  cheer  the  veterans.  One  look  at  the  two  of  you 

in  your  pretty  clothes  and  i'Hli&w  flowered  hats  would  have  been 

enougn  for  Miss  Liz.  Hhe  would  have  turned  you  down  flat  I 

And  Winnie,  too,  if  she  had  been  along. 

am 

I »a/now  beginning  on  the  multitudinous  details 
that  must  be  taken  care  of  before  we  leave  for  Pnowville — 

trying  to  remember  what  there  is  here  that  I shall  need  in 

New  Hampshire  npxt  October.  It  will  be  some  weeks  before 
we  set  out,  but  some  of  the  things  that  need  to  be  done 
should  be  done  now. 

This  with  move  love,  always  and  always,  Bella 


Garden  City,  April  9,  1962 


Dearest  Helen, 

Keith  and  I had  quite  an  experience  last 
Friday  evening.  -e  were  sitting  quietly  at  hone  when 
t^.ere  came  a sudden  ring  at  the  door.  An  unexpected 
summons  like  this  always  makes  ub  little  apprehensive, 
for  it  is  genei'ally  Peter,  the  Botkin  boy  who  went  wrong. 

The  police  have  warned  him  to  stay  away  from  Garden  City, 
but  he  8 till  turns  up  here  between  jail  aenteuces.  Last 
time  we  heard  of  him  he  was  in  prison  In  Montana  for 
forgery  and  stealing. 

Keith  went  to  the  door  and  there  stood  two 
young  men,  twenty  or  twenty-one  years  elf,  fresh  End 
attractive,  who  said  thGy  were  Mormons.  Keith  invited 
them  in  with  great  cordiality  and  they  introduced  themselves 
as  Cider  Vanover  and  Llder  Baglay.  Now  it  seems  a long  way 
from  a group  of  Civil  War  soldiers  in  Eaton,  New  Hampshire 
to  the  headquarters  of  the  Ilormon  Church  in  Galt  Lake 
City,  but  that  is  how  it  came  about.  We  knew  that  the 
Mormons  had  been  through  Tilton  and  were  trying  to  find  out 
If  they  had  made  any  converts.  So  I wrote  to  the 
President  of  the  Church  in  Utah  and  he  referred  me  to  the 
President  of  Missions  in  Boston  and  the  President  of  Mission 
sent  the  young  men  to  see  mo. 
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We  have  not  yet  located  any  converts,  but  the 
Church  is  most  cooperative  and  we  are  still  trying.  The 
Church  has  the  largest  genealogical  library  in  the  world 
--they  have  a sort  of  mystio  belief  connected  with  tracing 
the  origins  of  people,  a belief  that  their  Chruch  is  for 
everyone,  the  dead  as  well  as  the  living,  the  people  of 
the  future  as  well  as  the  people  of  the  past  and  the 
present.  And  they  are  interested  in  the  genealogical  data 
that  I have  collected. 

The  two  young  elders  are  doing  what  many  young 
men  of  their  faith  do:  spending  two  years  at  their  own 
expense  travelling  around,  under  the  direction  of  the 
Mission  Office,  telling  people  about  their  Church  and,  of 
course,  *ak4ag-eeavey*eT  hoping  to  make  converts.  It 
has  bothered  me  very  much  that,  our  young  men  are  now 
obliged  to  spend  three  years  service  in  the  armed  forces 
Just  as  they  are  beginning  their  careers;  for  these  young 
"Elders"  the  time  taken  away  from  them  amounts  to  five 
years:  three  in  the  army,  two  in  mission  work.  They 
were  totally  untroubled  by  this;  with  their  strong  belief  in 
immortality,  they  feel  that  our  stay  on  earth  is  only  a 
fragment  of  our  lives  and  what  they  are  doing  is  what  they 
want  to  do. 

When  I was  a child  the  very  word  Mormon  was  some- 
thing to  frighten  children  with  and  anyone  who  Joined  the 
Church  was  blotted  out  of  the  family  record.  Now  the 
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Mormons  are  highly  respected  and  there  is  even  talk  that 
the  next  President  of  the  United  States  may  be  a member  of 
that  faith — I mean  George  Romney.  I don't  know  that  I 
would  vote  for  him,  but  I don't  believe  that  his  religion 
will  be  held  against  him  if  he  should  run. 

If  all  goes  well  and  the  weather  is  good 
Keith  and  I plan  to  leave  for  New  Hampshire  Sunday  morning 
April  22;  and  if  it  should  be  convenient  for  you,  we'd 
like  to  stop  by  a few  minutes  to  say  Hello  on  our  way  up. 
I'll  be  in  touch  with  Wnn4e-a  Winnie  about  this. 

Our  love  always,  Nella 


Snowville,  May  8,  1962 


Dearest  Helen, 

I want  to  tell  you  about  Samuel  Robertson's 
wooden  leg.  In  1825  on  Dec.  5,  when  he  was  15  years  old 
his  leg  was  amputated.  Twenty-five  years  later  a group  of 
his  friends  and  neighbors,  knowing  that  he  had  not  the 
means  to  purohase  one,  "felt  disposed  to  assist  him  In 
gltting  one  of  B.  F.  Palmer's  & Co.  patent  legs  of  Spring- 
field,  Massachusetts. * How  Samuel  had  got  around  for  these 
25  years  I do  not  know,  perhaps  on  crutches,  and  It  Is 
quite  likely  that  It  was  not  until  1858  that  the  people 
kmc  here  heard  that  there  was  such  a thing  as  a patent  leg. 

It  cost  $118.30,  the  neighbors  were  poor,  but  they  managed 
to  get  together  enough  money  for  Samuel,  with  what  he  was 
able  to  scrape  up  himself,  to  buy  the  leg.  Two  of  my 
soldiers  were  on  the  list  of  contributors.  One  gave  a whole 
dollar,  the  other  gave  50  cents.  The  smallest  a contribution 
was  18  cents.  These  men  were  farmers  who  had  to  scrabble 
hard  for  a ixki  living  on  this  rocky  soil,  but  they  gave  of 
what  they  had.  They  must  have  thought  quite  a lot  of  Samuel, 
for  13  years  later  they  helped  him  again  when  he  lost  his 
horse.  He  seems  to  have  been  a useful  oltizen.  He  became 
a Justloe  of  the  Peace,  which  was  an  Important  office  here  In 
the  early  days. 

The  weather  has  been  very  cold  ever  slnoe  we 
came  here— rain  and  drizzle  and  mizzle.  It  Is  clear  and 


beautiful  today,  but  still  cold,  still  snow  in  parts  of  the 
woods  and  along  the  road,  and  nothing  is  in  bloom  in  the 
garden,  but  the  robins  and  purple  finches  are  singing  and 
it  won't  be  long  before  spring  is  upon  us.  We  both  wish 
you  and  Winnie  could  be  with  us  in  the  evenings  to  sit  by 
the  fire  and  ruminate. 

Our  love,  our  love  always,  Nella 


Snowville,  May  14,  1962 


Dearest  Helen, 

Yesterday  we  oame  upon  two  perfectly 
astounding  events.  One  was  outside  our  kltohen  window, 
the  other  was  In  a book. 

The  first  happened  while  we  were  cleaning 
up  the  dishes  after  middle-of-the-day  dinner.  We  saw  a 
chipmunk  dragging  a snake  over  the  stone  wall  near  the 
back  door.  The  chipmunk  was  moving  fast  and  the  snake 
was  thrashing  wildly  (it.  was  a gar^ter  snake  about  a foot 
and  a half  long)  and  we  couldn't  tell  whether  the  snake  was 
biting  the  chipmunk  or  the  chipmunk  biting  the  snake.  We 
were  on  the  chipmunk's  side  and  Just  as  we  started  out  to 
the  resoue,  the  snake  dropped  off  and  the  chipmunk  raced  on. 

It  was  as  dead  a snake  as  ever  you  could  find  (the  thrashing 
about  was  caused  by  the  irregularity  of  the  rocks  on  the 
wall)  and  the  chipmunk  had  eaten  about  four  inches  of  the 
flesh  Just  back  of  the  head.  We  flipped  the  snake  up  on  to  the 
lawn,  planning  to  dispose  of  him  in  a field  some  dlstanoe  from 
the  house,  but  before  we  had  finished  the  dishes,  the  ohlp- 
munk  came  back  and  began  eating  again.  After  a while  he  took 
the  snake  away  and  we  never  saw  It  again.  later  In  the  afternoon 
we  saw  the  ohipmunk  sitting  on  a rock  In  the  wall,  sucking  In  a 
long  earthworm,  the  way  a child  suoks  In  a niece  of  macaroni. 

He  polished  off  the  day  with  a sugar  cookie  whloh  Keith  gave 
him. 
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As  soon  at;  we  were  done  with  our  ohores  in  the  kitchen 
I lay  down  on  the  living  room  couoh  to  continue  reading  the 
History  of  the  8th  New  Hampshire  Regiment  whioh,  at  thiB 
point  was  encamped  on  tb*  desolate  Phip  Island  Just  below 
Biloxi,  Mississippi.  All  of  a sudden  a fat  private  belonging 
to  another  regiment  camped  nearby  gave  birth  to  a baby II I ! I ! I ! I 1 1! t 
The  private  was  of  course  a woman  who  had  enlisted  with  the 
men,  she  had  kept  up  with  the  drilling  and  marohing  and  target 
practioe  and  no  one  even  suspected  that  she  was  a woman  until 
the  baby  arrived.  I have  read  somewhere  that  400  women  got 
into  the  Union  Army  before  the  medical  examination  rules  were 
tightened  up  to  make  it  impossible.  The  baby  caused  a lot 
of  red  faces  up  and  down  the  line  and  mine  would  have  been  one 
of  them  if  I had  caught  her  in  my  regiment. 

Well,  that  was  enough  excitement  for  one  day,  and  I 
hope  it  is  enough  for  you  and  Winnie  » for  a while. 

This  with  our  love,  Nella 


May  26,  1962 


Dearest  Helen, 

The  very  first  letter  on  this  brand  new 
stationery  goes  to  you.  It  Is  what  might  be  called  our 
business  stationery— -Keith  and  I both  will  use  It. 

I have  been  working  like  mad  the  last  two 
weeks  on  a little  paper  for  the  town  on  the  Civil  War 
soldiers  who  are  burled  here.  I hope  to  get  It  to  the 
printer  on  Monday,  then,  because  It  Is  the  rush  season 
here,  it  will  be  three  or  four  weeks  before  I can  have 
it  back.  I'll  send  you  a copy  when  it  Is  ready. 

And  as  If  I wasn't  in  scramble  enough 
already,  Keith  Is  having  to  prepare  for  the  reception 
of  another  secret  job  for  the  Government,  which  means 
bringing  In  a new  cabinet  with  look  and  bar  and  making 
arrangements  for  a plaoe  to  put  it.  The  other  day  when 
I was  getting  dinner  I suddenly  discovered  that  I was 
cooking  two  desserts  and  no  vegetable  I Fortunately, 

I found  out  in  time  to  make  good  the  loss.  And  I put 
one  of  the  desserts  in  the  refrigerator  to  wait  for 
supper. 

Our  weather  is  wonderful  and  we  hope 
yours  is  too.  Our  love  always  and  always, 


Keiia 


Snowville  June  2,  1962 


Dearest  Helen, 

You  know  how  a researcher  hunts  for 
documents  and  that  Is  what  Keith  and  I have  been  doing 
now  for  more  than  a year.  ’-.Te  came  upon  an  extraordinary  one 
this  week.  It  was  a patchwork  quilt  which  the  ladies  of 
the  Free  Will  Baptist  congregation  here  in  Baton  made  for 
a much  beloved  pastor  many  years  ago.  The  husband  of  one 
of  the  ladies  stamped  th^ir  names  on  the  white  squares  of 
the  quilt  and  also  the  names  of  their  husbands.  We  sat 
down  with  the  present  owner  of  the  quilt  and  took  off  all 
the  names — there  were  55— and  were  able  by  looking  at 
other  Information  we  had  on  these  names  to  prove  that  the 
quilt  was  made  between  1870  and  1376.  We  did  it  this  way. 
One  name  Is  Luolnda  Snow.  She  had  been  Lucinda  Thl  ts  until 
her  first  husband  died  in  1869.  She  married  Sila5  Snow  In 
1370,  and  that  told  us  tnat  the  quilt  was  made  after  1870. 
Another  name  is  Ella  Stuart.  She  became  Ella  DeWltt  in  1876 
when  she  married  Jerome  DeWitt,  so  we  know  that  the  iullt 
was  made  before  1876.  Two  of  the  women  on  the  quilt  were 
wivse  of  soldiers  of  mine. 

Tombstones  make  wonderful  documents.  '■> 
drove  over  to  a cemetery  in  the  little  town  of  Madison 
yesterday  afternoon  and  I was  able  to  locate  the  graves 
of  three  of  my  soldiers  there.  And  so  the  work  continues. 

It  is  fascinating  and  very  absorbing. 


Today  is  so  beautiful  that  we  both  wish  that 
you  and  Winnie  were  here  with  us.  But  of  course  you  are 
here,  in  our  hearts.  Our  love  actwy  always,  Nelle 


?nowville,  June  11,  1962 


Dearest  Helen, 

Keith  got  the  woodchuck  that  interrupted 
Winnie  and  me  yesterday  afternoon.  It  is  a great  pity 
that  we  have  to  get  rid  of  them,  but  if  we  didn’t  we 
wouldn’t  have  either  a vegetable  garden  or  a flower 
garden.  And  both  gardens  are  now  flourishing,  the  young 
peas  and  beets  and  lettuce  Just  at  the  point  where  a wood- 
chuck would  take  special  delight  in  them.  If  a doer  should 
come  (as  they  do  sometimes)  we  would  be  helpless.  I always 
think  of  you  and  Teacher  at  k'rentham  when  this  happens,  I 
mean  the  time  when  you  watched  the  deer  eat  up  your  small 
apple  trees--the  deer  are  so  beautiful  that  you  watch  with 
delight  even  when  they  are  destroying  something  you  want  to 
keep. 

We  are  both  working  hard  on  the  Town  records— 
sometimes  too  hard.  Ve  get  so  interested  k that  we  stick 
at  it  too  long  and  suddenly  find  ourselves  exhausted.  We 
have  resolved  to  be  tore  careful  this  week,  but  I don't 
trust  either  one  of  us.  I don't  believe  I would  truet  you 
either,  the  material  we  have  before  us  is  so  fasci mating  it 
1b  hard  to  tear  ourselves  away,  booking  is  my  main 
interference— I can  let  other  things  go,  but  we  do,  after 
all,  have  to  eat. 


Our  love  always  and  always,  Xella 


Snowville,  June  18,  1962 


Dearest  Helen, 

Even  in  war  funny  things  happen.  The  story  I 
am  about  to  tell  you  is  rather  awful,  tut  I think  it  is 
funny  too.  During  the  Civil  War  a detachment  of  the  Union 
army  had  to  move  up  toe  James  River  towards  Richmond.  Virginia, 
by  boat— off ioers,  privates,  mules,  horses,  arms,  luggage, 
all  sorts  of  stuff.  Two  privates  who  oame  aboard  early 
tied  their  mules  up  front  on  the  deck  just  behind  the  cabin. 
Presently  two  officers  came  aboard  with  a couple  of  fine 
spirited  horses  and  demanded  for  them  the  places  the  mules 
had  taken.  The  officers  of  course  got  what  they  wanted  and 
the  mules  were  tied  up  just  behind  them.  So  far,  so  good, 
but  next  morning  they  discovered  that  during  the  night  the 
mules  had  eaten  all  the  hair  off  the  horses*  tails,  leaving 
only  a forlorn-li  looking,  perfectly  bare  white  string-like 
thing  hanging  down.  The  poor  horses  kept  switching  what  they 
had  left  and  when  the  officers  In  all  their  gold  braid  rode 
into  camp  the  regiment,  which  was  supposed  to  be  standin-  at 
stiff  attention,  couldn't  help  itself — it  broke  down  and 
laughed  its  head  off.  And  guess  how  the  officers  handled 
the  situation?  They  sent  an  orderly  out  to  get  some  horse 
hair  and  make  what  you  might  call  wigs  for  the  tails  and  the 
horses  had  to  wear  them  until  the  hair  grew  baok.  The  mules 
were  probably  hungry,  but  a mule  Is  3Jke  a goat — it  will  eat 
anything ! 


The  wild  strawberries  are  ripening  and  I wis  you 
and  Winnie  were  here  to  share  them  with  us.  A few  weeks 
ago  when  they  came  Into  bl  om  we  thou  ht  we  should  have 
quarts  end  quarts  of  them,  but  there  were  not  enough  Insects 
to  fertilize  th*  blossoms  and  the  orop  is  very  disappointing. 
Many  people  around  here  spray  their  grounds  to  get  rid  of  the 
Ma  ok  file'  end  raosultoes,  not  realizing  that  they  are 
destroying  all  the  useful  Insects  as  well  and  ere  therefore 
ruining  crops  and  killing  birds — for  the  spray  not  only 
poisons  the  insects  but  the  buds  and  grass  needs  another  foods 
that  the  birds  depend  upon. 

Well,  I was  about  to  enter  In  on  a disquisition  about 
this,  but  Keith  is  oing  down  the  hill  and  I'll  send  the 
letter  along  by  him-  — 

Kuch  love,  much  haste,  1*1*  Nella 


-^Z>  0^&A>£hJkL^J2.  ^ 1“(a-1^-»_ 

►-■*  C f.'.c  Co  f 


July  4,  1962 


Dear  r.  Noyes: 


On  the  eve  of  her  departure  to  Florida 
on  a business  trip  Mrs.  Seide  3ent  me  the  Inclosed  to 
answer.  The  answer  should  of  course  be  No  (they  are 
putting  into  Helen's  mouth  the  words  they  want  her  to 
say),  but  I think  the  reply  should  come  from  someone 
who  can  speak  officially,  and  am  threfore  sending  it  to 
you. 

I hope  you  are  having  a pleasant  summer. 

We  are. 

Very  sincerely  yours. 


Mr.  Jansen  Noyes  Jr. 
Hemphill  & Noyes  Co. 
8 Hanover  St. 

New  York  5 

N.Y. 


July  4,  1962 


Dearest  Helen, 

I have  such  a lovely  story  to  tell  you— something 
that  happened  to  a friend  of  ours  who  runs  a big  chicken  farm 
a few  miles  from  here.  One  very  chilly  night  early  this 
spring  he  went  to  bed  knowing  that  5000  baby  chicks  would 
arrive  at  10  o'clock  the  next  morning.  The  brooders  In  the 
chicken  house  were  ready  for  them  and  he  was  without  worries 
until  around  one  o'clock  that  night  when  his  wife  got  up  to 
close  the  window  and  discovers  that  the  chicken  house  was  on 
fire.  Leon  at  once  called  the  fire  department  which  was  several 
miles  away.  By  the  time  the  firemen  got  there  the  chicken  house 
was  doomed,  but  they  wet  down  the  dwelling  house  and  saved  it. 
Meantime  the  neighbors,  having  been  waked  by  the  fire  alarm, 
began  to  gather  around  and  when  the  fire  department  had  finished 
its  work  one  of  them  turned  to  Leon  and  asked  him  what  he  was 
going  to  do  about  the  5000  baby  ohicks.  "I'll  have  to  clean 
out  the  top  of  the  barn,"  Leon  answered.  "Then,"  said  the 
neighbor,  "let's  get  to  work."  So  they  all  pitched  in.  One 
who  waB  an  electrician  raced  off  to  get  wires  to  connect  the 
electriolty  so  they  oould  have  light  in  the  upper  part  of  the 
barn.  Others  who  knew  where  there  might  be  spare  brooders 
went  off  to  borrow  them.  One  man  went  for  a load  of  clean 
shavings  for  the  bottom  of  the  brooders,  and  meamtfiile  everybody 
else  was  working  like  mad  to  dear  away  the  Junk  and  tools,  etc. 


that  had  accumulated  In  the  bam  and  by  daylight  everything 
■was  ready  for  the  baby  chicks.  They  arrived  on  time  the 
next  morning  and  found  a cosy  home  waiting  for  them.  The 
whole  thing  sounded  30  much  like  the  old,  old  days  when 
every  neighbor  looked  after  every  other  neIghbor--lt  was  very 
heart-warming  ani  it  saved  our  friend  from  financial  disaster. 
Incidentally,  Leon  is  a descendant  of  tho  Brooks  family  which 
first  settled  the  land  ;Just  above  our  houco  here,  the  beautiful 
Brooks  Pasture  which  we  have  owned  for  some  years,  and  so  we 
count  him  as  somehow  a part  of  our  own  family,  ^U3t  as  we  do 
the  Blanchards  who  built  this  house  we  live  in  more  than  a 
hundred  years  ago. 

We  are  expecting  Ann  any  day  now.  She  sprained  her 
ankle  about  ten  days  ago  and  I think  she  will  not  do  much 
tramping  for  a while,  but  she  can  sit  In  a boat  and  I expect 
to  see  her  and  Keith  start  out  for  a fishing  trip  every  morning. 

Poor  Bertha  is  not  well  and  I am  afraid  may  not  be 
able  to  come  at  all  this  summer.  I have  been,  I am,  and  I 
probably  shall  be  cook.  I am  pretty  good,  but  not  very 
dependable.  Things  don't  always  turn  out  the  via y I want  them 
to,  but  I still  wish  you  were  here  so  I could  cook  for  you. 

I'd  take  very  special  pains. 

My  love,  Keith's  love,  always,  Nella 


Snowville,  July  21,  1962 


Dearest  Helen, 

Isabel  asked  me  to  tell  you  about  Bert’s  r<v^>  t 
death.  The  best  •way  I know  Is  to  give  it  to  you  In  her 
■words,  in  a letter  that  reached  me  yesterday: 

”Zou  alii  be  sorry  to  Tear  that  my  dear 
noaoanl  died  suddenly  4 peacefully  last  week  after  two  days 
indisposition.  His  strength  has  been  falling  in  reoent 
months,  but  his  cheerful  spirit  kept  him  moving  around 
quietly  among  hlB  friends  to  the  last,  4 we  are  so  thankful 
he  did  not  suffer  In  the  end.  He  complained  one  day  after 
being  out  collecting  his  news papers  that  he  didn’t  feel  too 
good,  so  I packed  him  off  to  bed  4 I thought  he  looked  very 
weary  4 sent  for  the  doctor,  who  on  examination  told  me  he 
found  him  in  very  poor  shape  as  regards  his  heart  condition. 

This  wao  a complete  surprise  to  me  4 very  disturbing.  However 
next  day  he  rallied  quite  a bit  4 the  next  again  appeared  much 
stronger.  I went  down  for  twenty  minutes  to  prepare  a lunch- 
tray  4 when  I came  upstairs  he  had  gone --apparently  peacefully 
£ quietly.  I just  found  the  room  empty,  with  his  human  form 
lying  in  repose  propped  up  on  his  pillows.  May  God  bless  him. 

"he  is  so  much  a part  of  me  that  I cannot  grieve  — 
he  is  Just  a little  ahead  on  the  road  we  humans  travel,  4 I am 
grateful  for  the  loving  human  understanding  4 love  whioh 
poured  from  him  in  suoh  great  4 comforting  measure  towards 
those  with  whom  he  came  in  oontaot. 


"Would  you  please  tell  Helen.  Please  do  not 
grieve.  We  buried  him  close  to  the  ancient  ehuroh  In  Bothwell 
on  a lovely  sunny  day,  accompanied  by  the  prayers  * 3ongs  of 
many  friends  old  & young,  & surrounded  by  a cloud  of  unseen 
witnesses,  Only  his  loyal  daughter  Effle  was  far  away— the 
boys  all  paid  their  last  respects  1 were  a comfort  A prop 
to  me." 

A beautiful  letter,  Helen,  written  by  a woman  of 
beautiful  spirit.  I am  glai  that  our  dear  Tolly  did  not  have 
to  go  through  this  sorrow— she  loved  Bert  30  nuoli,  It  would  have 
been  very  hard  for  her  to  give  him  up.  Each  loss  in  our 
circle  makes  me  cling  tighter  and  tighter  to  those  who  are 
left — like  you,  for  instance. 

My  love  always  and  always,  Nella 


Snowville,  N.H.,  Aug.  2,  1962 


Dearest  Helen, 

for  several  years  one  of  our  close  neighbors 
has  been  a mother  coon  who  appears  quite  often  at  the  back 
door  panhandling  for  food.  We  have  watohed  her  grow  old 
and  this  year  have  been  concerned  about  her  health.  3he 
wheezes  as  she  eats  and  she  does  not  move  as  swiftly  as  she 
did  ia3t  summer  and  sh9  does  not  wait  until  late  afternoon 
to  appear.  If  she  hears  ub  talking  in  the  back  jfcsox  yard 
in  the  middle  of  the  afternoon  she  comes  to  Join  us,  much  to 
the  delight  of  whatever  children  may  be  around.  We  knew 
that  her  hiding  place  was  not  far  off,  but  we  could  not 
find  It  until  two  days  ago  after  a drenching  rain.  Everything 
was  sopping  wet,  but  when  she  walked  into  the  yard  her  coat 
was  as  dry  as  If  she  had  been  sitting  In  the  living  room 
before  the  fire.  We  gave  her  a supper  of  bread  and  meat, 
watched  when  she  departed,  and  learned  that  her  cosy  home  Is 
under  our  own  house  1 She  hasn't  brought  her  babies  yet, 
in  faot,  we  are  not  sure  this  year  that  she  has  any.  Her 
home  is  well  hidden  and  we  are  not  Inclined  to  disturb  it. 

We  had  a lovely  visit  from  Katharine  and 
Larry  Conant  last  week— they  asked  about  you  and  sent  love. 

One  afternoon  we  went  to  a big  party— oooktalls  and  buffet 
supper,  old  people  (like  us),  middle-aged  people,  and  young 
people,  all  happily  mixed  together.  It  was  a beautiful 


party  to  look  at--so  many  of  the  women  and  girls  wore 
dresses  of  Bangkok  silk  In  bright,  exotic  colors,  cut 
according  to  3tyles  derived  from  Africa  and  the  Orient. 

They  looked  like  tropical  flowers.  And  besides  this,  the 
party  was  fun.  We  stayed  only  an  hour— you  know  Keith  when 
It  come3  to  parties. 

He  and  Ann  have  gone  fishing  this  morning.  Their 
luck  was  good  last  time  and  I hope  it  will  be  again— it  will 
save  me  having  to  think  up  something  to  give  them  to  eat. 

It  is  a beautiful  day,  the  first  we  have  had  in  quite  a 
while . I hope  you  are  having  the  same  kind— we  all  send 
love  and  we  all  wish  you  were  here.  Uver  and  ever  and 
ever  yours,  Nella 


Snowvllle,  H.H. 
August  8,  1962 


Dearest  Helen, 

Two  nights  ago  the  old  mother  coon  brought 
her  babies  Into  the  yard  and  you  never  saw  creatures  more 
adorable,  fat  as  little  butterballs,  soft  and  furry,  their 
black  masks  as  fresh  as  paint.  They  are  still  very  shy  (we 
looked  at  them  from  the  window)  and  Just  as  we  were  thinking 
how  sweet  and  playful  they  were,  they  got  Into  a big,  rough 
and  tumble  fight  over  a pan  of  food.  There  was  plenty  for  all 
of  them,  but  that  didn't  make  any  difference.  They  made  a lot 
of  noise  and  we  thought  they  were  trying  to  kill  one  another, 
but  nobody  got  hurt,  they  finally  vent  back  to  eating  and  when 
they  were  done,  they  wandered  off  quietly  Into  the  night. 

And  now  to  change  the  subject.  A short  time 
ago  we  went  to  a small  cocktail  party  at  the  home  of  a friend 
who  has  one  child,  an  eight-year-old  boy  of  unusual 
Intelligence  whom  they  treat  almost  like  another  adult.  The 
child  had  been  Interested  In  my  soldiers  before  the  booklet 
was  published  and  when  It  came  his  mother  read  It  aloud  to  him— 
cover  to  cover.  This  rather  surprised  me,  first  that  the  mother 
would  read  It  to  him  (It  Is  certainly  not  for  children)  and 
second,  that  the  boy  would  listen  attentively  while  she  read. 

But  the  big  surprise  was  yet  to  come.  At  the  party  I was  on 
a sofa,  with  people  on  both  sides  and  a table  In  front;  the 
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boy  could  not  got  at  no,  but  when  I m3  In  a small  group 
saying  goodbye  to  his  mother  he  saw  his  chance  and  came  over. 
"Why  did  you  have  so  much  diarrhea  with  those  soldiers?"  he 
demanded.  I could  see  the  light  of  amusement  In  the  eyes  of 
the  adults  and  ms  afraid  they  would  all  burst  Into  laughter 
and  that  the  boy  would  think  they  were  laughing  at  him,  though 
they  would  have  been  laughing  really  at  me,  the  pickle  he  had 
got  me  Into.  I said  that  I put  the  diarrhea  in  because  that 
ms  the  my  It  ms  and  took  him  aside  and  told  him  that  when 
you  were  inciting  about  something  you  had  to  tell  the  truth, 
even  when  you  didn’t  like  the  truth.  He  agreed  and  then  said, 
"I  didn’t  like  that  fire,  either."  (He  meant  the  Tire  during 
the  battle  of  the  Wlldnerness  when  helpless  wounded  men  were 
burned  to  death.)  "I  didn’t  like  It  any  more  than  you  did," 

I told  him,  "It  kept  me  awake  at  night." 

What  I did  In  that  little  paper,  Helen,  without 
knowing  It  at  the  time,  wa3  to  take  the  glamor  out  of  war. 
Several  people  have  complimented  me  on  this,  but  all  I did  was 
to  tell  the  simple  truth  about  a group  of  simple  men— men  In 
the  ranks,  the  kind  of  men  that  officers  use  by  the  thousand 
in  battle,  men  who  are  killed  by  the  thousands  when  a big 
fight  Is  under  my.  It  has  been  a long  time  since  war  ha3 
had  any  glamor  for  me  and  I an  very  glad  that  my  paper  ha3 
brought  this  home  to  other  people. 

Time  to  clean  house  and  cook  dinner,  always  time 
to  send  love  to  you,  much,  much  love,  Nella 


Aug.  15,  1962 


Dearest  Helen, 

Van  Wyek  has  a new  book  out,  enollo3a  and  His 
Circle.  £ee3±7HM  'enolloea,  as  you  will  remember,  Is  the 
American  who  really  Introduced  JapaneoG  art  to  this  country 
and  at  the  same  time  taught  the  Japanese  so  much  about  them- 
selves. He  Is  the  one  who  was  responsible  for  the  fine 
collection  of  oriental  art  In  the  3o3ton  Museum.  The  Times 
gave  the  book  a good  review  and  spoke  of  Van  Wyck  as  "our 
most  distinguished  literary  historian  and  critic." 

Tonight  Keith  is  giving  a little  talk  v/ith 
slides  picturing  things  from  the  Tovm  Papers,  photographs 
of  some  of  the  old-timers,  and  a few  see no a here  In  our 
township— the  gravestone  of  John  Brooks  up  in  our  pasture, 
the  Civil  War  veteran  who  started  all  this.  Yesterday  which 
was  cleaning  day  Keith  wanted  to  go  over  his  speech  very 
quietly  for  the  last  time  and  I toll  everybody  we  must  not 
make  any  noise.  Ann  was  not  to  wash  the  dishes  until  he  was 
all  through,  Irene  was  not  to  use  the  vacuum  cleaner,  and  I 
was  not  to  touch  the  typewriter.  And  If  we  spoke  at  all  we 
must  apoak  In  a low  voice.  This  went  on  for  about  an  hour, 
then  Keith  burst  In  upon  un«  "’{hat's  going  on  up  here?"  he 
demandod.  "What's  happened  to  the  usv.nl  Ti  cket?  Don't  you 
know  I oan't  work  In  all  this  sllenoo?"  Well,  you  3hould  have 
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heard  ub  then  I We  clanked  and  chattered  and  scorned  and  zizzed 

and  It  all  went  down  to  the  Annex  as  a sort  of  dull  roar  and 
Keith  got  back  to  work  and  finished  his  Job  I 

When  we  sent  cut  invitations  to  the 
townspeople  for  this  little  affair  we  thought  we  Right  get 
back  bettjeen  25  and  30  acceptances;  we  already  have  more  than 
130  and  are  hoping:  that  no  more  will  come.  The  Town  Hall  Is 
not  big  enough  to  hold  any  more,  we  don’t  want  any  standees 
and  we  don’t  rant  to  have  to  give  it  again.  Keith  Is  unf lurried, 
but  I’ll  be  a bit  on  the  nervous  side  until  It  1g  over.  I’ll 
tell  Winnie  Sunday  how  it  came  out.  I wish  you  could  be  here 
to  hold  my  hand. 

Much,  much  love  from  uo  all,  especially  me,  Nella 


August  21,  1962 


Dearest  Helen, 

Keith's  slide  show  was  a sensational  triumph 
last  Thursday  evening.  People  past  middle  age  said  they  had 
never  seen  the  Town  Hall  so  full  and  everybody  said  they  had 
never  seen  such  a representative  cross-section  of  the  people 
gathered  together.  There  were  three  millionaires  and  other  rich 
men,  five  or  3lx  scholars  with  PH.  D's.,  teachers,  bankers,  and 
best  of  all  the  local  people  who  live  here  the  year  around  and 
work  at  carpentering,  house  painting,  lumbering, and  other  simple 
Job3.  Clyde  wan  there  and  Irene  Higgins  who  helps  with  our 
hou3eclaanlng  and  Bessie  Thurston  who  does  my  washing  and  Roger 
Bean  who  mow3  the  lawn— people  like  this  whose  roots  are  deep 
In  the  soil  of  our  town.  Ho  one  could  have  asked  for  a more 
attentive  audience— there  wa3  laughter  and  almost  tears  and  a 
big  hand  at  the  end. 

And  It  has  set  everybody  to  remembering  the  old 
days  and  retelling  the  old  stories.  I have  time  this  morning  for 
only  one,  but  I think  It  will  make  you  laugh.  It  concerns  Jim 
Weloh  who  was  High  Sheriff  of  Carroll  County  for  many  years,  a 
rough,  gentle  man  (you  know  the  type)  of  unquestioned  integrity, 
who  had  an  Intuition  about  finding  criminals  and  a wonderful  way 
of  handling  them  If  there  wa3  the  least  ohance  of  rehabilitation. 
Well,  one  day  he  had  a woman  under  arrest  and  wa3  taking  her  to  the 
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county  jail.  A short  time  before  they  reached  It  they  passed 
a country  etore  and  the  woman  ashed  Mr.  Welch  If  she  could  go 
In  and  buy  something,  she’d  be  right  back. 

I 

"No,"  said  the  3heriCf. 

"Then,  will  you  go  In  and  get  It  for  me?" 

"Ho,"  said  the  sheriff.  "You  are  going  straight  to 

jail." 

"But  Mr.  Welch,  it’s  something  I’ve  got  to  have." 

"No." 

"But  Mr.  Welch  all  I want  is  a box  of  Kotex." 

"Look,  woman,  you  are  on  your  my  to  jail  and  when  you 
get  there  you  are  going  to  eat  the  same  breakfast  food  everybody 
else  does." 

And  after  the  facts  of  life  wore  explained  to  Mr. 

Welch  he  decided  that  he  needed  a woman  deputy  sheriff  and 
appointed  one,  Irene  Bryant,  who  ms  bom  here  in  Eaton.  And 
it  ms  she  who  ms  so  wonderfully  kind  to  Clyde  during  the  long 
winter  when  he  didn’t  know  where  his  brother  was— you  remember 
that  the  body  ms  found  in  the  Pine  River  the  next  spring,  about 
20  miles  from  here. 

We  move  on  from  one  perfectly  fascinating  thing  to 
another— but  now  I mu3t  stop  to  do  some  cooking,  Ann  leaves 
day  after  tomorrow— we  are  always  sorry  tc  see  her  go.  She 
3end3  her  love  now,  with  mine  and  Keith’s,  especially  mine.  We 11a 


Aug,  27,  1962 


Dearest  Haney, 


Amelia  Gladu  died  In  her  sleep  last  Wednesday, 
having  survived  her  husband  by  about  six  weeks,  Winnie  told 
me  when  I called  yesterday  afternoon. 

The  report  from  Helen  was  good,  as  It  nearly 
always  Is.  The  Duf fuses  were  coming  for  a little  visit  later 
In  the  day,  on  the  eve  of  their  departure  for  Europe.  Mr, 

Duffus  has  retired  from  the  Times  and  they  plan  to  move  to 
California  next,  spring, 

Keith  and  I have  load  a perfectly  wonderful  summer, 

If  summer  3t  could  be  called,  with  the  weather  so  cool;  we've 
been  working  harder  than  wo  ever  worked  to  earn  a living — all  on 
the  projeot  with  the  Town  Papers  that  we  began  last  summer.  No 
two  people  have  ever  had  more  fun,  no  two  people  have  ever  been 
more  lucky.  At  the  Town  Meeting  last  March  we  irere  made 
Custodians  of  the  Historic  Papers  of  the  Town  of  Eaton— this  means 
that  we  have  In  our  hands  the  old  reoord  books  and  papers  from 
1784,  Just  as  they  were  written  out  with  quill  pens  (In  bad 
spelling)  by  the  Town  fathers  when  they  cane  in  from  their  work 
In  the  fields.  It  is  so  sad  and  touching  and  heroic  and  exciting— 
I can't  tell  you!  Every  day  brings  something  new,  even  after  all 
these  months,  and  we  live  In  a high  state  of  emotion,  */ith  an 
unbelievably  affectionate  Inter-relationship  with  the  towns people, 
millionaires  to  cleaning  women.  Sometimes  It  frightens  me— I 
don’t  trust  things  to  last  the  my  I once  did.  3ut  this  la  only 
sometimes  and  I oorae  back  to  the  present  where  ono  lovely  day 
follows  another. 

You  and  Kit  have  beon  muoh  in  my  mind,  always  with 
the  hope  that  things  go  well  In  every  way  for  both  of  you.  I 
saw  Mrs.  Phillips  a few  weeks  ago.  "'Aunt  Jo"  will  be  a hundred 
years  old  on  her  next  birthday— I believe  It  ooraes  in  November, 
ler  condition  soems  to  be  muoh  like  Helen's  and  Mrs.  Phillips 
Is  moving  her  to  Washington  for  the  winter. 

Please  drop  a line  and  say  that  you  both  are 

well. 


Love  from  Keith  and  me, 


Sept.  3,  1962 


Dear  Mr.  Noyes, 


Keith  and  I read  your  letter  with  its 
lnclo3ure  from  Bob  Barnett  with  great  pleasure.  We 
neither  of  us  could  think  of  any  kind  of  memorial 
that  would  be  more  appropriate  than  the  Polly  Thomson 
room  which  Bob  suggests.  I know  that  this  is 
tentative  and  subject  to  the  complexities  inherent 
in  an  organization  as  large  as  the  foundation,  but 
I hope  very  much  that  it  can  become  a reality. 

We  have  been  having  an  extraordinarily 
happy,  interesting,  and  rewarding  summer— -too  good  to 
be  true,  and  every  new  and  then  we  knook  wood,  it  seems 
that  it  couldn*t  last,  but  it  has  lasted  up  to  now. 

I hope  your  summer  has  been,  and  still 
is,  of  the  sane  quality. 


Sincerely  yours, 


Mr.  Jansen  Iloyes  Jr. 
Hemphill,  Noyes  & So. 
8 Hanover  St. 

New  York  4,  N.Y. 


Sept.  3.  1962 


Dearest  Nancy, 


Saturday  I had  a letter  from  Hr.  Noyes  Inclosing 
a suggestion  from  Bob  3amett  for  a memorial  room  to  Polly, 
another  somewhat  like  the  present  Helen  Keller  room.  I 
quote  t 


"We  are  convinced  that  the  organization  should 
have  another  and  possibly  more  spacious  area  for  all  kinds  of 
events  which  Involve  groups  of  people.  In  one  sense,  it  could 
be  thought  of  a3  a small  auditorium,  or  in  another  sense  as  a 
conference  room  with  relatively  generous  outfitting  of  work-tables 
and  chairs.  Such  a room  also  should  be  the  center  of  certain 
displays  for  which  there  is  no  appropriate  space  elsewhere.  For 
example,  a ‘museum*  which  would  graphically  show  the  progress 
throughout  history  of  tangible  aids  and  devices,  books  and  other 
items  devised  by  society  as  boons  to  the  education  and  rehabilita- 
tion of  blind  persons....” 

Bob  goo3  on  to  describe  the  space  he  has  in 
mind,  and  then,  "...I  believe  that  with  care  the  fund  of 
$10,000  would  make  it  possible  to  outfit  a very  attractive 
and  certainly  extremely  functional  area.” 

The  plan  seems  to  me  Just  about  ideal.  I know 
there* s many  a slip  and  all  that  and  that  some  of  the  trustees 
may  want  the  memorial  to  be  dedicated  to  someone  el3e. 

Anyhow,  this  is  a progress  report— with  ray  love 
and  Keith's  to  you  and  Kit, 


Sept.  3,  1962 


Dearest  Helen* 

Yesterday  a friend,  Harr;'-  Fowler*  took  us  on  a 
wild,  wild  ride  in  a jeep  to  visit  a family  graveyard  which  le 
now  all  but  lost  in  the  forest.  When  the  road  was  clear  of 
brush,  it  was  filled  with  pot-holes  and  we  swayed  from  side 
to  side  a3  the  jeep  dipped  into  one  on  the  right,  straightened 
up,  and  then  dipped  into  one  on  the  left.  When  it  was  flllod 
with  brush,  that  is,  bushes,  Harry  plowed  straight  ahead,  the 
branches  whipping  against  the  closed  windows  as  he  proceeded. 

We  came  to  a bridge,  not  knowing  if  it  ms  sound  enough  to  cross. 
Harry  got  out,  jumped  up  and  down  on  it  three  or  four  times 
and  decided  it  ms  all  right.  Harry  weighs  about  150  pounds, 
our  total  weight,  jeep  and  all,  was  more  than  3000  pounds,  and 
to  say  that  my  heart  was  in  my  mouth  as  we  wont  over  is  to  put 
it  mildly.  Everything  I had  seemed  to  be  in  my  mouth.  Anymy, 
we  finally  reaohed  the  cemetery,  took  down  the  names,  and  drove 
on  tc  the  back  side  of  a big  beaver  pond.  Everything  ms  still 
as  a ohurch-yard,  but  we  saw  where  a moose  had  beon  biting  off 
cat-tails  and  bringing  them  to  the  bank  and  eating  them.  This 
is  an  area  where  hunters  go  during  the  season  (and  I am  afraid 
3ome  of  them  out  of  season).  This  is  the  way  Harry  found  the 
cemetery.  On  a winter  day  he  ms  tracking  a snow-shoe  rabbit 
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through  the  woods  when  all  of  a suddon  ho  cane  upon  an 
opening  and  there  ahead  of  him  vraia  this  great,  granite 
monument  Inscribed  to  Joseph  Perkins  and  hie  two  wives. 

It  gave  him  quite  a turn  and  he  never  did  get  the  rabbit. 
It  was  a wonderful  ride  and  you  would  have  enjoyed  It.  We 
arc  3 till  rather  shook  up  from  It,  but  It  wa3  worth  it. 

Our  love  always,  Hella 


Sept.  1?,  1962 


Dearest  Helen, 

I have  Juat  learned  of  a remedy  that  will  cure 
all  your  aches  and  pains,  in  case  you  have  any.  Skunk  Oil. 

That’s  right.  Skunk  oil.  First,  you  have  to  get  a skunk. 

You  might  have  some  trouble  here.  Then  you  3kin  him  and  clean 
him,  Just  as  If  you  were  going  to  eat  him.  (People,  3ome  of 
them,  say  he  makes  good  eating,  but  wo* 11  3kip  this  part  of 
it).  Then  you  try  out  the  fat.  Just  the  way  your  mother  used 
to  try  out  hog  fat  in  the  old  days,  and  that’s  all  there  is  to 
It.  The  fat  (or  oil,  as  they  called  it)  has  no  skunk  oxd  odor. 

It  is  very  mild,  is  good  for  rubbing  on  aohing  Joints,  on  a baby’s 

chest,  on  your  throat  if  you  have  a cold,  good  for  Just  about 
anything.  All  the  old  people  here  were  familiar  with  it.  It 
cost  $2.20  a gallon  in  1836— a man  here  took  6 gallons  of  it 

that  year  to  the  general  3tore  and  exchanged  it  for  grain  for 

his  cattle.  How  If  you  do  happen  to  follow  the  recipe  I have 
given  you,  I hope  you  will  send  me  a bottle.  And  if  I follow 
it,  I’ll  send  you  a bottle— and  woe  betide  rfinnie  if  she  doesn’t 
let  you  U3e  it. 

Love,  love,  love,  from  Keith  and  me,  Nella 


ept.  21,  1962 


Dearest  Helen, 

Here  is  no  re  on  skunk  oil!  Yesterday  a woman  la 
Sno:rrille  who  lo  not  yet  sixty  years  old  told  ne  that  she  could 
remember  her  mother  trying  out  the  3kunk  oil  in  the  oven,  then 
straining  it  and  straining  and  straining  it,  then  when  it  was 
perfectly  clear  miring  it  with  molasses  and  ginger  and  dosing  her 
children  with  it!  This  woman  took  many,  many  spoonsful  of  it 
In  her  childhood  and  is  convinced  that  it  saved  her  little 
brothers  life  when  he  had  pneumonia.  The  mother  also  used  the 
oil  as  an  ointment  for  aches  and  pains  and  chest -rubbing. 

Last  night  frost  was  predicted  for  us  and  we 
brought  In  the  things  wo  thought  might  be  harmed  by  it— gourdes, 
squashes,  'lowers,  etc.  Keith  plants  the  little  ornamental 
Gourds  for  :'’unj  they  oome  in  all  kinds  of  shapes  and  sizes  and 
one  object  that  we  brought  in  looks  a great  deal  like  a gourd 
&M  a great  deal  lik^  a squash  • Me  plan  to  out  it  open  and  if 
the  inside  looks  like  a squash.  I'll  cook  it.  Then  if  it  turns 
out  to  be  a gourd t you  won't  hear  from  me  again.  Gourds  are  very 
poisonous.  We'll  try  to  make  sure  before  we  bite  into  it. 

The  fall  odor  is  beginning,  the  veather  is  coll, 
the  house  is  warn,  and  everything  is  beautiful. 

My  love  always  and  always,  Pella 


October  7,  1962 


Dear  III 3 a Burton: 


How  very  thoughtful  of  you  to 
send  me  THE  THREE  LIVES  OF1  HELEN  KELLER— It  was  a 
long  time  to  remember.  I haven't  received  It  yet, 
since  It  went  to  Garden  City  and  there  will  be 
a delay  because  of  the  illness  of  the  maid  who  take 
care  of  the  house  while  we  are  away.  It  is  safe, 
though,  and  in  due  time  I will  get  it.  I have  no 
apprehensions— I was  very  well  satisfied  with  it 
when  it  left  your  hands.  You  will  hear  from  me 
later,  possibly  not  until  after  election  day. 

We  stay  here  to  vote,  then  head  south. 

Thank  you. 


Sincerely  yours, 
Mrs.  Keith  Henney 


Miss  Naomi  Burton 
Doubleday  & Co. 
575  Madison  Ave. 
New  York  22 

N.Y. 


Oct.  7,  1962 


Dearest  Helen, 

I think  the  very  la3t  thing  that  I would  have 
expected  to  find  in  going  over  old  papers  here  in  New  Hampshire 
would  be  a description  of  the  effects  of  a cold  snap  in  a little 
town  in  south  Georgia,  but  that  is  exactly  what  I found  this 
last  week.  It  was  so  vivid  and  so  awful  that  I am  sending 
you  an  extract  from  the  letter— the  roan  who  wrote  it  had  lived 
here  in  Eaton,  but  had  moved  to  Georgia  and  had.  become  a 
Judge  in  Wayne  County,  Georgia. 

And  speaking  of  storms,  we  think  we  are 
marooned  on  our  hill.  We  iiave  had  more  than  six  inches  of 
rain,  the  brooks  are  rushing,  little  ponds  are  appearing  in 
all  the  low  places,  and  we  hear  by  telephone  that  the  road  is 
flooded  by  the  lake.  We  don’t  know  about  the  bridges  between 
us  and  the  village.  But  we  are  very  comfortable  here,  very 
warm,  and  have  plenty  to  eat,  including  a genuine,  home-made, 
old-fashioned  pumpkin  pie  which  a friend  gave  us.  Oh,  but  it 
is  a good  pie  and  a big  pie.  I wi3h  I could  give  you  and 
Winnie  a oouple  of  slabs  of  it l 

Our  love  always  and  always , Nelia 


October  17,  1962 


Dear  -’I?-!  Burtons 


Many  thanks  for  the  Snowviile  copy  of  THE 
THREE  LI  VPS  OP'  HELEN  KELLER.  I know  an  excellent  place  to 
put  It  when  I leave  here.  It  Is  a handsome  volume  and  I 
hope  It  does  well. 


Sincerely  yours. 


2:1s s liaoni  Burton 
Doubleday  ?•  Co. 
576  Madison  Avo. 
New  York  22 

N.Y. 


Oct.  25,  1962 


Dear  Hr.  Noyes, 


Ken  McCormick  sent  me  the  Inclosed.  I see  no 
reason  why  the  permission  should  not  be  granted,  but  since 
it  should  be  done  with  authority  I am  sending  the  memorandum 
to  you.  Will  you  please  communicate  with  Mr.  McCormick. 

We  expect  to  return  to  Garden  City  immediately 
after  election  day.  We  are  already  in  slight  danger  of  being 
snowbound,  but  this  tine  of  year  it  would  not  be  serious. 

rith  all  good  wishes,  I am 

Sincerely  yours. 


Mr.  Jansen  Noye3  Jr. 

Hemphill  & Noyes  Co. 
3 'ianover  3t. 

New  York  5 

N.Y, 


Ill  lfth  St.,  Garden  City,  New  York 
Nov.  13,  1962 


Dear  Sob, 


The  decision  of  the  Trustees  to  set  aside  a 
room  in  memory  of  Polly  Thomson  make3  ua  very  happy  and 
their  Resolution  makes  ua  very  proud.  We  shall  always 
cherish  the  Resolution  exactly  a*)  It  otando,  but  having 
It  ramed  and.  on  the  wall  Is  something  else  again.  Other 
friends  or  Polly’s  have  expressed  a desire  to  share  In 
this  memorial  to  her  and  their  contributions,  however 
small,  would  of  course  require  that  their  names  as  well 
as  ours  should  be  added  to  the  scroll.  or  my  own  part, 

I liave  alwayo  felt  that  the  name  of  the  donor  la  a small 
Intrusive  element  which  distracts  from  the  Important 
name,  which  In  this  case  is  Polly’s,  but  I won*t  bo 
stubborn  about  It. 

By  the  end  of  this  week  I hope  to  have  the 
leak  In  the  roof  repaired  and  the  rest  of  the  house 
running  smoothly.  I leave  It  to  you  to  3et  the  date  of 
our  meeting^-any  time  after  next  Monday.  I look  forward 
to  It. 


Sincerely, 


Mr.  Robert  domett 
Executive  Director 
American  oundation  for  the  Blind 
15  west  16  St. 

New  York  11 
N.T. 


oc  Mr.  Jansen  Noyes  Jr. 


Ill  Fifth  St.,  Garden  City,  N.Y. 
Nov.  17,  1962 


Dearest  Nancy, 

When  your  feet  are  so  tired  that  you  have 
to  s it  down  or  lie  down,  you  are  to  look  over  the  inclosed 
correspondence  (you  and  Kit)  and  then  give  me  good  advice. 
I should  like  to  receive  said  advice  at  lunch  at  the 
Harvard  Club,  both  of  you  present  if  possible. 

I talked  with  Evelyn  a day  or  two  ago— 
she  thinks  that  Helen  is  better  than  she  was  last  year 
this  time,  now  that  she  has  recovered  from  a cold.  Mrs. 
Corbally  i3  back,  which  is  good. 


My  love  to  both  of  you, 


Garden  City,  Nov.  20,  1962 


Dearest  Helen, 

Because  of  the  snow  we  are  expecting  the 
first  quiet  day  since  we  returned  to  Garden  City.  They 
have  been  tearing  down  a house  across  the  street  to  make 
room  for  a little  park,  a wonderful  Idea,  but  the  machine 
that  did  the  tearing  down  was  like  a great  dinosaur 
attacking  its  prey  with  a mighty  roar;  sometimes  it  would 
smash  against  the  house  with  a sound  like  thunder,  other 
times  it  would  open  its  huge  jaws,  rumble  forward  and 
simply  bite  out  a piece,  the  whole  corner  of  a room,  for 
instance.  It  was  awfi’l  to  watch  and  deafening  to  the  ears. 

While  this  was  going  on  our  roof  sprung  a 
leak  and  as  soon  as  the  dinosaur  left  the  roofers  came 
and  began  pounding.  I fled  to  the  dentist  and  that  wasn't 
very  pleasant  either.  Anyhow,  bless  the  snow.  Keith  and 
I ought  to  get  into  a cat  fight,  just  to  keep  things  a going, 
but  I don't  think  there's  much  chance  of  that.  He  won't 
fight. 

I know  you  are  happy  about  the  conference  room 
at  the  APB  whloh  will  be  dedicated  to  Polly's  dedication  to 
you.  Jan  Noyes  says  that  it  is  something  they  need  very 
much.  I will  keep  you  in  touch  with  developments. 

I don't  know  if  I told  you  that  we  had  a white 
deer  in  our  neighborhood  this  summer.  A doe  gave  birth  to 
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twin  fawns  and  one  was  white  except  for  a small  splash  of 
brown  on  the  shoulders.  We  never  saw  It,  but  many  people 
did  (we  saw  the  mother,  oh  so  beautiful)  and  we  are  all  so 
afraid  that  one  of  the  out-of-state  hunters  will  shoot  It. 

The  townspeople  will  do  what  they  can  to  save  It.  And  the 
whole  community  Is  trying  to  save  three  tame  foxes  who  have 
made  themselves  at  home  In  the  area  around  a little  airport 
about  eight  miles  from  us.  Unskilled  hunters  will  shoot  at 
anything  that  moves  (this  is  the  way  they  kill  one  another). 
Over  and  over  again  the  news  announcer  at  our  local  radio 
station  has  begged  hunters  to  be  careful  in  the  airport 
area  and  we  all  hope  that  next  summer  we  shall  have  the  white 
deer  and  the  three  red  foxes  waiting  for  us  when  we  return. 

Keith  is  at  home  today.  He  sends  his  love 
with  mine,  as  always  and  always,  Nella 


Garden  City,  Nov.  26,1962 


Dearest  Helen, 

I had  an  amusing  experience  on  Saturday  when 
I went  over  to  the  village  to  pick  up  a lot  of  odds  and  ends— 
a pencil  sharpener,  a can  opener,  some  envelopes,  all  sorts  of 
junk.  On  the  way  home  I stopped  at  our  Medical  Arts  Center 
drug  store  to  get  a jar  of  cold  cream.  Leaving  there  I had 
to  walk  down  a long  corridor  and  as  soon  as  I entered  it  I 
heard  a strange  noise—  kloc-kloc-kloc--  and  it  sounded  as  if 
it  was  coming  from  Inside  me!  It  kept  on— kloc-kloc-kloc— 
as  regular  as  the  ticking  of  your  watch.  I knew  someone  ms 
coming  behind  me  and  at  every  step  I became  more  and  more 
embarrassed.  I did  not  look  behind  me  and  it  was  not  until  I 
got  to  the  door  that  I discovered  the  reason.  The  man  behind 
me  was  carrying  a baby  and  the  baby  had  the  hiccups ! Kloc- 
kloc-kloc!  It  didn’t  seem  to  bother  him  very  much.  The  man 
and  the  baby  and  I smiled  at  one  another,  they  turned  left 
and  I turned  right  and  came  home,  much  relieved  to  know  that 
I wasn’t  coming  apart  inside. 

The  men  finished  hammering  on  the  new  roof  last 
Friday  and  we  were  looking  forward  to  a nice  quiet  week  when, 
alas  and  alas,  water  began  to  drip  from  the  bathroom  through  the 
ceiling  and  on  to  the  stove  in  the  kitchen.  The  plumber  came 
bright  and  early  this  morning  to  tear  the  ceiling  apart  and 
put  in  a new  waste  pipe.  We’ll  have  to  go  out  to  lunch.  And 
now  I am  wondering  what  will  happen  next.  Always  something. 

And  always  and  always  our  love,  Nella 


Dear  Bob,  £jhi  .*j-  J 

The  big  blue  picture  of  Helen  arrived  Saturday  in 
perfect  condition.  It  was  beautifully  packed,  Next  summer 
I shall  place  it  on  exhibit  in  our  Town  Hall  in  Snowville. 

The  people  up  there  never  met  her  (she  stayed  in  seclusion 
with  us),  but  they  take  great  pride  in  the  fact  that  she  was 
often  a visitor  among  them. 

I enjoyed  my  visit  to  the  foundation  very  much, 
was  deeply  impressed  by  the  magnitude  and  value  of  its 
operations.  I remember  it  in  it3  Infancy,  its  future  a 
question  mark. 

I could  not  be  more  happy  about  the  Polly  Thomson 
room  and  those  with  whom  I have  talked  feel  the  3ame  way. 

Soon  after  the  holidays  I hope  we  can  decide  how  best  to 
approach  all  Polly's  friends.  I have  a list  of  about  50 
names,  Haney  is  making  a list,  Evelyn  will  make  a list  from 
the  Christmas  cards,  and  I have  asked  Eric  to  Jot  down  the 
names  of  those  that  occur  to  him,  especially  the  ones  that 
might  not  occur  to  the  rest  of  us.  All  lists  will  be  sent  to 
me,  I will  correlate  then,  and  send  then  to  you. 

It  seems  to  me  that  a brief  notice  might  be 
sent  out  from  the  foundation,  explaining  that  this  a 
projeot  of  the  friends  of  Polly  Thomson  (no  mention  of 
individual  names),  describing  the  uses  to  which  the  room  will 
be  put,  etc.,  etc.  I would  tlok  off  the  names  of  those  to 
whom  I would  send  it  and  would  write  a personal  letter  as  well. 
Nancy  and  others  could  do  the  same. 

It  doesn't  matter  in  the  least  to  me  whether  the 
money  I gave  goes  into  plaster  or  floor  boards  or  window 
panes.  It  would  be  nice  if  this  other  money  turned  out  to  be 
enough  to  give  maybe  special  beauty  to  the  drapes  and  wall 
decorations.  It  would  be  nioe  to  have  a Japanese  touch, 

Polly  loved  that  country  and  Its  art  forms  so  much.  Her 
friend  Shlnzo  Shlrae  could  keep  us  from  making  any  mistakes 
in  this  direction.  Nancy  could  be  useful  in  many  ways  — 
more  than  one  talent  is  available  to  us. 

All  the  above  Is  merely  suggestive.  The  room  is 
in  your  hands,  but  I think  we  can  all  work  happily  together 
and  I look  forward  to  our  next  meeting. 


Happy  holidays ! 


Ill  Fifth  St.,  Garden  City,  New  York 
December  3,  1962 


Dear  Margaret, 


I want  to  tell  you  something  about  a 
room  that  is  being  set  aside  at  the  American  Foundation 
for  the  Blind  in  memory  of  Polly.  Her  friends  are 
making  this  possible.  It  is  to  be  quite  a large  room, 
twenty  by  forty  feet  and  will  be  so  arranged  that  it 
can  be  used  for  various  purposes.  It  can  be  a small 
auditorium,  seating  more  than  125  people,  providing 
facilities  for  lectures  and  the  screening  of  motion 
pictures,  both  those  made  by  the  Foundation  itself  and 
others  sent  to  them  for  evaluation.  The  first  piece 
of  furniture  appropriated  to  the  room  is  a $6000 
stereo  loudspeaker  which  includes  a tape  recorder,  a 
record  player,  and  I don't  know  what  all  else.  This 
was  donated  by  the  famous  Bell  Laboratories,  an 
experimental  model  in  a handsome  walnut  case.  It  can 
also  be  a conference  room  with  tables  and  chairs  and 
will  probably  serve  in  this  way  mos6  of  the  time,  but 
it  can  be  cleared  (there  is  a storage  room  offside 
where  equipment  like  chairs,  etc.  can  be  placed  when 
not  in  use)  and  turned  into  an  open  room  for  enter- 
tainments like  teas  and  cocktail  parties.  The  drawings 
have  been  made,  the  space  has  been  chosen,  and  the  room 
should  be  ready  by  the  end  of  this  coming  summer.  We 
are  all  very  happy  about  it.  My  one  regret  is  that 
Bert  did  not  live  to  know  just  what  form  the  memorial 
would  take— I had  told  him  there  would  be  one. 

Helen  goes  on  about  the  same.  She  is 
beautifully  cared  for,  her  mind  has  period  of  great 
clarity,  and  she  is  serenely  happy.  She  recognized 
me  when  I last  saw  her,  but  that  may  have  been  because 
she  knew  I was  coming.  I mis3  her  terribly  and  I miss 
Polly  more  than  I can  say.  And  I want  to  know  about  the 
rest  of  you  Thomsons— how  you  are,  what  you  are  doing, 
and  all  that.  Please  tell  the  others  about  this  room. 

I will  keep  you  in  touch  with  its  progress.  Special 
greetings  to  David  and  love  to  you  all. 


Garden  City,  Dec.  10,  1962 


Dearest  Helen, 

I had  such  a good  vl3lt  at  the  APB  last  week. 

It  had  been  a long  time  since  I had  been  there  and  I was 
amazed  at  how  much  It  has  expanded  and  Is  still  expanding 
and  at  how  much  good  work  It  Is  doing  in  so  many  different 
ways.  I went  In  to  talk  with  Bob  Barnett  about  the  new  room 
that  Is  to  be  dedicated  to  Polly  because  of  her  dedication 
to  you.  It  Is  Just  the  sort  of  thing  they  need,  a good  big 
room  that  can  be  used  for  a lecture  hall  or  for  showing 
motion  pictures,  both  the  ones  the  APB  makes  for  Its  educational 
programs  and  the  ones  that  other  people  make  and  want  to  the 
APB  to  approve.  At  times  the  chairs  will  be  removed  and 
conference  tables  will  be  set  up.  In  fact,  most  of  the  time 
It  will  be  a conference  room.  Nor  13  this  all.  The  conference 
tables  can  be  removed  and  the  room  cleared  for  a party-tea  or 
cocktails  or  whatnot.  You  may  well  ask  what  they  do  with  all 
these  tables  and  chairs  when  they  are  not  In  use.  Well,  there 
Is  a storage  room  that  the  architect  thought  up,  Just  off  the 
main  room,  which  will  take  care  of  them.  This  Is  In  the  new 
building  where  they  are  also  setting  up  offices  and  other 
useful  sections.  Polly's  room  will  probably  be  dedicated  next 
fall  and  I hope  we* 11  all  be  on  hand  for  the  occasion. 

It  look3  very  Christmassy  here  this  morning, 
and  speaking  of  that,  I am  hoping  that  this  will  be  an 
especially  merry  and  hapyy  Christmas  for  you  and  all  your 
household.  This  with  my  love  and  Keith's  Nella 


Ill  Fifth  St.,  Garden  City,  N.Y 
December  17,  1962 


Dear  Eric, 


Mrs.  Kelleher  ha3  told  you  about  my  dilemma  on  the 
Parthenon  fragment.  Polly  always  intended  to  look  up  the  bill 
of  lading  or  something  else  that  would  give  documentary 
evidence,  but  she  never  got  around  to  it.  Word  of  mouth  (no 
matter  how  truthful  the  mouth)  is  good  only  to  a point;  without 
something  more,  the  fragment,  precious  as  it  is,  might  end  up 
in  the  years  to  come  as  an  inconspicuous  little  rock  of 
doubtful  authenticity.  Since  you  were  so  Intimately  involved, 

I am  wondering  if  it  would  be  too  much  to  ask  you  to  write  me 
a brief  letter  explaining  the  circumstances,  giving  the  name 
of  the  curator  of  the  Athens  Museum  and  any  other  details  you 
might  think  pertinent.  I have  not  decided  what  I shall  do  with 
the  bit  of  marble,  but  I should  like  to  have  the  provenance 
go  with  it  to  whatever  mu3eun  or  institution  I bequeath  it. 

And  one  more  request.  You  know  about  the  room  at 
the  Foundation  which  is  to  be  set  aside  in  memory  of  Polly. 
Other  friends  of  her3  with  whom  I have  talked  want  to  have 
a 3hare  in  it  and  I think  a notice  of  it  should  be  sent  to 
all  those  who  might  want  to  make  a contribution  towards  it. 

I have  made  a list  and  Evelyn  Seide  and  Nancy  Hamilton  are 
also  making  lists.  I hope  you  will  Jot  down  the  names  that 
occur  to  you,  especially  those  you  think  might  not  occur  to 
the  rest  of  us.  All  lists  will  be  sent  to  me  so  that  I 
can  correlate  them  to  avoid  duplication. 

I hope  to  see  you  on  my  next  visit  to  the  Foundation. 
Meantime  all  good  wishes  to  you  and  your  family  for  the 
holidays  and  the  day3  to  follow. 

Sincerely, 


Mr.  Eric  Boulter 

American  ’oundatlon  for  Overseas  Blind 
22  We3t  17  St. 

New  York  11,  N.Y. 


January  1,  1963 


Dear  Ken, 


A Mrs.  Virginia  Scharoff  Is  going  to  write  you  a 
letter  asking  for  some  books.  This  is  why:  she  is  head  of  the 
transcribing  department  of  the  Industrial  Homs  for  the  Blind 
which  has  made  it  possible  to  integrate  the  blind  children  with 
the  seeing  children  throughout  Nassau  Oounty.  All  textbooks 
have  to  be  transcribed  in  one  of  two  ways— in  braille  for  the 
totally  blind,  in  large  type  (special  electric  typewriter 
for  this)  for  those  who  still  have  sight  enough  to  read  big 
open  type.  Mr3.  3charoff  has  an  army  of  unpaid  volunteers 
who  do  this  work.  The  IHB  carries  on  many  other  useful  activities 
(it  is  outstanding  in  the  work  for  the  deaf-blind,  for  Instance) 
and  the  budget  is  limited.  Mrs.  Scharoff  wants  lnkprint  copies 
of  of  the  books  in  a aeries  called,  I believe,  the  Real  Books  — 
one  oopy  each  of  as  many  as  you  can  spare.  I should  3ay  that 
damaged  copies  would  3erve,  so  long  as  the  text  Is  Intact. 

I know  that  you  have  to  harden  your  heart  against  requests  (as 
we  all  do),  but  I wanted  you  to  know  that  this  is  an  admirable 
project— really  thrilling. 

All  goes  well  with  Helen.  She  is  lovely  to  look  at 
and  is  very  happy. 

I hope  a wonderful  year  lies  ahead  for  you  in  1963. 


All  good  wiihos. 


Jan.  1,  1963 


Dear  Virginia, 

Write  to 

Mr.  Ken  McCormick 

Chief  Editor 

Doubleclay  & Co. 

New  York  22 

N.Y. 

I have  sent  him  a note  telling  him  that 
you  are  going  to  write.  I told  him  that  I thought 
slightly  damaged  books  would  serve,  so  long  as  the  text  is 
Intact.  They  used  to  have  a bin  of  such  books,  still  good 
but  with  bent  corners  or  something  of  the  kind  that  made 
them  unsalable  except  at  a discount.  I hope  you  have  good 
luck. 


Still  a bit  shaky,  but  expect  to  be  all 
right  within  a few  days. 


Happy  New  Year  to  all  of  you! 


Jan.  6,  ±jc} 


Dearest  Helen, 

Have  you  ever  wondered  how  It  was  possible 
l'or  people  in  the  old  days  to  bring  up  suoh  big  families 
in  such  little  houses T In  our  house  in  Snovvllle  there 
once  lived  a nan  and  hin  wife  and  their  eleven  children 
and  two  grandparent? . That  makes  .fifteen  people.  fe  think 
the  house  la  quite  full  now  when  there  arc  six  people  in  it 
and  we  have  two  acre  room  than  they  di  ' . Then  I remember 
ho'"  it  *>ae  at.  my  grandmother's  -/hen  a great  flock  of  grand- 
children lew  in  to  open:1,  the  night,  tfe  little  girl?  were 
put  on  pallets  on  the  floor  in  what  was  calls  i the  wing  room 
and  there  we  giggled  no  at  of  the  night  away.  I oan  still 
remember  -what  * un  it  ’.nr,  Cf‘  course  nobody  had  any  privacy, 
but  nobody  wanted  It. 

It  was  the  came  in  the  big  houseo.  A plaoe 
could  somehow  be  found  for  an  unexpected  guest.  When  Washington 
war;  President  and  living  in  a big  house  in  Phi  la  elphiu  (whioh 
war,  then  the  Oa  itol)  a friend  wrote  that  he  would  like  to 
spend  a fow  days  with  him.  Washington  replied  that  he  an 
his  wi  fe  would  bo  very  glad  to  ace  hln  an  that  there  van 
plenty  of  roar,  "or  another  bed  in  a room  which  already  had 
two  bods  in  it,  one  occupied  by  a nephew,  the  other  by  another 
friend l 

In  the  taverns  men  Blept  two  and  sometimes 
three  in  a bed  and  the  teamsters,  who  travelled  with  their 


2 


own  blankets,  simply  wrapped  themselves  up  and  spent  the 
night  lying  on  the  floor  In  front  of  the  big  fireplace. 

You  might  try  counting  up  how  many  people  you 
could  accommodate  in  that  big  house  of  your3,  even  without 
putting  five  or  six  teamsters  on  the  floor  in  the  living 
room  in  front  of  the  fireplace.  But  you  must  fill  all  the 
beds  and  all  the  couches  and  use  all  the  cushions.  Then 
when  you've  got  everybody  tucked  away,  imagine  a late 
straggler  ringing  the  door  bell.  >Jhat  would  you  do  with  him? 
What  indeed l I am  glad  it  is  not  my  problem.  But  you  will 
have  my  love  and  sympathy—  Nella. 


January  11,  1963 


Dear  Bob, 


There  are  two  more  people  who  would  like  to 
have  the  bl£  blue  picture  of  Helen  If  any  are  left.  They 
are  Helen’s  sister  Mildred  (Mrs.  Warren  Tyson)  and  Nancy 
Hamilton.  I hope  you  can  spare  them.  It  Is  quite 
remarkable  what  the  picture  does  to  a room.  I put  mine 
up  and  find  now  that  I oan’t  take  It  down.  Whoever 
decided  to  S8nd  It  out  had  an  Inspiration— It  carries 
Helen  herself  wherever  it  goes. 

I think  I have  already  said  Happy  New  Tear.  I 
say  It  a^aln. 


Sincerely, 


Mr.  Robert  Barnett 

American  .'oundatlon  for  the  311nd 

15  West  16  St. 

New  York  11 
N.Y. 


January  29,  1963 


Dearest  Nancy, 


Your  picture  of  Helen  should  be  on  its  way.  I 
told  Bob  Barnett  that  you  and  Kit  were  having  some  wonderful 
ideas  without  saying  what  they  were.  He  3eo:aod  very  pleased. 
I told  him  that  I was  going  to  write  to  some  of  Polly'3 
friends  and  ashed  him  how  contributions  should  be  sent.  My 
contribution  was  set  up  as  the  Polly  Thomson  Fund.  Checks 
should  be  made  out  to  the  fund  and  addressed  to  me  or  direct 
to  Bob  30  that  they  won’t  get  mixed  up  with  the  general 
contributions. 


That  was  a brilliant  idea  about  going  through 
what  we  have.  Almost  the  first  thing  I came  upon  was  an 
editorial  from  the  N.Y.  Times,  Dec.  4,  1937,  headad  "A 
New  Citizen.”  The  occasion  was  the  admission  of  Polly  to 
citizenship  in  the  United  States,  Helen  herself  the  chief 
character  witness.  I quote  with  delight  the  final  sentence: 

"Ana  as  for  Miss  Thomson,  all  Americans  who  know 
her  would  be  glad  to  Join  in  the  testimonial  which  Miss  Keller 
gave  her.  Scotland  has  in  her  person  and  in  her  mission  made 
a new  and  unique  contribution  to  the  land  which  owes  Scotland 
so  much."  Add  to  this  that  Good  Companion  editorial  In  Life 
at  the  time  of  Polly’s  death  y and  you  have  the  beginning  of 
something,  I don’t  quite  know  what. 

Keith  has  suggested  a montage  of  informal 
photographs.  He  lias  some  and  you  have  soma  and  there  are 
others . 


tfhen  you  get  back  I want  you  to  see  the  room  In 
whatever  state  it  may  be.  You  can  at  least  see  the  amount  of 
wall  space  and  we’ll  bring  all  our  ideas  to  bear  upon  it.  I 
expaot  us  to  be  very  welcome. 

ilappy  vacation  and  much  love  to  you  and  Kit, 


February  6,  1953 


Dear  Lenore, 


Work  is  to  begin.  on  the  Polly  Thomson  Memorial 
room  at  the  foundation  early  this  spring*  I don’t  know 
If  I told  you  th8t  it  Is  to  be  a triple-purpose  room  20  by 
40  feet.  Most  of  the  time  it  will  serve  aa  a conference 
room  with  tables  and  chairs.  These  can  be  removed  and  other 
chairs  brought  in  to  make  it  into  an  auditorium  for  tha 
screening  of  motion  pictures,  documentaries  either  made  by 
the  foundation  or  sent  to  them  for  evaluation.  Then  it 
can  be  cleared  to  be  the  scene  of  a cocktail  party  or  a 
tea.  There  is  to  be  a storage  room  adjacent  to  the  main 
room  which  will  hold  the  furniture  that  is  not  in  use. 

A most  useful  room.  The  -’oundation  is  very  pleased  with 
the  prospect,  and  so  i am  I.  The  first  piece  of  furniture 
designated  for  the  room  13  a 36000  stereo  loudspeaker  which 
includes  a tape  recorder,  a record  player,  and  I don’t  know 
what  all  else,  It  was  an  experimental  model  given  to  the 
AfB  by  the  Bell  Laboratories. 

The  basic  tilings  are  provided  for,  but  I 
want  all  Polly’s  friends  to  have  a share  in  it.  Ho  big 
contributions  are  needed,  but  there  is  wall  space  for 
meaningful  and  (I  hope)  beautiful  decorations.  Kit  and 
Nancy  have  continued  their  interest,  have  been  and  will  be 
moat  helpful.  Contributions  should  be  made  out  to  the 
Polly  Thomson  unci  (to  keep  them  from  getting  mixed  up  with 
other  funds)  and  sent  either  to  me  or  to  Robert  Barnett, 
Director,  American  oundation  for  the  Blind,  1?  West  16  3t., 
New  York  11,  N.Y.  They  will  be  tax  deductible,  of  course. 

Do  you  by  any  chance  have  an  informal 
photograph  of  Polly  with  Teacher  which  could  be  borrowed 
long  enough  to  be  re  photographed . We  have  in  mind  either  a 
montage  of  pictures  of  nor  or  else  a sez-apbook  with  pictures 
and  clippings.  And  do  you  have  ideas  about  other  things 
that  might  be  done  to  Increese  the  value  of  the  room  as  a 
memorial. 


I have  not  seen  Helen  lately,  but  I zav  Mildred 
when  she  was  here  in  January.  She  was  quite  low  in  her  mind 
about  Helen— Helen  didn't  recognize  her  when  she  first 
arrived.  Later  ehe  did,  but  Mildred  felt  that  there  was  never 
any  real  communication  between  them.  Helen  seems  to  under- 
stand when  you  talk  with  her,  but  never  originates  anything. 


Her  devoted  nurse  Mrs.  Corbally  is  not  so  despondent.  She 
says  Helen's  appetite  is  good,  that  she  is  failing  slowly, 
that  it  may  be  a long  time  before  the  end.  Meantime  Helen 
is  unworried  and  well  tended.  Around  the  clock  nurses  and 
everything  else  that  is  required. 

Keith  has  gone  to  town  this  morning.  We  both  thought 
that  at  last  he  was  retired,  but  he  wandered  into  the  office 
some  weeks  ago  and  found  out  that  he  wasn't.  He  now  has 
two  offices  and  goes  in  two  or  three  times  a week.  And  I 
must  say  he  envoys  it. 

A few  days  ago  it  was  Z>C  below  zero  in  Snowvllle, 
chilly  enough  to  make  us  glad  we  are  here  lnsteo.d  of  there. 

Dear  me,  what  a long  letter  this  has  turned  out  to  be! 
I must  stop. 


My  love  always. 


And  all  best  to  Sidney.  So  glad  he  likes  hin  work. 


ieb.  7,  1963 


Dearest  Robert, 


C ft 


Polly* s friends  are  making  It  possible  to 
establish  a memorial  to  her  at  the  American  Foundation  x’or 
tbe  Blind  and  L thought  you  might  lixe  to  have  a share  In  It. 
It  is  to  be  a multi-purpose  room  20x40  feet,  a small 
auditorium  in  which  films  can  be  shown,  documentaries  either 
made  by  the  Foundation  or  sent  to  them  for  appral3al;  th8 
chairs  can  be  removed  and  tables  set  up  to  make  It  a 
conference  room;  it  can  be  cleared  for  cocktail  or  tea 
parties,  arid  Is  altogether  something  that  the  .oundatlon  has 
needed  for  a long  time.  Contributions  (tax  deductaole)  should 
be  made  out  to  the  Polly  Thomson  und  and  sent  to  me  or  to 
Mr.  Robert  Barnett,  Director,  American  oundatlon  for  the 
Blind , 15  rfest  16  St.,  New  York  11,  N.Y. 


We  have  had  quite  awful  weather  here  this 
winter,  but  have  not  suffered  and  really  have  nothing  to 
complain  about,  especially  when  we  hear  what  has  happened  In 
other  places.  We  are  living  on  a starvation  diet  as  t.o  news. 
What  we  miss  most  is  the  Sunday  edition  of  the  Hew  York  Times. 

On  the  days  that  Keith  goes  to  town  he  generally  brings  home 
something— the  Newark  News,  the  Jersey  Journal,  the  Philadelphia 
Bulletin— they  all  emphasize  what  a good  paper  the  Times  Is— or 
rather  was. 


We  stayed  in  Hew  Hampshire  without  a break 
this  summer  and  I thought  at  last  that  Keith  was  really 
retired,  but  some  weeks  ago  he  vandered  Into  the  office  and 
found  that  he  waan*t.  He  now  has  two  offlooa  (on  different 
floors),  but  doesn’t  go  in  more  than  two  or  three  times  a 
week.  I must  say  he  enjoys  it.  And  we  both  continue  with 
our  t work  on  the  Eaton  Town  rape  rs— have  Just  finished  a 
long  report  which  we  are  sending  up  In  time  for  the  Town 
Meeting  In  March. 


Helen  lingers  on,  falling  slowly— her  devoted 
nurse  thinks  she  nay  be  as  she  is  now  for  quite  a long  time. 
Her  appetite  la  goou  anu  she  has  no  worries. 

Ber tlia  comes  in  when  the  weather  13  not  bad. 
3omeone  brings  her  aoout  Ili30,  cornea  for  har  about  6i30. 

She  doe3  the  oooklng  (having  ordered  the  raw  ma to rial  by 
telephone)  and  rinses  out  my  underclothes  and  a few  other 
things.  She  likes  to  oome  and  It  is  good  to  havo  her. 

We  shall  expect  you  on  the  hill  thle  summer. 

High  timet 


Love , 


February  14,  19 63 


Dear  Bob, 


I am  inclo3lng  two  contributions  to  the  Polly 
Thomson  Fund.  I have  written  only  two  or  three  letters, 
partly  because  I did  not  have  a chance  to  go  over  the 
list  with  Nancy  and  Kit  before  they  left  and  partly  because 
I want  to  wait  for  the  list  that  Evelyn  is  to  make  out,  but 
mostly  because  I find  the  letters  extraordinarily  difficult 
to  write.  I have  never  before  asked  anyone  for  money,  not 
even  my  parents  when  I was  a child  and  not  even  Keith 
because  we  have  always  had  a joint  bank  account.  I simply 
don*t  know  how  to  do  it.  I need  experienced  help. 

Could  you  print  a little  sheet  or  folder 
expallnlng  about  the  room  and  its  purpose,  saying  that  it 
is  being  done  by  the  friends  of  Polly  Thomson  (without 
mentioning;  ay  name ) . something  that  I could  send  out  with 
a covering  note.  Fifty  would  be  quite  enough  for  me  and 
Nancy  might  want  a few,  you  might  and  some  others  might. 

I should  like  to  see  the  copy  before  It  goes  to  the 
printer  or  to  whatever  sort  of  reproduction  method  you 
may  use . 


All  this  makes  me  feel  stupid  and  inadequate, 
but  that's  how  it  is. 


All  good  wishes, 


Mr.  Robert  Barnett,  Director 
American  Foundation  for  the  Blind. 
15  West  16  St. 

New  York  11 

N.Y. 


Feb.  14,  1963 


rear  Sidney, 


The  original  Idea  Tor  a Memorial  to  Polly 
was  ’or  Ilelon  and  me  to  contribute  equally  to  the  room, 
then  others  to  join  In  a:;  they  wished,  but  It  came  on  to 
be  that  Helen  reached  suoh  a point  of  unaware uess  that  I 
dropped  that  part  of  It  and  Keith  and  I save  CIO, OOO, 
which  is  enough  to  assure  that  there  will  be  a room. 

Another  reason  that  I left  Helen  out  la  that  It  is 
costing  so  much  to  keep  her  going  at  A.rca.i  Ridge— the 
Foundation  Itself  is  shelling  out  nearly  *'40,000  a year 
and , bo  far  a.-;  I knov;,  without  complaint. 

Keith  thinks  the  beat  thing  to  do  Is  simply 
to  turn  the  money  over  to  them— it  will  all  be  spent  on 
the  Polly  Thoftflon  room  and  we  none  of  uo  have  time  to 
do  much  In  the  way  of  directing  what  shall  be  done  oeyond 
making  suggestions.  Robert  Barnett  has  been  very  good 
(thus  far)  about  thi3  sorb  of  thing.  For  instance,  there 
In  no  portrait  of  Polly  except  one  that  Jo  Davidson  did 
of  her  and  Helen  when  they  were  visiting  him  in  France.  It 
is  not  good— ae  Van  tfyck  Brooks  said,  it  proved  that  Jo 
was  a sculptor,  not  a painter.  Bob  suggested  hiring  a 
portraitist  to  paint  her  from  photographs:  I can’t  con- 

ceive that  anything  would  come  of  tills  that  would  satisfy 
those  of  uo  tho  really  knew  and  loved  Polly,  bo  I counter- 
suggested  that  beautiful  photograph  of  Helen  and  Polly  by 
Yousuf  Karsh— it  is  the  one  in  Ills  new  book  of  his  favorite 
portraits,  it  laces  Helen  and  Polly  in  their  proper 
relationship  and  Is,  plctorlally,  I think,  the  best  we  can 
get— and  a very  good  beet  at  that.  Hy  suggestion  was 
accepted,  a new  print  will  be  made  and  handsomely  framed. 

One  whole  wall  will  require  drapes  since  it 
consists  of  a bank  of  windows.  It  would  be  nice  if  these 
could  be  of  a quality  tliat  Polly  herself  night  approve . The 
main  furniture  will  be  utilitarian— ohnirs  tiiat  can  be 
stacked  and  removed,  sturdy  conference  tables,  ^ to . The 
money  ye  gave  will  take  care  of  the  basic  things  like  these . 

I think  I told  you  that  uo  great  contributions  are  needed. 
Keith  and  I could  never  have  given  so  much  (a  whopping  sun 
from  whore  we  alt)  if  it  had  not  been  for  T7E  MIRA  OLE  WORKER. 
I had  always  Intended  to  try  to  force  Polly  to  take  some  of 
the  money— this  seemed  the  way  to  do  it,  and  I feel  that  it 


r?,s; 

one  of  my  accomplishments  was  that  t viable  to^I i 
I have  never  mot  tha+  far  wi +v«  crQ+v,^  * a 3_Le  to  read  it. 

10  quite  simply  unaeclpSiSlS. Katharlne  Oom*n*.-turr. 
,q  WJ®U  we  vhen  you  write  exactly  how  your  mother 

Hi  Ws  11  mna2Q  somehow  to  see  her  *eforTthl Tyw  is 


Af  t'e  ctionate  ly , 


larch  2,  1963 


2,^-0  a. 


Dear  Dob, 


Acknowledgement  of  this  check  should  be  aeut  to 

Itear-A  :niral  Robert  E.  Braddy  Jr.  DSN  Ket. 

2636  No.  Alet  Av*. 

Phoenix  9 

Irlzona 


All  good  wl3hes, 


Mr.  Robert  Harriett 

American  'ounnation  lor  the  Blind 

15  West  16  St. 

Hex  York  11,  N.Y. 


March  23,  1963 


Dear  Bob, 

Acknowledgement  of  the  inclosed  check  should  be 

sent  to 

Mrs.  Lawrence  Conant 

Marlboro 

New  Hampshire 

I quote  from  Mrs.  Conant' s letter:  "The  Polly 

Thomson  memorial  room  is  the  happiest  of  thoughts  and  it 
makes  me  feel  good  to  have  a part  in  the  tiniest  inch  of 
it.  My  mind  goes  back  to  her  enthusiasms  and  dedication; 
knowing  her  those  few  years  is  a memory  that  I treasure. 
Bless  her!'* 

I haven't  written  any  more  letters  since  I last 
wrote  you,  but  I'll  try  to  get  back  at  it  soon. 

All  good  wishes, 


Mr.  Robert  3amett 

American  foundation  for  the  Blind 

15  West  16  St. 

New  York  11 

N.Y . 


April  1,  1963 


Dearest  Ethel, 


Last  wok  when  Katharine  Oonant  wa3  in 
Garden  City  such  an  Intense  lousing  to  see  you  cane  upon 
us  that  we  planned  to  telephone  to  as k if*  we  could  arive 
up  to  Westport  for  that  very  purpose.  Then  family 
complications  sot  in  for  her,  she  max  to  go  to  Philadelphia 
and  Wilmington,  and  than,  exhausted,  back  to  Jiarlboro.  It 
was  a lovely  ream,  a lovely  plan,  while  it  lasted. 

I keep  in  touch  with  the  household  at  Arcan 
Ridge  and  some  times  Helen  hei'3elx  says  a word  or  two  over 
the  telephone.  Given  the  oaslc  situation  there,  I don’t  3ee 
how  she  could  be  better  taken  care  of.  Conrad  3erens' 
suicide  was  a great  shock  to  me,  he  had  been  3uch  a devoted 
friend  to  the  ‘’girls”  for  30  many  years.  Hla  way  of  doing 
it  seemed  such  an  act  of  brutality  towards  ranees  and  his 
sons,  but  I suppose  a man  in  Ills  desperate  situation— another 
of  those  dreadful  internal  operations  coming  up  and  so  on  to 
the  end— is  not  capable  of  thinking  of  anything  but  the 
quickest  ami  surest  my  out. 

A group  of  us,  Polly* s friends.  Including 
Katharine  Conant,  Katharine  Cornell,  and  Nancy  Hamilton, 
have  got  together  and  made  possible  a memorial  room  to  her  at 
the  American  oundatlon  for  the  Blind.  It  is  to  be  a multiple 
purpone  room  which  can  be  used  as  a small  auditorium  for 
screening  11ms,  for  a conference  room,  a lecture  room,  and, 
cloarod  of  tables  and  chalr3,  for  large  parties,  Wo  have 
thought  other  friends  of  Polly’s  might  like  to  have  a 3hare 
In  It.  Contributions  (tax-free  of  course)  should  be  made  out 
to  the  Polly  Thomson  und  and  sent  either  to  me  or  to  Robert 
Barnett  at  the  oundatlon.  Do  you  think  Mrs.  Phillips  and 
Mrs.  Lleb  and  others  up  In  your  neighborhood  would  be  Interested? 

We  expect  to  leave  for  New  ilampshiro  towards  the 
end  of  the  month,  but  it  depends  upon  the  condition  of  tho 
road  up  our  hill.  We  Intend  to  stop  at  Concord  for  a few 
days  and  at  dxxp  Onslpee  for  a little  research  on  a perfectly 
fascinating  project  that  we  have  stumbled  upon.  And  very 
lucky  we  were.  Keith  Is  "retired,”  but  3tlll  has  an  office  at 
MoGraw  Hill’s  and  goes  In  two  or  three  days  a week.  The  rest 
of  the  time  irorko  madly  at  our  project. 

Will  you  be  in  New  York  during  the  next  few  weeks? 
Oh,  but  It  would  be  good  to  see  you  I 


Ty  love  to  pou  and  the  Pasha, 


April  2,  1963 


Dearest  Elsa, 


As  people  used  to  begin  their  letters  in  the 
old  days,  "I  hope  this  .finds  you  well."  It  has  been  a 
gruelling  winter  for  us  all,  but  summing  it  up,  Keith  and  I 
really  don't  have  muon  to  complain  or.  rfe  have  kept  warm, 
we  haven't  fallen  on  the  ice,  and  we  haven't  had  the  flu. 

And  about  a month  from  now  we  hope  to  be  off  to  New  Hampshire. 

What  I am  writing  about  especially  is  to  tell 
you  that  a group  of  Folly's  friends  have  combined  to  make 
possible  a memorial  room  to  her  at  the  American  oundation 
for  the  Blind . We  felt  that  ehe  deserved  something  of  tho 
kind  all  to  herself  and  we  felt  that  other  friends  of  hers 
might  like  to  have  a share  in  it.  The  room  is  to  be 
multiple  purpose.  It  can  be  used  as  an  auditorium,  comfortably 
seating  125  people,  whore  films  can  be  screened,  mainly 
documentaries  made  by  the  AFB  or  sent  to  them  for  evaluation. 

It  can  be  set  up  with  tables  as  a conference  room  and  can  be 
cleared  for  parties— tea  or  cocktail.  Contributions 
(tax  deductible  of  course)  should  be  made  out  to  the  Polly 
Thomson  irund  and  sent  either  to  me  or  to  Robert  Barnett, 
Director,  American  ; oundation  for  the  Blind,  15  West  16  St., 

New  York  11. 


I stay  in  touch  with  the  household  at  Arcan 
Ridge.  Helen  Is  off  in  a world  of  her  own,  but  she  is  tenderly 
cared  for  and  remains  serene  and  happy.  Conrad  3erens' 
suicide  was  a great  shock  to  me,  though  I knew  he  had  not  been 
well  and  was  facing  another  of  those  awful  internal  operations. 
His  way  of  doing  it  seems  to  me,  when  I think  of  prances  and 
the  boys,  one  of  the  most  brutal  things  I have  ever  known,  but 
I suppose  he  wa3  at  the  point  where  he  could  think  of  nothing 
but  the  quickest  and  surest  way  out. 

We  shall  3 top  by  to  see  Helen  for  a few  minutes 
on  our  way  to  Saowville.  She  will  probably  recognize  U3,  but 
only  because  she  will  be  told  that  we  are  coming.  Alas  and 
alas.  How  I do  miss  her  and  Polly. 


Love  always, 


April  13,  1963 


Dear  Mrs.  'ry, 


I think  you  and  Dr.  ^ry  will  be  pleased  to 
know  that  friends  of  Polly's  are  making  possible  a Polly 
Thomson  Memorial  Room  at  the  American  oundatlon  for  the 
Blind,  a multiple-purpose  room  of  the  kind  they  have  long 
needed.  It  will  be  used  as  a small  auditorium,  comfortably 
seating  125  people.  Here  films  will  be  screened,  documentaries 
cither  made  by  the  foundation  or  sent  to  them  for  evaluation; 
the  Bell  labs,  donated  a magnificent  experimental  projector 
which  does  a lot  of  other  things  besides  project,  anl  it  will 
bs  a permanent  fixture  In  the  room.  The  room  can  be  cleared 
of  everything  else  and  set  up  with  tables  and  chairs  as  a 
conference  room  and,  at  times,  it  will  be  cleared  for  large 
parties . 


It  occurred  to  us  that  all  Polly's  friends 
might  want  to  have  a share  In  It,  however  small.  Contributions 
(tax -deductible  of  course)  can  be  sent  either  to  me  at  the 
above  address  or  to  Mr.  Robert  Barnett,  Director,  American 
oundatlon  for  the  Blind,  15  West  16  St.,  Hew  York  11,  N.Y. 

Helen  Is  frailer  than  she  was,  but  she  is 
most  tenderly  and  most  lovingly  cared  for.  As  her  devoted 
nurse  says,  she  13  slowly  walking  home.  She  goes  serenely, 
which  means  that  she  is  still  her  lovely  3elf. 

I hope  you  are  both  finding  life  pleasant  In 

the  We3t. 


With  all  good  wishes. 

Sincerely  yours, 


Mrs.  Keith  Henney 


Mrs.  Thornton  ry 
Harvest  House  Hotel 
Boulder,  Colorado 


April  18,  1963 


Dear  Rebecca, 


I think  you  will  be  happy  to  know  that  a 
group  of  Polly’s  friends  are  making  possible  the  establishment 
of  a Polly  Thomson  Memorial  Room  at  the  American  oundation 
for  the  Blind.  It  is  to  be  a room  of  the  kind  they  have  long 
needed,  a conference  room  with  tables  and  chairs  which  can 
be  removed  and  other  chairs  brought  in  to  make  it  an  auditorium 
for  lectures  or  for  the  screening  of  documentary  films,  either 
made  by  the  ?oundation  or  sent  to  them  for  approval  or  dis- 
approval. It  has  occurred  to  us  that  all  Polly’s  friends  might 
like  to  have  a share  in  it,  however  3mall.  Contributions 
should  be  made  out  to  the  Polly  Thomson  Fund  (tax-deductible  of 
course)  and  sent  either  to  Mr.  Robert  Barnett,  Director, 
American  Foundation  for  the  Blind,  15  West  16  St.,  New  York  11, 
N.Y.,  or  to  me. 

How  that  spring  is  here,  I hope  it  ha3  brought 
a lift  to  your  spirit.  It  ms  a long,  disagreeable  winter, 
even  for  those  in  excellent  health,  and  I know  it  must  have 
been  especially  hard  for  you. 

Please  be  as  happy  as  you  can  this  summer. 

With  love. 


April  19,  1963 


i^ear  Nelson, 


I think  you  will  be  happy  to  know  that  a 
group  oT  Polly* 3 frlend3  are  making  possible  a Polly  Thomson 
Memorial  Room  at  the  American  oundatlon  for  the  Blind,  a 
multiple-purpose  room  of  the  kind  that  they  have  long  needed. 

It  will  3erve  as  a small  auditorium,  comfortably  seating 
125  people.  Here  lectures  will  be  given  and  films  will  be 
screened,  mainly  documentaries  either  produosd  by  the 
foundation  or  sent  to  them  for  evaluation.  The  Dell  Labs, 
have  donated  a magnificent  experimental  projector  which  does 
a lot  of  other  things  besides  projecting.  This  will  be  a 
permanent  fixture  In  the  room,  but  the  spectator  chairs  can 
be  taken  out  and  replaced  by  tables  and  chalr3  which  will 
made  It  Into  a conference  room.  Then  It  can  be  cleared  of 
these  and  used  as  a party  room. 

It  occurred  to  us  that  all  Polly* 3 frlend3 
might  want  to  have  a share  In  it,  however  small.  Contributions 
(tax -deductible , of  course)  can  be  sent  to  me  at  Snowvllle, 

New  Hampshire,  or  to  Robert  Barnett  at  the  A?B,  15  West  16  St. 
New  York  11,  N.Y.  If  you  can  think  of  anyone  else  who  might 
like  to  know  about  It,  will  you  please  get  in  touch  with  them 
or  give  me  their  names  and  addresses, 

I expect  to  see  Helen  Sunday  morning,  April  28, 
when  we  stop  by  on  our  way  to  New  Hampshire,  I 3tay  In  close 
touch  with  the  household.  All  goes  well.  Helen  13  older  and 
frailer  and  since  her  stroke  her  mind  Is  not  always  clear,  but 
she  Is  serene  and  untroubled  and  she  Is  cared  for  with  the 
utmost  love  and  tenderness. 

Have  you  ever  written  down  anything  about  your 
travels  with  Helen  and  Polly?  It  will  all  be  lost  unless  you 
do.  It  ought  to  be  In  the  record  and  I think  your  children 
would  enjoy  It.  I know  I would. 

All  possible  good  wishes  I 


April  19,  1963 


Dear  Sandra, 


I think  you  will  be  happy  to  know  that  a 
group  ox  P611y*s  friends  are  making  possible  a Polly 
Thomson  Memorial  Room  at  the  American  oundatlon  for  the 
Blind,  a multiple-purpose  room  which  will  3erve  as  a small 
auditorium,  as  a conference  room,  and,  at  times,  for 
parties  when  the  number  invited  is  too  large  to  take  care 
ox  easily  in  the  Helen  Keller  Room.  This  sort  of  room  is 
something  that  the  r oundatlon  has  needed  and  we  are  all 
very  happy  about  it. 

It  occurred  to  us  that  other  friends  of  Polly* a 
might  want  to  have  a 3hare  in  it,  however  small.  Contributions 
(tax -deductible  of  course)  can  be  sent  to  me  in  Snowville, 

New  Hampshire,  or  to  Robert  Barnett,  Director,  American 
Foundation  for  the  Blind,  15  tfest  16  St.,  N.T.  11,  N.Y. 

Checks  should  be  made  payable  to  the  Polly  Thomson  ’und. 

Ethel  Clark  is  getting  in  touch  with  the 
clooe-by  neighbors  in  Westport  and  Evelyn  Seide  is  taking 
care  of  the  members  of  Helen* s household.  Can  you  think  of 
anyone  else  who  might  like  to  know  about  it?  I am  writing  to 
the  Brookses  and  to  a number  of  other  people,  but  you  *cnew 
friends  of  theirs  that  I never  met.  If  you  do  think  of  some 
one,  will  you  please  get  in  touch  with  them  or  send  me  their 
names  and  addresses. 

I don’t  know  if  you  are  in  Redding  or  Chile  or 
Europe,  but  wherever  It  may  be,  I send  all  good  wishes,  a3 
always , 


May  26,  10 SZ 


Dear  3ob, 


The  inclosed  check  for  the  Polly  Thomson  dund 
should  be  acknowledged  to 

Mrs.  Virginia  X.  Kingsley 

Ohestertown 

Maryland 

1 hope  you  had  a ploanant  trip  abroad  and  are  now 
entering  upon  a pleasant  summer. 

Sincerely, 


Mr.  Robert  Barnett 

American  foundation  for  the  Blind 

15  Wbst  16  St. 

New  York  11 
N.Y. 


May  26,  1963 


Dearest  Elsa, 


That  was  a fine  big  check  that  Mr a*  Kingsley 
sent*  The  lovely  thing  about  It  all  Is  that  people  want  to 
send  rone thing.  I am  forwarding  It  tomorrow  morning  when 
we  go  down  the  hill. 

We  stopped  on  the  way  up  to  see  Helen  for  a 
few  minutes,  .'or  the  first  time  she  seemed  like  an  old, 
old  woman,  moving  about  with  difficulty,  her  mind 
flickering,  and  yet  she  seemed  to  know  us  and  to  be  very 
glad  to  see  us.  What  makes  it  bearable  Is  that  she  13 
surrounded  by  love  and  Is  herself  content. 

Our  weather  has  for  the  most  part  been 
beautiful  (so  In  contrast  with  last  year),  but  we  are  In  the 
middle  of  the  black-fly  season  and  I think  perhaps  you  know 
something  about  that  from  your  experience  In  the  Adirondacks. 

Please  stay  well  and  let  us  hear  from  you 
from  time  to  time. 


With  our  love. 


June  4,  1963 


Dear  Isabel, 

It  was  good  to  hear  from  you.  You  were 
quite  right  that  we  were  already  In  Snowville  where 
since  the  first  of  May  we  have  been  dealing  with  country 
problems  like  red  squirrels  In  the  house,  woodchucks 
In  the  garden,  and  clouds  of  horrid  little  biting 
insects— black  files  we  call  them— every v:he re . Every- 
thing is  under  control  at  the  moment  except  the  black 
flies  and  they  are  due  to  disappear  in  a few  days. 

In  compensation  the  weather  has  been  beautiful,  the 
air  Is  fragrant  with  lilacs  and  heliotrope,  the  birds 
are  singing  and  whistling,  and  life  i3  good. 

We  stopped  to  see  Helen  for  a few  minutes 
on  our  way  up.  I felt  that  she  had  lost  a great  deal. 
She  called  us  by  name,  but  there  was  no  real  communi- 
cation and  for  the  first  time  she  seemed  to  be  an  old, 
old  woman.  Winnie  Corbally  says  she  ha3  moments  of 
clarity,  but  she  is  drifting  away,  still  serene  and 
without  pain.  Everything  that  might  be  disturbing 
13  kept  from  her.  As,  for  instance,  the  death  of  her 
old,  old  friend  Conrad  Berens,  the  opthalmologlst  who 
had  taken  care  of  Teacher’s  eyes  and  Helen's  and  Polly's 
witha  utter  devotion  and  without  charge.  He  had  had 
an  operation  for  cancer  of  the  bowels,  was  facing 
another  and  one  morning  after  breakfast  he  shot 

himself,  blowing  off  most  of  hfts  head.  It  seemed  a 
terribly  cruel  thing  to  do,  since  his  wife  as  the  only 
one  in  the  house  with  him  and  this  is  what  she  had  to 
face.  Also  her  friend  Van  Wyck  Brooks,  the  dis- 
tinguished critic,  died  recently  but  quietly  of  cander 
at  the  age  of  73.  And  I don't  know  if  you  knew  that 
Katharine  Cornell's  husband  Guthrie  McClintic  died 
about  a year  ago.  There  have  been  other  casualties, 
which,  of  course  is  natural,  considering  Helen's  age 
and  the  age  of  most  of  her  friends. 

Since  Guthrie's  death  Nancy  has  made 
her  home  with  Katharine  Cornell.  She  finished  her 
house  and  ha-  .lust  added  a swimming  pool.  She  and 
Kit  stay  in  thin  house  part  of  the  time,  but  mostly 
it  Is  rented — last  summer  to  Mary  Martin  and  her 
husband,  this  summer  to  Dory  Schary  (I  hope  I have 
spelled  the  name  right),  the  producer  who  did  the 
play  about  President  Roosevelt.  I talked  with  Nancy 


last  evening  and  she  asked  me  to  to  tell  you  that 
you  would  be  surprised  to  know  how  often  she  thinks 
of  that  fresh  lovely  Scottish  face  of  yours  and  to 
send  you  hor  love.  Nancy  ha3  a special  gift  for 
friendship— I have  been  lucky  enough  to  know  this 
first  hand  for  just  about  a quarter  of  a century. 

My  dear  colored  maid  who  has  been  with  me 
since  1925  In  not  well  and  will  not  be  with  us  this 
summer.  This  means  that  I do  the  cooking  and  most 
of  the  housework,  though  a nice  young  woman  comes  to 
help  with  the  cleaning.  What  I object  to  about  the 
housework  and  cooking  is  its  relentlessness— as  soon 
as  it  is  done,  it  is  time  to  do  it  again.  Yet  I 
really  have  nothing  to  complain  of — it  is  a small 
task  to  cook  for  the  two  of  us  and  our  guests  pitch 
in  and  help  when  they  come.  Ann  will  be  here  within 
a few  weeks. 

I know  you  are  looking  forward  to  October  and 
Effie.  I wish  something  would  bring  both  of  you  to 
the  States. 

And  now  I must  pick  up  some  of  the  aforesaid 
housework. 


With  ray  love. 


JUiV3  ">.  1963 


Dear  Bob, 


Separate  acknowledgements  a re  required.  *!rs. 
Virginia  Ilng^loy  la  the  widow  o*  Mahon  ting-?  ley's  brother 
Charles. 


fe  are  here  for  the  ouraraer  and  do  not  expect  to 
return  to  Carden  City  until  November. 

How  is  the  tooth  progressing? 

All  good  wishes. 

Sincerely, 


Mr.  Robert  Barnett 

American  Foundation  for  the  Blind 

15  West  16  St. 

New  York  11 
N.Y. 


August  5*  1963 


Dearest  Helen, 


This  has  been  our  year  for  animals!  When  '!r. 
urll  opened  up  the  house  before  we  cane  he  found  that  a 
pair  of  red  squirrels  had  gnawed  their  way  In  and  had  built 
their  noot  in  one  of  the  mattresses  in  the  guest  rooi.  In 
doing  so  they  had  spoiled  two  new  blankets  and  two  new  blanket 
sheets,  and  had  dug  a deep  hole  into  the  natxe  '.lattress.  Five 
babies  ware  In  the  nest  and  he  took  cars  of  then.  So  that  was 
that  until  the  bill  cane  In  for  repairs  and  replacement. 

0 hadn't  been  able  to  do  anything  about  the 
parent  squirrels  and  after  we  case  we  could  hear  then  and 
:iany  others  gnawing  and  skittering  around  betweon  the  celling 
and  the  roof.  They  had  a way  of  getting  In  and  out  through  a 
hole  in  the  basement  (which  we  couldn't  find  for  a long  tine) 
and  the  biggest  noise  they  node  was  when  they  dropped  down  on 
the  tig  pipes  froi  the  furnace.  light  and  day  they  were 
busy  an 3 we  got  very  little  rest.  To  lake  a long  story  short 
there  were  13  of  then  and  it  took  55  desperate  days  to  get 
rid  of  then. 


‘eantl le  we  were  having  other  troubles.  Keith 

planted  the  garden  very  early,  poae  first.  When  they  got 
about  two  inchoo  high  aeadow  mice  on  ie  in  and  ato  the  1 to 
the  ground.  ,fo  planted  again  and  a again  and  after  the 
meadow  mice  had  boon  taken  oare  of  tLo  woodchucks  moved  in. 

The  garden  has  boon  e flop.  We  final.ly  got  a snail  ness  of 
peas,  .a  small  Tiers  of  beet  greens,  and  wo  shall  have  turnips, 
potatoes,  and  carrots — no  lettuce,  r.o  chard,  no  string  beans, 
none  of  the  succulent  vegetables  that  the  animals  like  as  much 
as  wo  do.  We  are  truly  living  in  the  wilderness.  We've  seen 
deer  twice,  but  thus  far  they  have  not  disturbed  our  gardens. 

We  still  love  animals.  The  chipmunks  nibble  the 
dale! 03  and  Johnny- Jump-ups  and  other  flowers,  but  they  come  to 
our  feet  to  beg  and  we  can't  help  feeding  them.  And  the  old 
mother  coon  still  brings  her  babies— two  this  year— and  we  can't 
help  feeding  them  tsax  either.  Oh,  but  X wish  you  were  here 
when  they  cone— their  little  sashed  faces,  their  delicate, 
sensitive  feet,  their  trust  in  us.  but  the  rascals  go  after 
our  trout  in  the  pool.  Sven  on  Foss  't.  we  oan't  havo 
every  tiling,  but  wo  do  have  suoh  a lot  and  we  want  you  here  to 
share  it  with  us. 


Love  from  Keith  and  Inn  and  me,  especially  me. 


Fella 


August  15,  1963 


Dearest  Helen, 

Last  week  about  ten  Tiles  from  here  a man  was 
picking  cucumbers  In  his  garden  when  he  heard  a deep  growl 
and  at  the  same  time  his  little  hound  dog  began  to  bark.  He 
looked  up  Just  in  time  to  see  a big  black  bear  slap  the  dog, 
fortunately  not  hard  enough  to  injure  him  seriously.  Having 
done  this,  the  b^ar  ambled  off  across  the  field  and  into  the 
woods.  He  came  back  that  night  and  ate  off  all  the  squash 
blossoms  and  hasn’t  been  oeen  since.  I am  always  uneasy  when 
we  meet  a bear  in  the  wild,  but  they  are  not  considered  really 
dangerous  unless  you  get  them  cornered.  The  trouble  there  is 
that  you  have  no  way  of  knowing  when  a bear  will  consider  himself 
cornered. 

Our  great  danger  here  is  forest  fire  and  we  try 
always  to  be  ready  for  it.  Pire  wardens  watch  night  and  day  from 
the  highest  hill  tops  and  a fire  never  bums  long  before  it  is 
discovered.  The  problem  then  is  water  and  we  like  to  keep  as 
muoh  of  the  precious  stuff  on  hand  as  we  can.  Last  week  we 
had  the  soil  cvmr  conservation  head  oome  in  with  a great  piece 
of  machinery  to  dig  out  a pond  on  our  hillside  to  oatoh  the 
overflow  from  a spring.  It  will  hold  nearly  100,000  gallons 
of  water  and  we  have  a bright  red  hydrant  near  it  so  that  in 
oase  of  fire  a pump  can  be  attaohed  and  the  water  will  be  in- 
etantly  ready  for  uee  in  ease  of  emergenoy.  The  pond  is 
surrounded  by  trees  and  next  spring  we  Intend  to  plant  for- 


get-me-nots  and  other  flowers  around  It  to  aake  it  beautiful. 
And  we  are  going  to  a took  it  with  fi  ah— trout  to  live  where  it 
is  deep  and  cold  and  perch  to  live  near  the  surface  where  it 
is  warner.  We  want  you  to  cone  to  see  it  and  help  us  eat  the 
fish. 

This  is  going  to  be  a very  busy  week  and  I nust  get 
to  work.  I'll  tell  you  about  it  later. 

Love  fron  Ann  and  Keith  and  nef  and,  as 
always,  especially  rae,  *lella 


A.u  . 19,  19  "3 


Dearest  'olen, 

Yesterday  va  had  a solid  vail  of  ooaoany  froi 
half  pa3t  ono  o’clock  until  six  o'clock,  '"hey  omc  In  batches 
instead  of  all  at  ones,  but  they  overlapped  so  t lat  wa  never 
had  tine  to  catch  our  breath  between  arrivals.  They  were  all 
people  wo  like  and  wanted  to  see,  but  I can  tell  on  that  we 
woro  pretty  well  trashed  up  before  they  had  all  pone . 3 till, 

it  is  refronhi  1 ' to  see  interesting  people  (an  t .ese  trere)  and 
we  vero  up  bright  and  early  thi3  'lorning  and  Keith  and  inn  are 
about  to  leave  to  oatch  fish  for  our  lunch.  They’d  better  do 
it  bocau30  vre  haven’t  luch  left  to  oat  In  the  house. 

This  trill  be  inn’s  last  chance.  She  sets  out 
for  Georgia  early  tonorrow  nornlng.  Tier  departure  "scans  that 
;oot  of  the  su  t or  has  -ono  and  you’d  think  it  ras  all  rone 
if  you  looked  at  the  th  emote  ter.  It  Is  in  the  forties  and  we 
shiver  if  we  ar*  not  wrapped  up  when  we  go  outside. 

Our  coo  is  have  deserted  un.  'le  saw  a fox  on 

the  road  last  time  we  went  down  the  hill  and  we  think  he  :ay 

be  the  reason  *rhy  the  ooonn  are  taking  the  loelves  3oaroo.  i 

hawk  caught  one  of  our  chi onunks , but  half  a dozon  or  no  nr# 

left,  ind  a friond  of  oum  saw  an  en^le  oatoh  a red  squirrel 

a short  tin#  ago.  TSaglea  are  not  eon  ion  here,  it  in  always 

exoitlng  to  see  ono.  It  is  renarkable  how  exoitlns  life 

oan  b#  book  he’-o  in  th#  wilderness  and  oh,  how  wo  wish  you 

wor#  hore  to  ahare  it  with  ue.  Our  love  always  and  always, 

Nella  A Keith 


Aucudt  30,  1963 


Dear  Virginia, 

Um,e.tSVen  It 

r^swHIrS  a T-g-gstf  a SiU& 

w>c  io  to  start  LSftil  .*•  thlnte  . 

been  written,  and  aS  foro-ilv  J^£S*va8  if  no  lQtter  had  ovor 
pry  lor-  Hat  m.  SwhS'  5,,?^??^-  Ao  I ro^berf* 
to  r.r other  publisher.  U°t  TrrltG  ao  ^ou  would  write 

that  sometimes  we  pet  exhausted'7  °wfy ' bUt  -iaPPlly  busy,  excoot 
people  oo  >e  to  askq^X  ot ‘ Pleased  whe£P 
they  oome  too  thick  and  fast.  The1S?fti!?forn4tl?n»  but  3ome times 
be  as  exciting  ao  it  was  in  the  ^S  Project  continues  to 
progress . n u lc  ’^Sinning  and  we  seem  to  be  making 

hope  to  see  you  ve^^oon^ftor  oSr  JetuLl*1  ovonbor  and  1 

affectionately  always. 


Sent.  16,  1963 


Dearest  Jelen, 

’hl3  norning  we  waked  e^rly  and  found  that  we 
were  without  11  hts  and  without  heat— our  furnace  turns  on  as 
/ears  doe3  by  electricity.  There  has  been  no  tiunderstc 
to  knock  out  the  wi'-es,  no  wind  to  bring  down  treo3  across 
than,  and  the^e  had  been  no  break-down  in  the  nachinery  at  tne 
ubllc  Service  station.  This  Teant  that  the  service  sen  had 
to  set  out  in  a big  truck  with  all  sorts  of  apparatus  and  exanine 
t e wire 3 for  about  el  ;ht  "ile9.  It  was  after  they  had  Tone 
about  six  and  a half  niles  that  they  found  the  trouble.  A 
flying  squirrel,  a very  snail,  lovely  ani-nal  that  noves  about 
only  at  ni  pnt  had  struck  the  wire  in  such  a way  as  to  electrocute 
hlnself  and  to  nut  out  the  lights  in  a co'munity  of  five  or 
six  louses.  A ~ed  squirrel  did  the  sane  thing  for  uo  earlier  in 
the  season,  but  this  is  the  first  tine  we  nave  ever  known  a 
flying  squirrel  to  do  it.  ,jfe  don’t  nind  losing  the  red  squirrels  — 
tney  are  so  de3 tructlve,  but  we  hate  to  have  anything  nappen  to  the 
flying  squirrels.  ey  are  r-o  10ft  and  dainty  and  W%  xave  never 
found  the  arnful.  They  don’t  rerlly  fly— they  don’t  have  ’-in~s, 
but  they  have  a fold  of  akin  ou  el tner  side,  connxeoting  the 
f~ont  feet  with  the  back  feet.  flnen  they  spread  their  feet,  these 
folds  snread  out  like  a sail,  tsey  plunge  into  the  air  and  can 
glide  along  for  60  to  100  feet.  The  trouble  with  the  one  this 
ie  toat  he  glided  into  the  wron  landin 


We  have  another  pro hie i that  say  turn  out  to  be  serious. 
Because  of  the  lack  of  rain  all  sumer  the  water  table  is  low 
throughout  this  section.  One  of  our  springs  has  gone  dry  and 
we  are  beginning  to  lake  use  of  the  other  one  this  norning. 

We  have  5000  gallons  of  water  in  trie  reservoir  and  unless  we 
get  rain,  this  is  all  we  shall  have  until  another  season.  When 
it  is  gone  we'll  simply  have  to  close  up  here  and  go  back  to 
Garden  City.  We  watch  the  sky  honwfully,  but  there  is  as  yet 
no  sign  of  a great  downpour  which  Trill  refill  trie  springs. 

The  schoolhouse  well  ha3  gone  dry  and  they  Trill  have  to  haul 
water — lots  of  it — to  keep  going.  I hope  your  well  is 

bri  .sing  full. 

Keith  who  is  typing  away  on  the  other  side  of  the 
room  send3  his  love  Trith  mine,  always  and  always,  fella 


Sept.  22,  1963 


Dearest  Helen, 

A very  3 vest  thins  has  happened  and  I must  tell 
you  about  It.  For  the  last  two  summers  we  have  had  two  very 
nice  boys  working  for  us— Jimmy  Higgins  and  Roger  ’ean.  They 
are  In  the  same  class  at  High  School  and  last  week  the  teacher 
asked  the  members  of  the  olass  to  write  an  essay  about  the  most 
remarkable  person  they  had  ever  met.  It  was  not  until  the 
following  day  that  Jimmy  and  Roger  learned  that  they  had  both 
chosen  the  same  person.  And  gue33  who  that  person  was!  Keith!!!! 
I think  this  was  a very  touching  tribute.  Jimmy  wrote  about  what 
Keith  has  been  doing  on  the  town  papers  and  Roger  wrote  about  his 
short-wave  radio  apparatus  with  which  he  talks  to  people  all  over 
the  world  in  the  dot-and-dash  code.  I'd  give  a lot  if  we  could 
see  the  essays,  but  of  course  that  will  not  be  possible.  The 
boys  of  oourse  haven't  said  a word.  Jimmy's  mother  told  us  about 


grade  and  Tartha  has  a way  of  putting  her  finger  on  the  important 
point  whenever  any  discussion  comes  up.  Down  by  the  lake  workmen 
are  clearing  off  the  roadside  for  some  distance  back  from  the 
water  30  as  to  make  room  for  iore  parking  3?ace  and  bathhouses 
for  the  people  ta  who  come  to  swim.  nlg  trees  are  coming  down  and 
all  the  underbrush  is  being  cleared  away.  The  underbrush  was  the 
important  part  to  Tartha.  "We  won't  have  anywhere  to  peel"  3he 
cried. 


Well,  I think  this  i3  enough  out  of  me  for  today, 
except  as  always  to  aend  love  and  love  and  love,  Wella 


October  1,  1963 


Dearest  lelen, 

Last  night  a weird  and  wonderful  sound  cane 
floating  down  the  hill*  Alex  'cKenzle  playing  HUE  BLL3  OP 
SCOTLAND  on  his  bagpipes  as  he  walked  down  the  road l It  seemed 
so  exactly  ri~ht  In  these  New  anpshlre  highlands,  I almost 
wished  that  Keith  could  do  the  3r.ie  kind  of  serenade.  Alex 
Is  of  course  one  of  the  McKenzie  clan  and  the  trappings  of  his 
bagpipe  are  In  tho  loKenzie  tartan. 

Alex  and  Marble  (his  wife)  took  us  in  their  Jeep 

a few  days  ago  up  one  of  the  old  abandoned  roads.  After  we  had 

gone  as  far  as  we  could  in  the  Jeep  we  got  out  and  miked  for 

another  mile  or  two.  We  saw  a covey  of  grouse  and  we  saw  moose 
tracks 

trakcra — a mother  and  her  calf,  lihrerything  wa3  very  quiet  and 
beautiful,  no  sound  but  the  chirping  of  little  birds,  flocking 
up  for  the  long  Journey  to  warmer  weather  In  the  south. 

A v3.11nin  ha3  entered  our  animal  community  here 
at  the  house.  A weasel,  a bloodthirsty  little  beast  that  kills 
for  the  fun  of  the  thing.  Chipmunks  are  amonr*  his  viotims  and 
we  know  that  he  has  ^ot  at  least  one  of  ours.  We  haven't  thought 
of  a way  to  get  rid  of  the  weasel,  he  rarely  shows  himself  in  the 
open  and  we  can't  put  out  poison  because  the  little  creatures  we 
love  so  muoh  might  get  it. 

Our  coons  are  so  fat  they  are  beginning  to  waddle. 
They'll  need  all  thio  when  they  begin  to  hibernate  a month  or 
six  weeks  from  now. 


Keith  i3  calling  me  to  cone  on— we  iust  go  down  the 
hill  to  get  supplies.  If  we  didn't  have  to  eat,  I don't 
think  we'd  ever  leave  the  place.  It  is  at  Its  very  best 
now,  and  oh,  how  ire  wish  you  were  here! 

Love,  love,  love,  Nella  and  Keith 


Oot.  7,  1963 


Dear  're.  3 perry: 


In  response  to  your  letter.  It  gives  me 
pleasure  to  be  able  to  tell  you  ttiat  Helen  Keller  le  3till 
alive,  eighty-three  years  old,  and  living  quietly  and 
happily  at  her  hone  In  onnectlcut.  She  has  another  devoted 
companion  In  place  of  Mlee  T)  oison  and  does  not  In  any  degree 
feel  out  off  from  the  world. 

3he  finished  the  book  about  'iss  Sullivan 
In  1955.  It  was  published  by  Doubleday  A Company  under  the 
title  "Teacher,  inne  3ulllvan  *ooy"  and  had  very  fine 
e views . 


’ ank  you  for  writing. 

31noeroly, 


*ra.  Keith  ’’enney 


^re.  Jay  V.  3 perry 
453^  Alta  Lane 
La  -eea 
Oalifomia 


Oct.  7,  1963 


Dear  tics  Burton: 


I aa  returning  irs.  Sperry's  letter  with 
a carbon  of  iy  reply.  Telen  has  had  aore  than  her  share 
of  letters  fron  such  poor  nuts.  They  are  not  easy  to 
answer  and  I hope  this  one  does  not  write  again. 

never  apologise  for  "bothering"  le.  It  i3  no 
bother — I a a happy  to  be  called  upon  for  whatever  service  I 
can  give. 


Sincerely  your3, 

hrs.  Keith  Henney 


Miss  Nao  li  Burton 
Doubleday  *c  Co. 
575  had! 3 on  Ave. 
New  York  22 

N.Y. 


Oct.  3,  1963 


Dearest  Helen, 

Two  days  ago  in  the  late  afternoon  another 
wild  and  wonderful  sound  went  over  the  hills,  a great  flock 
of  Canada  geese  flying  south  for  the  winter.  They  go  in  a 
V formation,  a single  goose  in  the  lead,  the  others  trailing 
out  behind  in  two  lines  that  make  the  rest  of  the  V.  They 
never  stop  honking  (this  is  the  way  they  keep  together)  and 
if  they  were  really  close  at  hand  you'd  have  to  stop  your 
ears.  A goose  makes  about  a3  much  noise  as  a donkey  braying. 

Take  sixty  or  seventy  together  (there  were  about  thl3  "'.any  in 
the  flock)  they  nake  a terrific  racket.  It  fill3  the  sky. 

It  i3  not  musical,  but  it  is  perfectly  marvellous.  Put  an 
exclamation  point  after  this. 

Our  other  big  excitement  was  a gray  fox  which 
came  to  the  back  door  and  began  eating  bread  that  we  had  thrown 
out  for  the  birds  and  the  coons.  It  came  twice,  seemed  fearless, 
and  we  were  able  to  watch  it  from  the  window  for  about  half  an 
hour.  Keith  hopes  he  got  pictures  of  it.  It  is  more  beautiful 
than  the  red  fox — a lovely,  graceful  animal. 

The  leaves  are  beginning  to  fall,  w'  ioh  means 
that  the  autumn  glory  i3  nearly  gone.  The  geese  told  us  that 
the  lakes  in  the  far  north  are  frozen  over,  and  this  means 
that  winter  is  on  the  way.  We'll  have  to  begin  our  own  flight 
southward  before  long.  I wish  we  oould  do  it  with  wings  instead 
of  by  automobile.  We  think  of  you  30  nuoh  and  send  love, 

love,  love,  Nella 


Oct.  14,  1963 


Dearest  Ielen, 

Yesterday  norning  when  we  took  a walk  up  our 
hill  we  saw  noose  and  deer  tracks,  fox  and  coon  tracks,  no 
bear  tracks,  but  our  newspaper  has  warned  us  that  the  bears 
are  coning  down  from  the  mountains  for  food  and  are  dangerous 
when  they  are  hungry.  Animals  have  their  bad  years,  Just  as 
people  do,  and  this  Is  going  to  be  a bad  winter  for  the  animals 
in  this  area.  There  are  no  butternuts,  no  beechnuts,  no  acorns, 
no  pine  ia3t.  These  are  the  staples  that  the  animals  get  fat 
on  before  cold  weather.  Now  bears,  noose,  partridges,  coons, 
and  deer  are  feeding  on  wild  apples,  raiding  domestic  orchards 
and  gardens.  A few  shrivelled  berries  are  left  and  that  is 
about  all.  The  deer  can  browse  on  spruce,  it  makes  then  taste 
like  spruce,  but  at  least  it  keeps  then  alive. 

Our  coons  are  in  fine  shape  and  they  will 
hibernate  before  long.  I wish  you  could  see  then.  They  clinb 
an  apple  tree  by  the  little  pool  back  of  the  house  and  eat  apples 
until  tney  hear  the  click  of  the  door,  then  they  scramble  down 
as  fast  as  ever  they  can  and  tumble  over  one  another  to  get  at 
whatever  we  have  ready  for  then.  They  haven’t  the  slightest 
speck  of  dignity  and  they  are  perfectly  adorable.  I hope  they 
find  a good  safe  hollow  in  a big  tree.  The  two  snail  ones  are 
due  to  nate  in  the  spring,  and  if  they  all  bring  their  children 
to  us  we'll  have  to  borrow  money  to  buy  bread  for  them. 


Keith  1 3 making  a speech  before  tie  Conway 


Historical  Society  on  Thursday  and  on  Oct.  26  he  is  to  take 
part  in  a New  Hampshire  3ho ~t-wave  radio  network  in  which 
everyone  tries  to  comunlcate  with  every  county  in  the  state. 
After  that  we'll  probably  begin  to  pack  up  for  Garden  City. 

'santime  our  love  is  with  you,  always  and 

always,  Nella 


Oct.  14,  1963 


Dear  Lenore, 


I have  been  thinking  about  you  all  srner,  hoping 
it  has  been  a good  season  for  you  and  Sidney  and  the  rest  of  the 
fa  illy.  We  have  not  bean  without  anxieties,  chi9f  of  which  was 
the  very  serious  operation  ay  brother  Robe  t had  in  Phoenix, 
Arizona,  about  a month  ago.  He  3ee  s to  be  recovering  nicely, 
is  out  of  the  hospital  and  back  at  work,  though  not  yet  for 
full  tins.  Our  immediate  concern  is  the  drought.  When  friends 
meet  in  Snowvllle  they  do  not  ask  How  are  you,  but  How  is  your 
water.  The  well  at  the  school  ran  dry  and  school  had  to  he 
dis  d3sed  for  a few  days  while  a well-digger  cane  in  to  bore 
deeper.  !any  peoole  are  having  to  carry  vrater  f ro  1 one  spring 
or  another.  We  are  all  right  for  several  weeks  yet,  but  are 
Intensely  conscious  of  the  danger  of  forest  fires. 

change  has  taken  p lace  in  Helen’s  household  set-up. 
Evelyn  Seide  ha3  been  retired — H elan’s  correspondence  has 
dwindled  to  such  an  extent  that  she  did  not  have  a great  deal  to 
do,  nothing  that  cannot  be  handled  by  the  regular  staff  at  the 
A.P~'  and  by  the  nurse  Trs.  Corbally  who  has  been  placed  in  full 
charge  of  the  household.  Ira.  Corbally  has  great  dignity,  which 
has  been  in  short  supply  at  Aroan  Ridge  for  30  ie  tl ne  and  if  she 
can  hold  the  3taff  together,  I think  all  will  be  well.  If  she 
cannot  I think  Helen  should  be  placed  in  a nursing  hone,  still 
with  Mrs.  Corbally  in  attendance.  It  wouldn’t  make  any  difference 
to  elon.  All  this  i3  partly  an  economy  move,  but  nothing  has  been 
done  to  cut  down  on  the  personal  services  rendered  to  elen. 

Her  old  friend  and  nine,  Ly  ian  Beecher  Stowe,  died  in 
September.  elen  wa3  not  told,  3he  was  not  even  told  when  Conrad 
Borons  died,  she  is  not  told  anything  unpleasant,  which  I think 
is  probably  just  a3  well. 

Keith  is  giving  a talk  before  the  Conway  Historical 
Society  on  Thursday  and  after  that  we’ll  be  free  to  nove.  because 
of  the  water  situation  we  shall  probably  leave  here  a bit  soon 
than  usual. 


Heantlne  and  after  tbe  •eanti',o,  our  love  to  you. 


Oct.  22,  1963 


Dearest  Helen, 

Keith  has  been  appointed  deputy  fire  warden 
for  our  section  of  town.  He  has  full  power  to  make  arrests 
If  he  comes  upon  anyone  with  a gun  or  a gas -driven  power  saw 
or  anything  else  that  might  send  off  a spark.  Ng.  one  Is 
allowed  In  the  woods,  not  even  hikers.  Our  road  13  closed 
except  to  residents  and  others  who  have  legitimate  business. 

When  we  hear  a car  coming  up  the  hill  we  go  out  to  the  road  to 
stop  It  and  find  out  what  Its  reason  is  for  going  on  a forbidden 
highway— If  you  can  call  our  road  a highway.  The  ground  13 
covered  with  dry  leaves,  the  fields  with  dry  grass  and  asters 
and  goldenrod.  The  least  spark  might  set  off  a conflagration 
that  would  destroy  the  town. 

Meantime  we  continue  our  work  with  historic 
papers.  Yesterday  there  came  Into  our  hands  a farmer's  diary 
written  In  pencil  In  the  1880's.  Such  entries  as  "Sawed  wood 
all  day.  Got  a barrel  of  flour  $6.50."  ".Hauled  two  loads  of 
timber  on  snow  this  Is  the  first  Snow  Storm  for  6 weeks." 

That  wa3  In  April.  On  June  1,  1889 : "Planted  beans  Hauled  a 
load  of  shingle  timber."  On  June  12  two  entries:  "Got  Horses 

shod  the  Baby  was  bom."  Both  these  were  very  important  events. 

It  le  time  for  us  to  walk  up  the  hill  to  a high 
point  to  look  for  signs  of  smoke  somewhere  In  the  space  around 
us.  It  Is  a beautiful  day,  alas  I , we  wish  It  were  black  and 
stormy,  pouring  gallons  of  rain  upon  us.  Our  love,  always. 


Nella 


Oct.  23,  1963 


Dearest  l elen. 

Two  or  three  days  ago  when  I wa3  walking  up  the 
hill  alone  on  fire  patrol,  picking  up  hits  of  broken  glass  as 
I went,  I had  a thrilling  experience.  I looked  up  and  there  on 
the  branch  of  a tree  not  ten  feet  away  sat  a bird  I had  never 
seen  before  and  had  never  expected  to  3ee.  It  was  a Canada 
Jay,  a relative  of  our  on'dinary  blue  jay,  but  its  hone  lo 
usually  in  the  far,  far  north — la ska,  Northern  Canada,  Labrador. 
It  Is  not  too  unconon  In  the  northern  forests  of  laine,  but  it 
is  rare  as  far  south,  as  we  are  now.  A handsome  gray  bird  with 
a great  deal  of  white  on  its  head  and  white  spots  on  the  tips  of 
the  tall  feathers*  A.  mischievous  creature,  well  known  to  trappers 
and  woods  ten  who  call  it  Camp  Robber,  Whiskey  Jack,  and  oose 
Rird.  It  Is  not  afraid  of  people,  nor  of  the  sound  of  a gun, 
and  it  steals  almost  anything  that  it  can  carry  away,  including 
bit3  of  soap  and  chewing  to  bacco.  The  next  day  after  I saw  it 
and  the  next  day  after  that  it  flew  into  our  yard,  snatching 
peanuts,  bits  of  neat,  bird  seed,  etc.,  then  perched  in  an 
apple  tree,  oat  on  a limb  and  began  eating  a bright  red  apple. 

I think  the  food  shortage  in  trie  far  north  has  made  these  birds 
come  south.  Tell  Winnie  to  watch  out  for  then.  Who  knows?  They 
may  turn  up  at  Arcan  Ridge. 

In  a little  while  Keith  and  I are  going  to  town 
to  get  a haircut.  We  are  both  shaggy,  like  buffaloes. 

Love,  love,  love,  'Telia  & Keith 


Nov.  11,  1963 


Dearest  Helen, 

Life  Is  full  of  unexpected  things  and  they  are 
not  always  pleasant.  Keith  and  I reached  Garden  Olt.y  late 
Friday  afternoon  and  sank  Into  bed  very  early  In  the  evening, 
worn  out  from  our  long  drive  through  rain  and  traffic.  About 
midnight  I was  wakening  by  the  sound  of  nibbling,  a little  like 
a mouse,  but  not  quite.  It  seemed  to  be  In  the  room  and  I got 
up  and  turned  on  the  light,  waked  Keith,  lloked  around  and 
saw  nothing,  yet  the  nibbling  continued  and  still  seemed  to  be 
In  the  room.  I rolled  up  the  shade  by  my  bed,  a black  creature 
flew  Just  In  front  of  my  face  and  landed  spread-eagled  In  the 
middle  of  my  bed.  It  was  a bat  I I can’t  tell  you  how  black 
and  evil  It  loosed,  with  Its  leathery  wings,  its  furry  body,  its 
sharp,  white  teeth.  Keith  took  charge,  opened  the  window,  left 
the  light  on,  and  we  came  out  closing  the  door  behind  us.  After 
a little  while  we  went  back  and  the  bat  was  gone.  They  are 
creatures  of  darkness  and  It  had  flown  out  the  window  to  escape 
the  light.  Next  morning  we  found  the  chink  It  had  come  In 
through  and  plugged  It.  It  was  the  first  bat  we  had  ever  seen 
In  Garden  City  and  I hope  It  will  be  the  last.  I don’t  like 
bat3,  especially  when  they  are  In  bed— ray  bed. 

This  will  be  a busy  week— the  dentist,  the  doctor, 
the  halrdrersser,  the  electrician,  the  typewriter  repair  man,  not 
to  speak  of  a dozen  or  so  little  errando  around  the  village.  By 
next  Monday  we  hope  to  be  all  settled  In,  everything  fixed  up. 
Meantime,  an  alwayt  and  always,  our  love,  Nella  and  Keith 


Nov.  19,  1963 


Dearest  Helen, 

Almost  the  first  thing  I did  when  we  got  back 
to  Garden  City  was  to  put  out  grain,  suet,  and  peanut  butter 
for  the  birds.  The  peanut  butter,  which  Is  spread  over  one  of 
those  big  southern  pine  cones,  Is  a favorite  with  the  chickadees. 
Yesterday  morning  I heard  them  scolding  like  everything  and 
went  out  to  see  what  was  the  matter— I thought  maybe  a squirrel 
was  after  them.  To  my  surprise  I found  that  I was  what  was  the 
matter!  They  hed  eaten  all  the  peanut  butter  and  wanted  more. 

As  their  obedient  servant  I came  in  and  got  It  for  them. 

Last  night  I dreamed  that  7 plus  £b  4 equals  Q. 

When  I waked  up  I told  Keith  and  he  said  "That  vrae  cute.'*  Then 
1 said  Ouch  and  went  back  to  sleep.  It*s  your  turn  to  say  Ouch! 

Our  love  always.  He 11a  and  Keith 


Nov.  26,  1963 


Dearest  Helen, 

I think  ma/oe  you  know  about  Gavin  Maxwell 
who  lives  by  the  sea  In  Scotland  In  a small  house  where  his 
companions  are  hio  pet  otters.  Otters  are  among  the  most 
delightful  of  animals— I don't  know  if  you  have  ever  3een 
them  romping  and  playing,  sliding  lolloping  around.  These 
have  perfect  freedom  to  sm  frolic  on  land  or  sea,  and  moreover 
they  have  perfect  freedom  inside  Mr.  Maxwell's  house,  which 
must  be  ono  of  the  messiest  houses  in  the  world,  because  the 
otters  bring  in  their  own  dead  fish  and  eat  them  there.  Mr. 
.laxwell  has  c pedal  cabinets  that  they  can't  get  at  to  protect 
his  own  lood.  He  sleeps  in  a sleeping  bag  Instead  of  a be’  and 
one  of  the  otters  has  been  sleeping  with  him,  first  running  Its 
paws  over  Mr.  Maxwell's  face  while  it  makes  an  affectionate 
purring  sound,  then  snuggling  down  near  his  feet  for  a pulet 
night— at  least  what  Mr.  Maxwell  thought  was  going  to  be  a 
quiet  night.  Instead  he  discovered  tnnt  the  otter  was  playfully 
ripping  out  the  lining  an:  padding  in  the  sleeping  bag,  •eking 
no  noise,  but  ruining  the  sag  because  there  13  no  warmth  In  a 
bag  without  a lining.  I tnlnk  I need  not  add  that  Mr.  Ma>  veil  Is 
not  married,  rfhat  wl '•  woull  put  up  with  otters  in  the  house? 
Last  time  I saw  otters  at  play  vras  In  a pool  at  the  £ronx  Zoo, 
these  were  still  very  young,  almost  babies,  but  they  flung 
themselves  about  with  such  Joy  and  delight  that  they  gave  Joy  and 
delight  to  evoryono  who  saw  them.  They  were  glad  to  be  alive  and 
they  made  everyone  else  glad  to  be  alive.  It  Is  a wonderful 


feeling  as  well  you  know  and  I hope  you  are 
this  morning.  Our  love,  always  and  always. 


filled  with  it 
Nella  and  Keith 


Ill  Fifth  St.,  Garden  City,  N.H 
December  2,  1963 


Dear  Isabel, 


It  was  very  dear  of  you  to  write,  tfe 
have  needed  comfort  and  It  has  been  hard  to  come  by. 

The  horror  has  revealed  us  to  ourselves  in  all  our 
weakness  and  strength.  We  think  we  have  a good  man 
In  the  White  House.  Lyndon  Johnson  has  a reputation 
for  getting  things  done  and  we  hope  he  will  continue 
to  deserve  it.  Many  questions  remain  to  be 
answered,  but  we  have  pulled  ourselves  together  and 
the  answers  will  come  if  it  is  humanly  possible  to 
get  them.  The  great  dignity  of  the  services  was 
primarily  due  to  Mrs.  Kennedy  who  has  raised  her  own 
prestige  (which  was  already  high)  and  has  given  us 
all  a standard  to  live  by. 

Helen  has  not  been  told.  This,  better 
than  anything  else,  gives  you  an  idea  of  her  condition. 
She  will  read  of  it  sooner  or  later  in  one  of  her 
Braille  papers  and  may  be  upset  for  a little  while,  but 
not  for  long.  Mrs.  Corbally,  who  now  lives  in  the 
house  with  her,  is  prepared  for  the  occasion  and  will 
know  how  to  handle  it.  Evelyn  Seide  has  retired. 

She  had  wanted  to  and  now  that  the  volume  of  Helen's 
mail  has  become  so  much  less  the  Foundation  can 
take  care  of  it. 

Isn't  it  about  time  you  were  going  to 
meet  Effie?  I like  to  think  so. 

I can  give  a good  report  from  Kit  and 
Nancy  and  from  ray  family.  Ann  inherited  a big  house 
in  Augusta  this  summer  and  is  very  busy  managing  it 
while  she  carries  on  with  her  teaching.  Our  Navy 
brother  who  is  now  in  California  will  probably  Join 
her  for  the  holidays.  This  has  been  the  first  time 
for  many  years  that  we  have  not  been  able  to  look 
forward  to  having  her  with  us  for  Christmas.  It  is 
possible,  but  not  likely,  that  we  shall  go  down  to  be 
with  her. 


Please  give  my  warmest  greetings  to  all 
the  Thomsons,  especially  Margaret,  Effie,  and  David. 


Affectionately  always, 


Garden  City,  Dec.  3,  1963 


Dearest  Helen, 

More  than  a hundred  years  ago  we  had  a poet  In 
our  little  town  In  New  Hampshire.  He  was  an  uneducated  farmer 
and  not  a very  good  poet,  but  he  wrote  about  what  he  knew  and 
his  little  book  has  become  a collector's  Item.  It  13  about  an 
Inch  thick  and  Is  not  big  enough  to  cover  the  Inside  of  your 
hand,  but  a copy  In  good  condition  would  co3t  you  about  $50 
and  you  would  have  a hard  time  getting  it  because  the  people 
who  own  one  want  to  hold  on  to  It. 

One  of  his  pgems  is  about  that  noble  beast 
the  ox.  No  other  animal  was  so  useful  to  the  pioneers  in 
the  hill  towns.  Oxen  did  the  heavy  work  that  Is  now  done  by 
tractors— they  plowed  the  stubborn  soli,  they  moved  the 
rocks,  they  cleared  the  roads  In  winter,  they  hauled  great 
logs,  they  did  Just  about  everything,  and  in  death  they  were 
as  useful  a3  they  had  been  in  life. 

They  furnished  meat  for  the  table— soup,  stew, 
liver,  tripe,  everything  that  could  be  eaten  was  eaten.  The 
tongue,  our  poet  says.  It  makes  a most  delicious  pie.  Also 
Ills  tallow  serves  to  make  U3  light  (it  wa3  the  women  who 
made  the  candles).  His  horns  we  use  to  make  us  combs;  Oil 
is  extracted  from  his  bones.  His  hair  ms  mixed  with  lime 
to  make  plaster.  Hi3  hide  is  always  good  for  shoes;  his  gall 
is  used  for  sprain,  'Twill  help  the  crippled  man  to  go.  The 
foot,  that  wore  the  iron  shoe.  Affords  a Juice  that's  good 
for  glue,  (and  some  of  the  most  beautiful  pieces  of  early 
New  England  furniture  are  still  held  together  by  this  kind  of 


glue.  There  are  16  verses  In  the  poem,  all  in  tribute  to 
the  ox. 

i’or  ordinary  farm  work  oxen  went  In  pairs,  known  as 
a yoke  of  oxen.  For  many  years  there  has  not  been  a yoke  In 
Eaton.  One  Interesting  thing  that  we  have  learned  about  them 
Is  that,  though  two  together  have  only  8 feet,  they  have  to 
have  16  shoes.  The  hoofs  are  divided  (not  all  In  one  piece 
like  the  horse's)  and  each  side  of  the  foot  has  to  have  a 
separate  shoe.  Moreover  an  ox  fall3  down  If  he  lifts  his 
foot  and  for  this  reason  a he  has  to  be  hoisted  up  In  a 
heavy  sling  with  his  feet  dangling  free  while  he  Is  shod. 

What  a Job!  And  a careful  farmer  did  it  often  (a  neighbor 
helping,  of  course)  because  the  shoes  soon  v?ore  out  in  that 
rocky,  rocky  area. 

Well,  I've  probably  told  you  more  than  you  want  to 
know  about  oxen,  so  I'll  3top.  With  love,  love,  love,  Nella 


P.S.  I forgot  to  mention  the  poet's  name.  He 
wa3  Thomas  Randall  and  his  book  came  out  In  1833. 


Dec.  11,  1963 


Dearest  Helen, 

In  connection  with  our  research  In  New  Hampshire 
we  have  come  upon  some  very  odd  stories.  ?or  Instance.  In 
the  early  days  those  Puritan  ministers  In  Massachusetts 
believed  that  If  a baby  was  bom  on  Sunday  It  meant  that  It 
had  been  conceived  on  Sunday  and  therefore  had  been  conceived 
In  sin  and  was  therefore  condemned  to  spend  all  eternity  In  h&ii 
hell.  The  ministers  would  not  even  baptize  such  a child,  this 
made  the  parents  very  unhappy,  but  there  was  nothing  they  could 
do  about  It  until--.  On  a fine  Sunday  morning  the  wife  of  a 
minister  near  Boston,  an  educated  man,  a Harvard  graduate, 
gave  birth  to  a baby  girl.  The  whole  town  laughed  and  the  whole 
town  waited.  Do  you  think  the  minister  stood  by  his  guns  and 
damned  his  child  to  hell?  He  did  not.  He  asked  the  parents 
to  bring  in  their  children  whom  he  had  refused  to  baptize 
because  they  were  bom  on  Sunday  and  baptized  them  all  at  once. 

It  was  a close  call,  but  I hope  they  are  now  in  heaven,  every  one 
of  them. 

I have  been  writing  Christmas  cards,  a sad,  yet 
happy  time  as  I think  of  the  friends  who  are  no  longer  with 
us.  I miss  them  so  much,  but  thoughts  of  the  wonderful  times 
we  had  together  slip  In  and  bring  comfort.  I know  you  must 
feel  the  same  way. 


Our  love  always,  Nella  and  Keith 


Dec.  17,  1963 


Dearest  Helen, 

I wish  you  could  see  the  gou-aw.Cui  mess  I 
have  going  on  here.  Ic  is  driving  Bertha  and  Keith  nut3 
and  they  are  driving  me  nuts  with  their  unhelpful  advice 
and  suggestions.  I hau  better  explain. 

You  tcnow  I have  always  liked  to  follow  up 
with  ray  own  hands  some  of  the  techniques  which  our  grand- 
mothers ann  their  mothers  used,  like  weaving  and  making  soap 
out  of  lye  an1  kitchen  ’at  as  T did  during  the  war.  'I  ms 
so  proud  of  that  soap  that  X gave  most  of  it  away,  it  was 
cream-colored  and  £ scented  with  oil  o sassafras,  really  very 
nice,  though  I did  find  it  rather  odd  to  ask  a friend  if  she'd 
like  to  liave  e cake  of  soap.) 

Well,  this  is  different.  Several  times  during 
these  last  two  years  when  we  have  been  working  on  old  papers 
I have  run  across  references  to  col  for  stove  and  fireplace 
made  out  of  old  newspapers.  All  I would  rind  out  '.fas  that  they 
tore  the  papers  into  strips  or  crumpled  tnc  oheets  in  their 
hands,  wet  them  thoroughly,  then  pressed  out  all  the  water  and 
lot  them  dry.  I first  tried  in  ’Tow  lanpshiro,  stuffing  a 
little  woo  "’em  box  with  wads  of  wet  paper  and  putting  a couple 
of  bricks  on  top.  It  dried  so  slowly  ttiat  I took  the  bricks 
off,  noon  after  that  Keith  oame  along  and  decidod  to  help  out 
by  spreading  tho  wads  on  the  grass,  which  was  exactly  what  I 
didn't  want.  I wau  a ’ter  a solid  piece  of  wood  and  so,  after  a 


while  I put  the  wad 3 back  and  wet  them  down  again  and  put  the 
hrsikKxiaEkx  bricks  back  on  top.  We  left  then  in  the  bam  in 
New  Hampshire,  still  wet,  and  probably  frozen  to  ice  by  this 
tine. 

Day  before  yesterday  I started  again,  working  in  the 
kitchen,  instead  of  out  of  doors  as  I did  in  Hew  Hampshire. 

I crumpled  the  paper  and  soused  it  in  water — the  ink  print 
came  off  on  my  hands  until  they  were  black  inside  ano  cut. 

I used  plenty  cf  water  and  left  It  all  to  soak  overnight; 
then  squeezeu  it  out  (my  hands  as  black  as  they  were  the  day 
before)  an  packed  it  in  a small  wooden  box,  then  took  the 
bo::  over  to  the  sink  to  apply  pressure  to  get  as  much  water 
out  as  possible.  Keith  came  along  with  a heavy  piece  of 
wood  to  apply  more  pressure,  then  suggested  boring  holes  in 
the  box  so  that  the  water  would  have  a better  chance  to  come 
out — I will  not  go  on.  You  should  have  seen  the  color  of  the 
white  enamel  sink  when  we  get  through!  The  gray  mess  is  now 
in  the  box,  conspicuously  placed  in  front  of  the  fire  in  the 
living  room.  Bertha  ha.,  suggested  putting  over  the  hot-air 
outlet  on  the  kitchen  floor,  but  she  had  already  drooped  coffee 
grounds  and  cy  crumbs  on  it  (I  got  them  off).  I am  almost 
afraid  to  let  it  out  of  my  sight;  when  the  man  who  does  our 
heavy  cleaning  cones,  1*11  try  to  hide  it.  He  is  very  neat 
and  this  looks  so  muon  like  something  to  be  thrown  away  that 
I am  afraid  he’ll  put  it  in  the  rubbish  can  and  it  will  go  to 
the  town  incinerator  before  I can  stop  it.  I hope  it  will  be 
dry  enough  to  burn  on  Christmas  Day.  Why  do  I do  things  like  this? 


My  love,  your  idiotic  friend  Nella 


Doc.  T0,  1063 


Dearest  lelen, 

L ait  night  T iraa  reading  about  the  last  illness 
of  deorge  Washington  and  mo  horrified  at  "ome  of  the  things 
the  doctors  did  Cor  him  164  years  ago.  You  nay  remember  that 
in  December,  1799,  he  3et  out  in  the  corning  (it  was  on  the 
l?th)  o n horseback  to  look  over  hii  farmland  at  :ount  Vernon. 

It  i/an  a oold  day  and  soon  after  he  loft  the  house  it  began 
to  rain  and  hall  and  snow,  he  was  well  wrapped  up,  he  never 
paid  much  attention  to  the  weather,  and  he  stayed  out  about 
four  hours!  Ho  seemed  all  right  that  evening,  but  the  next 
morning  he  had  a sore  throat,  and  the  next  night  he  waited 
Mrs • v'ashlngton  to  tell  her  that  he  wa;  very  unwell,  his  first 
thought  was  that  he  should  be  bled;  an  overseer  was  sent  for 
to  do  this  and  a doctor  was  sent  for,  but  it  would  be  some 
time  before  he  could  get  there.  Meantime  they  made  a mixture 
of  molasses,  vinegar,  an'  butter  to  ease  his  throat,  but  he 
could  not  swallow  a drop  if  it.  Mrs . Washington  was  worried 
about  the  blee  lug,  but  Washington  hi ms e IX  insisted  upon  it. 

The  overseer  bled  hi  l,  then  the  doctors  bled  him  again,  applied 
blisters  to  his  feet  and  gave  him  calomel  (of  all  things!). 
Nothing  .1  ' any  good  an  the  only  sennlbl-  top  that  I could  see 
was  trie  application  o cataplasms  of  wheat  bran  to  hi3  feet  and 
legs.  Wlnnis  would  have  Known  at  onoe  what  a cataplasm  13,  but 
I had  to  look:  It  up— it  is  a poultice.  And  I hope  it  wa3 
soothing.  He  died  soon  after  ten  o'clock  the  next  morning, 
psrfsely  perfectly  reconciled.  The  time  had  come  and  he 


was  ready,  as  we  all  hope  to  be.  What  nice  people  he  and 
Martha  wore,  so  genuine,  so  thoughtful,  so  warm  and 
affectionate.  V/e  would  have  loved  being  with  them. 

And  a pea  Icing  of  love,  here  la  mine  and  nei'e  Is  Keith' 

Sella 


P.3.  That  little  hunt  of  wood  that  ve  made  by  wetting  down 
pages  of  the  IT.Y.  Times  was  a big  success — burned  slowly  with 
a pleasant  flame  and  gave  out  a surprising  amount  of  heat. 

We  mixed  up  another  mess  yesterday  and  have  it  drying  in 


the  kitchen 


Jan.  13,  1964 


Dearest  Helen, 

I'll  give  you  forty  thousand  guesses  a3  to  what 
bird  flew  into  our  yard  about  a week  ago  and  has  been  with  U3 
ever  since.  A MOCKINGBIRD,  no  less!  We  were  so  surprised  that 
we  spent  two  days  poring  over  our  bird  books  to  see  If  there  was 
not  something  else  It  could  be,  but  everything  checked:  the 

3lender,  elegant  gray  body,  the  long  tall  feathers  with  under- 
parts  and  outside  feathers  while,  the  two  white  wing  bars, 
the  slightly  curved  bill,  the  yellow  eye3.  We  'lnally  tatspg 
telephoned  the  head  of  a bird  sanctuary  farther  down  the 
Island  and  learned  to  our  delight  that  the  experts  who  make  a 
census  of  the  bird  population  here  on  the  Island  reported  22 
mockingbirds.  Within  recent  years  some  of  them  have  nested 
and  this  means  that  the  species  Is  establishing  Itself  here  In 
our  area.  Of  all  the  food  that  I put  out  he  likes  peanut 
butter  best,  and  so  do  many  other  birds.  I buy  It  In  3-lb. 

Jars  and  smear  it  on  with  a heavy  hand,  morning  and  night. 

This  morning  with  Bnow  coming  down  hard  I looked  out  first  at 
the  feeding  3tatlon— and  there  wa3  the  mockingbird  gorging 
himself  on  peanut  butter.  'When  he  had  enough  he  flew  into  a 
dense  cedar  tree  where  he  is  well  protected  from  the  wind  and 
the  snow.  You  may  have  one  at  Arcan  Ridge.  Tell  the  girls  to 
watch  out. 

The  storm  in  beautiful,  but  we  hope  It  stopB 
before  long.  Our  love  always,  mine  and  Keith's,  Nella 


Jan.  20,  1964 


Dearest  Helen, 

Speaking  of  birds,  act  we  were  last  week,  did 
you  ever  hear  of  the  turkey  driven  they  used  to  have?  In  the 
old  days  when  the  roads  were  terrible  and  modern  refrigeration 
wasr-natxinventeji  had  not  been  invented  the  farmers  oould  not 
kill  the  birds  at  home  and  take  them  to  market  because  they 
would  spoil  on  the  way.  Therefore  the  birds  had  to  be  driven 
to  market  on  foot.  It  was  very  much  like  the  big  cattle 
drives  when  great  herds  were  collected  in  Eaton  and  neighboring 
towns  and  driven  down  the  roads  to  the  old  un  slaughter  house 
at  Brighton  near  Boston.  'locks  of  geese  were  taken  to  market 
the  same  way  and  it  wan  no  easy  30b.  An  older  man  led  the  -i/ay 
in  a wagon  carrying  food  for  his  helpers  an.,  if  they  were 
driving  turkeys  or  geese,  shelled  com  for  the  birds.  The 
cattle  had  wliat  you  might  call  filling  stations,  that  Is, 
regular  stops  where  they  could  get  hay  or  grain.  The  helpers 
tried  to  keep  the  geese,  turkeys,  or  cattle  on  the  real,  but 
it  was  hard  work.  ron  Eaton  It  took  three  or  four  days  to  get 
to  Brighton  an.  a helper  would  normally  wear  out  two  pairs  of 
sneakers  on  the  way  there  and  back.  Still,  It  was  very 
profitable  an  the  trip  wa  a big  a venture;  the  men  enjoyed 
it.  Of  course  this  was  In  the  horse -and -buggy  days.  Automobiles 
male  the  drives  impossible  and  unnecessary,  but  oil  men  in  3aton 
still  remember  the  drives  and  what  fun  they  were.  And  I can 
rememoer  the  first  automobile  I ever  saw— It  belonged  to  a doctor 
In  ort  Myers,  lorlda.  But  I can't  remember  the  first  rise 
I ever  had  In  one.  Gan  you?  My  love  always,  Nella 


Jan.  29,  1964 


Dearest  Helen, 

You  hear  a lot  about  how  much  people  drink 
these  Jays,  but  take  a look  at  our  ancestors.  In  the  1030's, 
if  you  were  rich,  you  might  have  a mixture  o-  gin  and  Qola3ses 
Tor  breakfast  instead  0-  tea  or  coffee.  If  you  were  in  a 
no tel  you  would  find  oecantere  of  brandy  and  whisky  on  the 
table— you  could  help  yourself  and  there  was  no  extra  charge. 
If  you  went  to  a bar  you  could  get  a toddy  for  twelve  and  a 
half  cents,  and  if  you  were  going  to  give  an  elegant  party 
you  might  have  a great  bowl  of  Daniel  Webster  punch.  It  ’was 
made  of  Medford  rum,  orandy,  champagne,  arrack,  which  is 
another  strong  <rink  something  like  rum,  maraschino,  a cherry 
liqueur,  strong  green  tea,  lemon  ^ulce,  and  3ugar.  I don't 
know  what  proportions  were  used,  but  In  any  way  It  was  mixed 
I think  it  would  have  had  you  ani  me  and  Winnie  under  the 
table  In  about  three  minutes  flat.  I think  I'd  better  stop 
this  now  and  go  have  a light  drink— say  a.  good  strong  shot 
of  Bourbon  in  waxt  water.  -iercy  on  usl 


With  love,  love,  love,  ^elle 


cb.  3,  1964 


Dearest  Helen, 

Two  bright  male  car. Inals  are  whls tiling 
their  heais  o , one  on  one  side  o our  house,  one  on  the 
other  side.  They  seen  to  be  shouting  with  joy,  but  what 
they  are  actually  doing  is  staging  out  their  nesting 
territory  or  the  spring.  Jdach  one  Is  saying  to  the  other, 

"I  you  come  over  here.  I'll  Knock  your  block  o !h  They'll 
get  it  settled  a ter  a while,  but  one  will  have  to  move  a 
little  iarther  o . A cardinal  amily  needs  a big  area  over 
which  to  gather  worms  ana  insects  or  Its  babies. 

Saturday  we  ha i to  have  the  tree  men  come  and 
take  sown  a big  elm  which  had  died  o the  Dutch  elm  lisease. 
Dangerous  v?ork,  or  the  elm  becomes  ve ry  brittle  as  It  le 
and  i the  tree  nan  is  not  care  ul  the  limb  he  Is  on  may  break 
and  send  him  to  the  ground.  I one  wait  3 too  long  the  tree 
man,  Instead  o climbing  the  tree,  has  to  bring  in  a ireman' 
ladder— a great  complicate  ; apparatus  that  stands  by  itsel  . 
This  o course  makes  the  job  much  more  expensive  an  it  costs 
enough  to  iO  it  by  climbing  the  tree  an  taking  it  down  limb 
by  limb.  $200  it  set  us  back  an  i we  have  an  even  bigger  one 
to  come  down  be  ore  we  leave  or  New  Hampshire.  We  hate  to 
see  them  go.  An  80-year  old  tree  is  not  easy  to  give  up  am 
3oon,  unless  they  Ind  a way  to  stop  the  disease,  there  will 
be  no  elms  anywhere.  Alas  and  alas! 

Our  love  always  and  alway  s,  Nella 


Feb.  17,  1964 


Dearest  Helen, 

1 aflde  a discovery  this  winter.  You  know  how 
heavy  Fur  costa  are— you  had  one  once,  a black  one,  that 
weired  at  least  three  tons.  I carry  ro  irar.y  jeers  ercwml  on 
ijj  back  i.ov  that  I don’t  lihe  to  add  any  more  weight  than  I 
have  to— aakes  ny  shoulders  ache.  Veil,  early  laetyjoadtax 
l>£>i  lug  wher.  I van  shopping  in  TTrv  York  for  thir  prd  that  I 
sow  one  of  these-  coats  caue  out  of  vegetable  fibers.  It  looked 
like  fur,  it  was  very  light,  and  very  cheap.  I bought  it  end 
ay  discovery  is  that  it  is  very  weria— I va*  afraid  it  -sight  not 
be.  I have  a fur  coat,  two  of  the  things,  in  fact,  but  I have 
haruly  bad  them  on  all  winter,  So  I *a.  out  of  the  fur  business. 

<Zht  migrant  birds  are  coning  up  frewr.  the  South. 

V:e  have  a robin  and  s flicker  bad  pretty  soon  we’ll  have  to 
atop  putting  out  food  because  ve  >o  H be  here  to  keep  it  up  and. 
we  don’t  want  these  newcoaie-e  to  get  the  Idea  that  they’ll  be 
fed  ell  sumiatr. 

bertha  Una  been  ou-  with  a strep  throat,  but  she 
ie  back  now.  She  la  quite  .’eebie,  but  InaietQ  upon  coming  in 
vhen  she  can. 

Please  etay  veil,  please  stay  veil. 

Our  love  always, 


Nells  anu  Keith 


March  2,  1964 


Dearest  Helen, 

Yesterday  Keith  and  I had  dinner  at  the  new  Hilton  Hotel 
in  New  York.  It  was  the  first  time  that  either  of  us  had  ever  been 
inside  one  of  these  monstrous  hotels  made  of  glass  and  steel.  It  was 
quite  an  experience.  Crowds  of  people  cooing  and  going,  many  of  them 
speaking  in  foreign  languages,  German,  French,  Spanish,  or  what  hare  you. 
Deep  wall  to  wall  carpeting  in  the  lobbies  and  in  the  rooms,  every  room 
air  conditioned,  original  paintings  by  modem  artists  everywhere , and  more 
buttons  to  push  than  you  would  believe  possible.  Press  one  and  you  get  ice 
cubes,  press  another  you  turnon  the  television  set,  press  another  and  it 
leaves  a message  at  the  desk— so  many  buttons  I was  afraid  to  touch  any 
of  them  for  fear  the  wrong  genie  might  answer  my  summons.  Dinner  time  came 
and  we  had  a choice  of  about  five  different  restaurants  inside  the  hotel, 
each  serving  its  own  kind  of  food:  French,  Spanish,  Dutch  aid  American,  and 

I don't  know  what  all  else.  We  vent  to  the  Taverae  which  was  the  Dutch  and 
American  place.  The  waitresses  were  in  Dutch  costume  with  the  charming 
little  white  caps  (but  not  the  wooden  shoes).  The  food  was  excellent,  but 
the  whole  thing  did  seem  to  me  so  phony  and  pretentious.  Anyhow  we  had  a 
wonderful  time  with  our  friends  whom  we  had  not  seen  for  about  15  years. 

They  flew  in  from  Chicago  aid  we  went  in  from  here  by  train 
and  our  two  taxis  pulled  up  at  the  hotel  door  at  exactly  the  same  minute  I 
We  thought  that  quite  remarkable. 

We  saw  a number  of  new  spring  hats,  so  I'll  give  you  a 
fashion  note.  Get  a bushel  basket,  turn  it  upside  down  and  cover  it  all 
over  with  the  brightest  flowers  you  can  find,  put  it  on  your  head  (upside 
down,  of  course)  and  you  are  ready  to  go  anywhere  you  pleasel  I wish  you 
had  been  with  us  yesterday.  Our  love,  our  love,  Nella  and  Keith 


March  9*  1964 


Dearest  Helen, 

A quite  remarkable  wedding  took  place  at 
the  Carroll  County  Home  which  Is  about  15  miles  from 
Snowville.  "Home"  In  this  case  Is  a polite  word  for  poor 
house  or  alm3hou3e . On  h the  same  tract  of  land  and  not 
far  away  Is  the  County  Jail.  The  Judge  had  Just  sentenced 
the  groom  to  a term  in  Jail  for  breaking  into  a house  and 
stealing,  but  the  bride  was  pregnant  and  the  Judge  not  only 
gave  permission  for  the  marriage,  but  performed  the  ceremony 
himself.  It  was  a big  daj  for  the  poor  house.  The  cook 
baked  a big  wedding  cake  ana  served  coffee  with  it  and  there 
was  a big  reception.  After  it  was  over  the  bride  went  back 
home  and  the  grorora  was  taken  to  Jail.  We  can  only  hope  that 
he  ha3  learned  hi3  lesson  and  that  he  will  be  a good  boy  from 
here  on  out. 

We  ha3  planned  to  go  to  Uhlo  Wednesday,  but 
we  have  had  to  cancel  the  trip.  We  are  both  3 till  a little 
weak  from  the  virus  that  hit  us  about  10  day3  ago  and  this 
morning  we  had  word  that  3ertha  is  down  with  it.  She  hasn’t 
been  well  and  she  is  so  fat  that  we  are  afraid  it  will  go  very 
hard  with  her— we  don't  want  to  leave  until  she  13  out  of  the 
woods. 

’Well,  I must  get  to  my  housework.  This  is  the 
day  to  get  the  laundry  ready  and  I must  do  a little  cooking 
and  sweeping  and  a lot  of  the  little  etceteras  that  go  with 
keeping  a house  in  some  sort  of  order.  Our  love,  love,  always, 


Nella 


March  13,  1964 


Dear  Miss  Gallagher; 


The  Helen  Keller  episode 
In  Miss  Applegarth's  ’’Right  Here  Right  Now" 

Is  grossly  false.  She  la  the  kind  of  person 
who  put3  down  aa  true  what  she  wants  to  be 
true.  I noticed  Inaccuracies  In  other  parts 
of  the  book,  but  this  is  the  only  one  with 
which  you  are  concerned,  I do  not  think  the 
AP3  should  let  it  go  by  without  protest. 

I am  returning  the  book  to 

you  this  morning. 


Sincerely  yours. 


Mrs . Keith  He  nne  y 


Mi S3  Mary  Gallagher 

American  Foundation  for  the  Blind 

15  West  16  St. 

New  York  11,  N.Y. 


March  16,  1964 


Dearest  Helen, 

We  cake  our  plans  and  they  get  knocked 
Into  a cocked  hat.  Last  week  we  had  our  tickets  for 
Ohio  and  then  we  came  down  with  a virus  and  had  to  can- 
cel them.  Thle  week  we  were  all  set  to  go  and  now  we 
must  wait  to  see  how  the  railroad  strike  comes  out. 

Meanwhile  Robert's  daughter  Frltzie  13  able  to  go  ahead 
with  her  plan  to  drive  with  her  two  small  sons  from 
Montana  to  Georgia  to  visit  Ann— something  like  2000 
miles  to  get  there,  same  distance  back,  but  she  likes  to 
drive  and  Is  looking  forward  to  seeing  spring  come  on  In 
the  south.  They  don't  have  much  spring  In  Montana  anl  3he 
Is  anxious  to  see  the  wonderful  richness  of  spring  flowers 
in  Georgia— Ju3t  like  the  spring  In  Alabama.  That  la  what 
we  had  hoped  to  see  and  we  may  still  make  It.  I'd  like 
to  smell  the  southern  spring  again— the  yellow  Jessamine,  the 
honeysuckle  an^i  all  the  other  things  that  made  It  such  a 
delight  In  our  childhood.  Meantime,  now  and  always,  our 
love,  our  love,  our  love,  Nella 


March  16,  1964 


Dear  Winnie, 

The  only  address  I have  Is 

Oontessa  di  Eesozzi 
San  Sebastlano 
Portoftno  Mare 
Genoa,  Italy 


K time  of  year  I think  she  would  probablv 

^an » ouk  I (*°  not  have  that  address.  Either  Mildred 
or  Ravia  could  supply  it.  filler  diidred 


. i _ Do  you  have  a list  of  the  people  that  vou 

should  notify  In  case  of  Helen’s  death?  It  should"  be 
cnecKea  with  the  APB  and  with  me  and  maybe  some  others 
90  there  will  he  as  little  delay  „ po edible?  I “ 
inclosing  a tentative  list  of  those  I am  to  notlfv.  vou 
raay  prefer  doing  some  of  these  yourself  and  there”  mav  be 

addJiSui0  Jus\iet  rae  fcnow*  1 always  keep  the" 

^ 1 ^ 13  People  on  my  list  with  rae,  wherever  I go. 


spirits. 


L’he  change  In  the  weather  may  lift  Helen's 
I hone  so. 


With  love. 


March  26,  1964 


Dear  Mr.  Rischin: 


I am  aorry  that  I cannot  tell  you  what 
happened  to  John  Macy's  papers.  Not  many  years  ago  Miss 
Keller,  Miss  Thomson,  and  I tried  to  locate  his  heirs, 
but  we  learned  only  that  his  wife  and  child  had  died. 

Now  and  then  one  comes  upon  his  name 
In  the  writings  of  the  more  perceptive  literary  historians. 
Most  of  my  books  are  In  New  Hampshire  where  we  spend  half 
the  year.  The  only  pertinent  one  that  I can  put  my  hand 
on  here  is  ON  NAT  I VS  GROUNDS  by  Alfred  Kazin.  He  speaks 
of  John  Macy  as  "now  forgotten,"  but  gives  him  a fair 
amount  of  space  and  I think  all  his  comments  excellent. 

Of  course  this  book  was  published  more  tiian  twenty  years 
ago  (1942),  but  I am  sure  that  I have  seen  later 
references.  John  Macy  had  brilliant  insights,  but  he  was 
too  unstable  for  the  long  haul.  A rather  tragic  figure, 
engaging  and  exasperating. 

If  I come  upon  anything  after  I reach 
New  Hampshire  In  lay  I will  let  you  know. 


Sincerely  yours. 


Mro.  Keith  Henney 


Mr.  Moses  Riscbin 
History  Dept. 

UCLA 

Los  Angeles  24 
California 


March  27,  1964 


Dear  Mrs.  Dodyk: 


This  Is  In  reply  to  your  letter  of 
Mar.  12  asking  permission  of  Double-lay  to  reproduce 
the  photograph  of  Anne  Sullivan  Macy  which  appears 
on  pr.fce  113  in  ay  bool:  on  Mrs . Maoy.  Mrs.  Kaoy 
herself  gave  me  the  photograph  and  so  far  as  I am 
concerned,  you  are  very  welcome  to  mice  use  of  it  in 
Dr.  Amo  Jewett's  literature  anthology  series. 

Sincerely  yours. 


Mrs.  Nella  Brartdy  Tenney 


Mr.-.  Delight  ■«.  Do  lyk 

Educational  Art.  Dent. 
Houghton  llfflin  Go. 

2 Park  St. 

Boston  7 
Mass . 


torch  30,  1964 


Dearest  -lelen. 

Now  that  we  have  had  a week  to  recover 
fro®  our  trip  to  Ohio  we  are  planning  to  leav*  on  Thursday 
to  spend  thij  next  week-end  with  Ann.  She  Is  golnr  abroad  In 
June—wlll  vl3lt  England  and  Scotian  , fiorway , Sweden,  aid 
Denm. art,  iollau  ani  Belgium  and  Au  ;tria,  Germany, 
Switzerland,  Italy,  and  France.  She  may  get  back  in  time  to 
openu  a few  lays  in  Snowville  before  returning  to  Augusta, 
but  we  are  going  to  be  lonesome  on  our  hill  without  her.  I 
think  you  and  Winnie  ought  to  come  up  oo  see  us. 

But  we  3re  coming  to  ase  you  first!  I1  he  unow 
has  already  melted  In  the  southern  part  of  New  Hampshire  and 
when  we  gat  back  fro-u  Georgia  we'll  begin  packing  for  Foss 
Mt.  Qur  flr^t  stop  Oa  the  way  will  be  gue3.j  what?  Arcan 
Ridge  of  course  I 

Till  wo  see  you  and  always  our  love,  Bella 

Address  Apr.  2-6:  52-^  Hickman  Goal,  Augusta,  Ga. 

Telephone:  404-733-4123 


April  10,  1964 


Dear  Miss  Verakus : 


, ,,  reply  to  your  recent  question  about 

rlios  Helen  Keller,  I am  happy  to  be  able  to  tell  you 
that  she  te  still  alive,  still  living  In  the  country 
hou  ie  in  v/onnecticut  which  has  been  her  home  for  a 
number  of  years.  A friend  lives  with  her.  other  frien  - 
and  members  of  her  family  visit  her.  She  enjoys  reading 
anu  takes  pleasure  In  her  garden,  but  she  has  riven  up 
public  work.  She  will  be  J4  years  old  on  June  27  of 
this  year. 

Very  sincerely  yours, 


Mrs • Sella  .He nne y 


flies  Susan  R.  Verakus 
Public  Affairs 
CBS  News 

435  Madison  Ave. 

New  York  22 

5.1. 


April  10,  1964 


Dear  Mm.  Gallagher: 


Many  thanks  for  the 
copy  of  Mr.  Bemett's  letter  to  Mrs. 
Rivlniuo.  I was  in  Georgia  when  it 
reached  Garden  City— hence  the  delay  in 
acknowledging  it.  I should  have  been 
much  more  severe  and  much  less  wise 
(perhaps)  if  I had  written  to  her.  I 
hate  so  much  to  see  that  sort  of  rubbish 
about  Helen  to  get  into  print. 

tfe*ll  be  off  to  New 

Hampshire  before  the  end  of  this  month,  so 
1*11  take  this  opportunity  to  wish  you  a 
very  happy  summer. 


Sincerely, 


ay  4,  1964 


Dear  Lenore, 

We  reached  our  hill  on  Saturday  norning  and 
Just  being  here  -nakes  uo  think  especially  of  you. 

On  our  way  up  we  stopped  to  see  '.elen.  3lie 
knew  that  a loving  presence  wets  with  her,  but  that  was 
all.  '"here  i3  still  a great  loveliness  about  her,  but 
I was  sad  when  we  caie  nvray . 

We  wont  gadding  t:  Is  spring,  to  Ohio  to  see 
Keith’s  3ioter,  then  to  Georgia  to  see  Ann.  All  very 
pleasant,  all  very  strenuous.  Arm  will  be  in  Europe 
this  surner,  which  leans  that  wo  shall  be  loneaoie. 

And  we  shall  also  be  very  busy,  last  fall  wo  had  to 
neglect  putting  the  garden  away  for  the  irinter  because 
all  our  tine  Trent  to  fire  patrol;  and  we  are  still  hard 
at  it  on  our  Sr  ton  project  with  the  Town  papers,  etc. 

It  would  be  fine  to  hear  that  you  are  in 
Jolfcboro  and  that  we  were  to  have  a chance  to  see  you. 

'a an tire  our  love  to  you,  our  best 

re  ards  to  Sidney, 


May  19,  1964 


Dearest  Helen, 

The  old  lother  coon  spends  her  days  sleeping 
In  the  big  maple  tres  by  the  road.  She  couldn't  be  In  a 
3afer  nlace.  About  15  feet  up  the  tree  spreads  out  Into 
five  branches,  making  a deep  howl  which  Is  her  home.  The 
canopy  of  leaves  ovorhead  hides  her  from  any  danger  that 
night  cone  from  the  3ky  and  when  3he  is  asleeo  all  that  is 
visible  from  the  ground  Is  a patch  of  fur  about  the  sane 
color  a3  the  bark  of  the  tree.  At  dusk  3he  cli  ibs  down 
to  forage  for  something  to  eat.  She  is  a bit  stiff  in  the 
joints  (am't  we  all?),  but  she  has  limbered  up  by  the 
tine  she  gets  to  the  back  door  where  she  picks  up  a hand- 
out. Then  she  3et3  out  for  the  forest  to  the  west  and  we 
have  no  idea  when  she  cones  back  to  the  tree,  but  she  is 
there  when  we  go  out  after  breakfast  to  look. 

But  the  most  exciting  part  of  it  is  that 
she  has  babies  in  the  tree.  We  can't  see  then,  but  we  can 
hear  then  and  we  hope  to  be  on  hand  when  the  big  night 
cones  when  the  nother  gives  then  permission  to  follow  her. 
This  nay  be  some  weeks  from  now,  but  it  will  be  a big  tine 
for  us,  as  well  as  for  the  little  coons,  when  it  cones. 

Oh,  but  I wish  you  and  Winnie  could  be  here  to  see  then  I 
!aybe  some  tine.  Our  love,  love,  love. 


Nella  and  Keith 


3nowville,  N.H.,  May  25,  1964 


Dearest  Helen, 

The  old  mother  coon  has  left  the  tree. 

Too  rucb  traffic.  La3t  Tuesday  a man  drove  up  to 
talk  about  the  pool  we  had  him  dig  for  us  last  summer. 

He  parked  under  the  tree,  as  everybody  does.  Then  a 
nan  cam  to  deliver  an  extension  ladder.  Then  the 
McKenzies  stopped  by  on  their  way  up  to  the  South  Forty. 
Three  cars  and  trucks  went  past  on  their  way  up  Foss  to 
cut  brush  in  the  blueberry  pasture.  And  some  tine  that 
night  the  old  coon  quietly  and  secretly  told  the  babies 
to  cone  on,  it  was  time  to  get  out.  Where  she  has 
taken  them  we  do  not  know  and  it  may  be  weeks  before  we 
see  then.  She  herself  co^es  back  in  the  late  afternoon 
for  a hand-out,  stopping  on  the  way  to  the  door  to  take 
a few  bi  ; bites  out  of  one  of  our  best  delphinlmum  plants. 
We  are  trying  to  train  her  not  to  do  this.  "aybe  she'll 
stop  of  her  own  accord  when  the  leaves  get  tough.  They  are 
very  tender  now. 

This  is  the  black  fly  season.  As  cook  and 
housekeeper  I don't  get  out  as  much  as  Keith  does,  30  I 
don't  have  many  bites.  Keith  is  peppered  with  them— and 
we  have  several  weeks  to  go  before  they  leave  us.  You  know 
how  it  is ! 

Love,  love,  love  from  us  both. 


TIella 


June  1,  1964 


Dearest  :elen, 

We  went  fishing  yesterday  and  got  -sore 
fly  bites  than  fish  bites,  but  we  brought  hone  eight 
sunflsh  for  the  coon.  These  are  trash  fish  that 
practically  nobody  eats,  but  the  aoons  adore  them. 

One  was  as  big  as  ny  hand,  the  others  sialler,  but 
all  together  they  nade  a nice  little  pile  of  fl3h. 

The  mother  coon  had  already  turned  up  in  the  nlddle 
of  the  day  and  we  gave  her  four  slice.3  of  bread.  We 
put  the  fish  out  when  we  got  hone  in  the  late  afternoon, 
thinking  we'd  let  her  help  herself,  and  then  we'd  put 
what  was  left  in  the  freezer  to  3ave  for  another  neal. 
3he  ate  every  one  of  the  at  And  after  that  nosed  around 
to  see  If  she  could  find  another.  We  considered  giving 
her  a plate  of  Ice  orean  and  a coconut  cookie  to  finish 
off  with,  but  decided  that  she  had  had  enough. 

In  a little  while  we  are  going  down  the 
hill  to  get  hair-cuts.  'lne  is  so  long  I aa  beginning 
to  look  like  a yak. 

Love  fron  us  both,  always  and  always, 


Nella 


June  8,  1964 


Dearest  Helen, 

Ann  will  reach  Mew  York  day  after 
tomorrow  and  will  go  straight  to  the  Waldorf  on 
the  first  lap  of  her  trip  to  Europe.  The  next  day 
she  will  3aild  on  La  France  for  England.  For  3lx  weeks 
she  will  travel  in  luxury,  her  tour  including  England, 
Scotland,  Norway,  Sweden,  Denmark,  Holland,  Helglum, 

Austria,  Switzerland,  Italy,  Monaco,  and  France.  Keith 
and  I expect  to  enjoy  the  trip  as  nuch  as  3ho  doe3. 

She  will  come  here  when  she  gets  back  and  will  then  go 
home  to  Augusta.  She  has  retired  from  teaching  and  is 
now  free  to  come  and  go  as  she  pleases  without  having 
to  ”eet  a schedule. 

In  case  you  ever  want  to  feed  a coon  I’ll 
give  you  a few  hints  on  diet.  Coons  do  not  like  boiled 
or  baked  potatoes  unless  they  are  well  buttered.  They 
will  not  rat  raw  carrots,  will  not  even  eat  them  when 
they  are  cooked  unless  they  are  boiled  with  corned  beef 
or  pot-roast  or  something  of  the  kind.  For  dessert  tiey 
like  ice-cream  with  a little  cake  on  the  side.  They  are 
quite  particular  and  they  have  beautiful  table  ranne  s — 
they  don't  gulp  anything  and  I've  no  doubt  they  would 
use  a napkin  if  we  gave  it  to  them. 

We  need  rain  and  it  looks  as  If  we  may  get 
it  today.  We  hope,  we  hope. 

Our  love  always  and  always,  Mjlla  A Keith 


June  15,  1964 


Dearest  Helen, 

The  time  nay  come  when  we  shall  all  have  to 

move  out  of  Snowvllle  and  leave  the  place  to  the  coons,  A 

few  days  ago  we  put  a big  bag  of  rubbish  out  In  the  barn 

to  wait  for  the  collector  to  plot  It  up  and  take  It  to  the 

du-ip.  There  was  nothing  In  It  to  eat,  but  the  coons  decided 

they  would  take  a look  anyhow,  so  they  tore  It  all  apart  and 

scattered  It  over  the  barn  floor — leaving  us  with  a very  messy 

plck-un  Job.  About  the  sane  tine  another  baton  of  coons  a 

couple  of  miles  from  here  decided  to  Investigate  the  big 
cans 

plastic  baskets  where  the  sohool  children  put  t ielr  trash. 
Including  fragments  of  their  lunoh.  Here  the  coon3  had  a 
field  day;  they  upset  the  cans,  tore  the  lids  off,  scattered 
the  trash  around,  the  wind  cane  up  and  scattered  It  still 
further  until  the  whole  area  looked  a9  If  a hurricane  had 
gone  through.  That  wasn’t  all.  A little  further  down  the 
road  some  friends  of  ours  had  their  rubbish  In  metal  oans  at 
the  top  of  a flight  of  stairs.  The  coons  tackled  It  at  night 
and  the  crash  was  such  that  our  friends  thought  maybe  a bomb 
had  gone  off.  In  every  place  there  was  a different  set  of 
coons — there  ~ust  bo  dozens  of  then  in  town,  they  have  no 
natural  one -'lea  In  the  woods,  which  means  that  they  keep 
nultlplyln*  and  where  It  will  all  end  we  don’t  know.  Would 
you  like  us  to  trap  nine  or  ten  of  them  and  send  them  down 
to  you? 


Ann  will  reach  London  tomorrow 


I am  sending  you  the  Duffus'g  address  in  case  you 

might  want  to  write  to  them. 

Mr.  & Mrs.  Robert  L.  Duffus 
Channing  House 
850  Webster  St. 

Palo  Alto 
California 

I am  also  sending  you  a clipping  about  Joe  Lewis 
and  the  Thomas  Paine  statue  that  he  helped  to  erect  at 
Paine’s  birthplace  in  England.  I meant  to  send  you  a 
clipping  about  Judge  John  Harlan  of  the  Supreme  Court;  he 
had  been  given  an  honorary  degree  by  Harvard.  He  was,  and 
still  is,  a close  friend  of  Ethel  and  Eddie. 

Keith's  tongue  will  be  hanging  out  if  I don't 
get  up  and  see  about  dinner— be  has  been  working  in  the  garden 
sluce  six  o'clock  this  morning  and  he  is  going  to  be  hungry! 

Our  love,  fovrever  and  forever,  Nella 


June  22,  1964 


Dearest  Helen, 

lone  friends  of  ours  a few  riles  fron  here  have 
a beautiful  little  oond  only  about  twenty  fe9t  fron  their  house. 

It  Is  about  twice  the  size  of  the  roon  you  are  In  and  they 
Increased  Its  natural  beauty  by  slanting  very  special  vstor 
lilies — red  and  white.  This  spring  they  were  hapnler  than  ever 
about  It  because  a pair  of  wood  ducks  cane  to  spend  a week  on 
the  pond.  The  wood  duck  Is  s one tines  called  tne  loveliest  of 
all  water  fowls  and  our  friends  neglected  everything  else  while 
they  watched  the  blrd3  swinging  and  divinr  and  preening  the  selves 
After  about  a week  the  ducks  flew  away  to  find  a place  deeper 
In  the  woods  to  nest.  And  not  30  very  long  afte-”  that  our 
friends  discovered  t'-at  t*e  lovely  duck3  l ad  oaten,  all  the 
bulbs  of  all  the  water  lilies  and  ?11  the  roots  of  all  the 
pickerel  weed  v'-'leh  bag  a very  attractive  blue  flowo".  It  Is  too 
late  in  the  season  to  put  in  new  water  lilies,  so  that’s  that. 

The  nond  will  be  bare  all  sutner. 

This  Is  how  It  Is  when  you  live  In  the  desp 
country.  Cut-vomr  are  playlnr  havoo  in  our  garden  end  we  are 
going  to  Conway  as  soon  as  I finis*  this  lettor  to  see  if  we 
oan  ~et  sonethln"  to  take  cs'-e  of  then.  Otherwise  no  peas,  no 
beans,  practically  no  nothing!  Aln3. 

hut  nothing  dins  ou  - love  for  you — and  here 
it  is  fro-c  both  of  us,  Nella 


June  29,  19 


Dearest  ’Telen, 

The  coon  is  a bom  rascal.  Any  coon. 

Every  coon.  Friday  noraing  two  high -school  boys  ca  ie 
up  to  cut  down  bushes  In  the  fields  near  the  ' ouse;  they 
! llr  la  fcptr  tad  /Ut  the  bad^s  on 

the  baolc  stoop.  I cane  downstairs  just  in  tl  ie  to  see 
our  coon  dragging  one  of  the  bags  across  the  yard.  I 
ran  out  and  yelled  at  her,  she  ran  faster  and  got  under 
the  house  where  I couldn’t  get  at  her.  .She  ate  everything 
except  the  rarer  bag,  the  sandwich  wrappings,  and  the  little 
tin  nan  which  held  a pineapple  pie  and  the  pan  had  tooth - 
narks  In  It.  So  if  anyone  asks  you  what  a coon  like  to 
eat  you  ca tell  tbs  /tfvc  pineapple  pie  f.s  r*  favorite 
article  of  diet l Lawyers  have  a tern  which  they  apply 
to  a -“rent  variety  of  things — "an  attractive  nuisance." 

That  is  exactly  what  a coo  is — a very  attractive  nuisance. 

Keith  has  gone  fishing.  I had  to  stay  at 
hone  because  I have  a lot  to  do  around  the  house.  I hope 
we  have  perch  for  lunch  and  I wish  you  and  Winnie  could  be 
hare  to  help  oat  the  . ”ut  just  in  case.  I’ll  lave  •lo  a- 
thing else  ready  that  I can  'eat  up  in  a hurry.  Keith 
left  his  love  to  send  to  you  and  here  is  nine  with  it — 
always,  Nella 


July  5,  1954 


De  > - , 


In  the  lato  afternoon  of  the  Fourt'1  we 
sat  on  the  terrace  and  watched,  the  eunget  and  listened  to 
the  birds.  Isventoen  different  kinds  of  birds  filled  the 
air  with  sound.  I started  to  say  iusic,  but  that  wouldn't 
be  right,  unless  you  included  Jazz.  The  bass  notes  ca  e 
fron  the  great  barred  owl  with  lis  a sight  hoots  at  a tine. 

T 18  wild  soreeo’  of  the  saxophone  cane  fro  : the  sapsuoker. 

A baby  oriole  Just  learning  to  sing  sounded  like  a child 
practicing  on  the  piano.  The  swallows  twittered  along,  the 
nuthatches  want  yank,  yank . and  the  Maryland  yellowthroat 
went  witol.ety,  wl tckaty.  rite  \ei-y.  but  as  you  can  guess  the 
beautiful  arias  cane  fron  the  neubers  of  the  thrush  fanily 
(we  ha vo  t res  kinds)  red  the  purple  finches  were  not  far 
behind  the  thrushes  in  nelody.  It  was  all  quite  wonderful 
and  the  aarwellous  colors  on  the  mountains,  changing  every 
nlnuto  sade  It  an  evening  we  shall  not  forget.  *T<?  -ranted  you 
here  to  share  it  with  us,  as  you  have  shared  other  evenings 
with  us  on  the  terrace. 

'.'e  rust  got  to  town  now  to  get  so'ie  food. 

Our  stock  Is  very  lo r after  the  holiday. 

Love,  love,  love,  ITella  and  Keith 


July  13,  1964 


Dearest  Helen, 

Late  yesterday  afternoon  we  made  a wonderful 
discovery.  About  a yard  and  a half  from  the  edge  of  our 
baok  porch  we  found  a bird's  nest,  so  small  that  we  thought 
It  night  be  a humming  bird's.  It  was  on  the  Hub  of  an 
apple  tree  with  a little  oanopy  of  apple  leaves  over  the 
top.  A closer  look  showed  us  an  adorable  little  brownish 
bird  with  a great  big  eye  was  sitting  on  it  and  we  knew  it 
was  a Least  Flycatcher,  30-called  because  it  is  the  smallest 
flycatcher  in  T'ew  England.  It  has  been  called  (now  hold 
your  hat  for  a string  of  adjectivG3l)  the  smallest,  earliest, 
ta-est,  smartest,  bravest,  noisiest,  and  dearest  of  all  the 
flycatchers.  Every  single  one  of  these  adjectives  fits! 
it  to  a T.  The  only  possible  objection  to  it  is  that  It  has 
no  "1ft  of  song.  It  says  Klundsis  chebec,  eb.ebec,  over  and 
over  and  over  and  oietinos  rou  ;et  tired  of  it.  It  is 
often  called  Chebec.  It  has  a Latin  na  >e  of  course  and  here 
it  is,  in  case  you  ever  want  to  use  it*  E - ai dona::  d nl  ma . 

In  the  lilac  tush  we  have  a catbird  raising  its 
second  family  of  toe  season  and  in  a pine  tree  back  of  the 
house  we  have  a robin  doing  the  sane  thing.  I wish  you  were 
here  so  we  could  resort  to  you  minute  by  linute  what  they  are 
all  up  to. 

Our  deep,  deep  love,  Holla  and  Keith 


July  21,  19o A 


Dearest  Helen, 

Yesterday  I cleaned  out  the  dibs  and 
dabs  of  leftovers  In  the  refrigerator  and  gave  the a to 
the  coon.  It  was  a very  il^ed  platter—a  lamb  chop,  macaroni 
and  cheese,  beans,  carrots,  etc.  And  ;;ues3  what  she  took 
first?  The  acaronl  and  choose l I don't  think  she  had 
ever  had  It  before  and  she  gobbled  It  up.  This  morning  we 
are  out  of  bread  for  her  and  iuat  o over  to  Conway  to 
get  soae.  Of  course  we  have  to  get  gome thing  to  eat  for 
ouraelvem,  but  the  important  thing  13  to  get  so  .et  ing 
for  her. 

Last  week  Keith  ude  a little  talk  before  the 
'ad i son  istorical  3ociety.  It  went  off  very  well.  The 
fs  ou3  o'  ilo^op'.er  Dr.  ockin~  ms  there— 95  years  old  I 
think  ho  is,  a little  deaf,  but  3till  s jRrt  as  a whip,  he 
married  the  daughter  cf  To'  n ' oyle  O'Reilly,  the  brilliant 
Iri  shman  that  Teacher  ad  dred  so  mch  when  she  vras  in  the 
alnahouse — he  was  editor  of  a paoer  in  oaton  and  he  wa3  the 
one  wno  wrote  the  marvellous  lines  about 

Organized  charity  measured  and  lead 

nor  a cautious  statistical  Christ. 

Charity  without  love — how  awful  it  is. 

Veil,  as  I 3aid  before,  we  must  go  get 
ao  et  Iti  to  eat.  -utlrg  is  a nuisance  in  ay  oninion. 


Love  always,  always,  alia  and  Keith 


July  27,  1964 


Dearest  lelen. 

Now  that  we  no  longer  have  a railroad  In 
our  neighborhood  big  packages  are  delivered  here  by 
enornous  trucks,  about  the  3lse  of  a freight  car.  The 
drivers  are  big,  strong  men,  but  by  the  tine  they  get 
up  our  lill  they  are  shattered.  The  road  is  so  narrow, 
so  rough,  and  so  overgrown  with  trees  that  they  are 
soared  to  death.  Last  week  a nan  drove  up  to  deliver  a 
storage  tank  for  water.  he  got  down  fron  the  truck, 
nopped  his  brow,  and  when  he  could  speak  said,  "Jesus 
Christ,  what  a road  I"  Tvro  days  later  another  big  package 
was  delivered.  3&ne  kind  of  truck,  but  a different  nan. 

Guess  what  he  said  when  ne  got  down  and  topped  his  browl 
Exactly  what  the  first  one  said,  "Jesus  Christ,  what  a 
road ! " 

It  30  happened  that  during  this  same  week 
we  heard  the  following  story  about  the  cousin  of  a friend 
of  ours,  her  little  boy  cane  in  fro-”  out  of  door3  Just  before 
dinner  and  she  said,  "Donny,  yon  haven’t  washed  your  hands." 
"But  look,"  he  cried,  holding  them  up,  pains  out,  "they  are 
clean!"  "Yes,"  his  uother  answered,  "but  you  have  been 
claying  and  they  nay  be  covered  with  gems."  Donny  got  up 
and  started  out,  but  on  the  way  he  said,  "I’ve  heard  a lot 
in  this  house  about  Jesus  and  germs,  but  I've  never  seen 
either  one  of  then!"  At  this  point  I guess  I’d  better 

stop.  Love,  love,  always,  TIella 


August  4,  1964 


Dearest  Helen, 

We  are  spinning  around  like  tops.  This 
is  August  and  everybody  la  Hero — au.raer  people  in  their 
cotta  ,e-  , visitors  in  the  little  hotels,  and  travellers 
passing  tH rough,  nearly  every  day  some  of  the  ones 
passir.  t'.iou  L drop  in  and  everybody  Is  giving  parties. 
Kelt:,  and  I were  Invited  to  seven  parties  this  week,  but 
we  'rave  managed  to  wriggle  out  of  every  one  of  then, 
next  veeh  Kelt":  .akes  his  little  talk  at  the  Town  Hall. 

The  subject  Is  'oney,  Murder,  and  a Wooden  Leg,  and  I wish 
you  could  be  here  to  hear  hl">  give  It.  It  goes  away  back 
In  the  past  to  the  administration  of  Andrew  Jackson  and  It 
brings  In  a lot  of  history.  Ann  Is  due  In  'lew  York  on 
Thursday,  so  she’ll  be  on  hand  for  the  event.  I now  have 
150  postal  cards  to  address  and  I better  got  at  It. 

Love,  love,  love,  'Tolla  and  Keith 


August  10,  1964 


Dear  Brother  Matthew: 


Thank  you  for  your  pleasant 
letter.  T think  you  will  find  the  originals  of 
the  photographs  of  Annie  and  ielen  that  you  want 
at  the  American  Foundation  for  the  Blind  at 
15  West  loth  St.,  Jew  York  11.  I gave  then  much 
of  the  material  that  I collected  while  I we. 3 
writing  the  life  of  Mrs.  Macy ; they  also  nave 
a groat  deal  of  other  material  about  her  and 
feien  and  Polly  Thomson.  You  will  find  the  director, 

Mr.  Robert  Barnett,  and  the  librarian.  Miss  'lelga  Lende, 
very  cordial. 


Annie  Sullivan  was  born  on 

April  14,  1366. 

"Everybody,"  you  night  say,  is 
interested  In  Ielen  Keller.  To  a certain  degree, 
this  la  also  true  of  Annie  Sullivan,  but  "elen's  is 
the  magic  na^e  and  I am  Inclined  to  doubt  if  a new 
edition  of  my  book  would  sell  enough  copies  to  pay 
for  itself.  Still,  I should  like  very  moh  to  see 
it  reprinted. 


Many  thanks  a *ain. 

Sincerely  yours, 


'rs.  Telia  B.  enney 


Brother  Matthew 

Cardinal  Spellman  igh  School 

1991  Meedham  Ave. 

Bronx  66,  .Y. 


Snowville,  Aug.  10,  1964 


Dearest  lelen. 

On  June  30  when  Ann  was  In  Paris  she 
picked  up  a copy  of  the  Paris  edition  of  the  Jew  York 
3f«i«  Herald-Tribune  and  was  very  surprised  and  pleased 
to  find  an  article  about  you  In  It,  illustrated  by  Jo’s 
second  bust  of  you,  the  one  with  the  hands;  a very  nice 
little  article  in  honor  of  your  birthday.  I an  sending 
it  to  Winnie — she  at  least  will  want  to  read  it.  I oan 
Just  about  see  how  you  will  bru3h  it  aside. 

Ann  looks  better  than  she  has  in  years. 

She  enjoyed  the  food  everywhere  and  ate  everything  except 
the  little  octopuses  that  were  served  up  in  Italy.  She 
has  a cast-iron  stomach  (like  yours  and  Polly's)  and 
besides  the  good  food  every  day  brought  new  adventures 
in  a new  city  or  a new  country.  She  left  all  care3  behind 
and  had  a perfectly  wonderful  tine.  We'll  hear  about 
it  in  bits  and  pieces,  since  she  expects  to  be  here 
about  a month,  at  least  long  enough  to  see  the  full 
glory  of  the  autumn  color. 

Keith's  little  talk  cones  off  Thursday 
evening,  and,  speaking  of  stomachs,  mine  is  already  in 
a knot.  The  less  said  about  it  the  better. 

We  all  send  love,  Keith  and  Ann,  and  me. 


especially  me  1 Jella 


Auyunt  19,  196  A 


Bear  ’rothcr  'iatthcw: 


I ai  ro  glad  that  you  found 
a copy  of  ray  book.  I shall  be  ^lad  to  autograph 
It  for  you*  'ios  fancroft  has  a copy,  or  at 
least  she  did  have  ■when  both  tne  play  and  ti.e 
notion  picture  wore  in  the  inking.  I was  very 
close  to  lot  those  productions  and  we  wore  all 
of  course  enormously  "ratified  by  their  artistic 
and  financial  success. 


The  comments  you  had  fro; 
the  various  ’ ooksellers  were  ot  t interestinr. 
There  has  never  been  a tine  when  there  vas  not 
a demand  for  "Anne  Sullivan  'ncy,"  snail  but. 
steady.  This  seems  to  be  Its  place  In  the 
general  ocher o of  t’ninys.  I appreciate  your 
interest  in  it. 

sincerely  yours. 


brother  'att:  ew 

Cardinal  ’nell  >an  H i.  School 

1991  beedha-’  Avo. 

Bronx  66 

K.Y. 


August  19,  1964 


Dearest  :slen. 

You  remember  that  I told  you  about  our 
yard-man’s  grandson  who  was  studying  medicine  at  the 
University  of  Louvain  in  Brussels?  Well,  thi3  summer  he 
is  an  intern  at  a hospital  in  New  York,  the  first  time 
that  he  has  ever  had  the  responsibility  of  looking  after 
a patient.  'Ie  was  very  frightened  at  first,  as  any 
conscientious  young  lan  vrould  be,  but  yesterday  I had 
a letter  that  set  all  my  anxieties  at  rest.  Tils  director 
had  told  him  that  his  work  was  impeccable,  that  he  should 
relax,  that  he  was  excellent,  and  first  in  line!  He 
wrote  me,  "I  feel  like  a fish  taken  from  a fish  bowl  and 
set  free  in  the  ocean.  At  long  la3t,  I feel  like  I can 
breathe.  This  all  probably  sounds  very  pompous  but  I 
am  very  elated  and  so  I 3hall  allow  myself  this  luxury.” 
Obviously  the  boy  was  born  to  be  a doctor.  lie  ha3  worked 
hard  and  has  had  so  little  money  that  I am  afraid  that  at 
times  he  was  cold  and  hungry  in  Brussels,  but,  as  he  3aid 
in  his  letter,  "Now  I can  see  what  I have  been  working  for." 
Isn’t  it  wonderful! 

We  have  heard  no  more  from  Robert,  but 
will  call  the  hosoital  in  Oakland  today.  Ann  will  leave 
here  at  the  end  of  this  week  to  get  her  house  in  Augusta 
all  ready  for  him.  We  can't  help  being  anxious  and  we  can't 
help  hoping  for  the  best. 

Love  from  the  three  of  us,  especially  me, 


Nella 


Aug.  25,  1964 


Dearest  Helen, 

Dizzier  and  dizzier  we  get!  Winnie  will 
read  you  the  clipping  from  our  local  paper  about  Keiths 
talk  last  Thursday  evening.  It  was  really  a lovely 
occasion  and  ever  since  we  have  been  having  lots  of 
telephone  calls  and  lots  of  visitors  and  have  taken  two 
long  bone-cracking  rides  in  Jeeps  to  some  of  the  remotest 
parts  of  tom.  Last  Saturday  we  were  alone  during  the 
morning,  but  early  In  the  afternoon  a young  man  and  his 
fiancee  stopped  in  about  half  past  one  (while  Keith  was 
taking  his  nap)  and  stayed  an  hour.  Not  long  after  they 
left  two  more  sets  of  friends  came  in  the  late  afternoon 
and  about  eight  In  the  evening  five  people  came  (one  was 
a iiaby)  and  stayed  until  after  eleven!  Next  morning  we 
were  pooped . Koro  company  came  on  Sunday,  but  the  day 
was  not  quite  so  strenuous.  We  were  ,';lad  to  see  every- 
body that  came,  but  we  did  wish  we  could  space  them  out. 

Ann  left  early  Monday  morning.  She  frill  be 
in  touch  with  .Robert  tomorrow  or  the  next  day  and  we  hope 
to  learn  a groat  deal  more  about  his  health  and  his 
plans.  No  matter  what,  Ann  expects  to  fly  west  within 
a few  weeks.  » 


Love,  love,  always,  Nella 


Aug.  31,  1964 


Dearest  Helen, 

A gentle  rain  Is  falling  this  morning 
and  the  sound  1c  lovely  to  our  ears-- we  need  It  so 
much. 

Another  sound  that  breaks  Into  the  peace 
of  our  evenings  is  not  so  welcome.  A cricket  has  taken 
up  residence  in  and  ac  around  our  television  set  in  the 
living  room.  Ils  shrill  chirp,  chirp,  chirp  goes  on  and 
on  and  on  until  we  feel  like  screaming  back  at  him  SHUT 
UP.  Over  and  over  Keith  has  tried  to  sneak  up  on  him 
and  pick  him  up  and  put  him  out  of  doors.  The  cricket 
loose  out  at  him  from  under  the  television  set,  waggles 
hl3  little  black  antennas,  lets  out  a series  of 
Insolent  chirp,  chirp,  chirps,  then  disappears.  We 
finally  give  up  and  move  to  the  anner  or  the  terrace, 
depending  upon  how  cool  It  la  outside.  Isn’t  It 
ridiculous  to  let  yourself  be  driven  out  by  a creature 
not  quite  an  Inch  long!  We  could  spray  It  with  an 
Insecticide,  but  we  haven’t  the  heart  to  do  that.  Suoh 
la  life  in  the  country! 

We  feel  lonely  without  Ann,  but  she  hopes 
to  get  back  up  here  with  Robert  before  we  go  back  to 
Ctarden  City.  Time  will  toll. 

Our  love  Is  yours,  Nalla  A Keith 


Sept.  7,  1964 


Dearest  Helen, 

I wish  you  could  have  seen  Keith  la3t 
Thursday  afternoon.  We  arove  west  about  3 miles  to  hunt 
for  an  olu  family  cemetery  in  which  the  ancestors  of  a 
friend  of  ours  were  burled  mox’e  than  a century  and  a 
half  ago.  The  friend,  was  with  us  and  we  found  txie  cemetery 
after  a good  long  ramble  through  the  woods— such  a pleasant 
spot,  on  a Knoll  near  the  old  house.  Ancient  pine  trees 
had  given  it  a deep  carpet  of  pine  neeales  ana  we  sat  down 
on  the  carnet  and  for  about  an  hour  talked  about  the  old 
days  and  the  people  who  were  buried  here.  When  we  got  up 
Keith  had  sprouted  a stubby  tall  all  over  his  rump.  It  was 
made  of  pine  needles  of  course  and  we  tried  to  brush  It  off. 

It  was  stuck  on  so  firmly  with  turpentine  that  it  wouldn't 
brush.  He  had  to  sit  on  it  all  the  way  home  and  the  old 
corduroy  pants  will  go  to  the  cleaner  tomorrow.  None  of  the 
rest  of  us  got  stuck  up.  He  had  just  happened  to  pick  out  the 
wrong  place  to  sit. 

3uoh  good  news  from  Hobart.  He  expects  to  be 
dismissed  from  the  hospital  this  week.  He  has  to  go  now 
only  on  the  days  that  treatment  13  given;  and  he  has  had  the 
time  and  energy  to  go  through  hi a belongings  in  Monterey  and 
ship  them  to  his  son  or  his  daughter  or  Ann.  Ann  expects  to 
fly  west  next  week.  Then  they  will  begin  a leisurely  drive 
back  east  and  he  will  make  his  home  with  Ann.  They  may  come 
here  on  the  wa y.  Don't  be  surprised  if  they  stop  at  Arcan 


Ridge!  I know  they  will  want  to, 
goec,  they  are  playing  It  by  ear, 
what  they  will  do  fron  one  day  to 
you  know  that  they  both  love  you, 
as  everybody  doea.  Special  love 


but,  as  the  saying 
not  knowing  exactly 
the  next.  At  any  rate 
as  I do,  as  Keith  doe3, 
right  now,  Nella 


Sept.  14,  1964 


Dearest  Helen, 

Frost  has  nipped  our  garden,  the  furnace 
Is  going  and  we  have  a big  apple  log  dozing  in  the  fire- 
place In  the  living  room.  We  don*t  really  need  It,  but 
it  Is  pleasant  to  have. 

Yesterday  morning  we  saw  a fisher  cat  In 
the  yard.  This  is  a big  member  of  the  weasel  family— the 
male  will  weigh  up  to  18  pounds,  the  female  only  6 pounds. 
The  one  we  saw  wa3  a female.  Hot  many  years  back  people 
thought  fisher  cats  might  become  extinct  because  they  were 
trapped  everywhere  for  their  valuable  fur.  A single  skin 
could  bring  as  mu oh  as  $150.  So  many  of  the  animals  were 
J trapped  that  laws  we re  passed  prohibiting  It  and  now  they 
are  making  a big  come-back. 

It  Is  not  a creature  that  you  would  ever 
want  to  pet.  It  Is  long  and  slender,  dark  In  color,  with 
short  legs,  and  it  moves  like  lightning.  It  can  catch  a 
squirrel  In  a tree  and  It  Is  one  of  the  few  animals  that 
can  kill  a porcupine  without  getting  quills.  The  boy  who 
works  for  us  saw  one  last  week  knock  a porcupine  out  of  a 
tree  by  striking  It  hard  on  the  head  where  there  are  no 
quills.  The  porcupine  fell  on  Its  back  and  before  it  could 
turn  over  the  fisher  cat  had  silt  open  the  belly.  Vicious l 
But  thrre  are  many  too  many  porcupines,  they  destroy  young 
trees  and  you  know  what  they  do  to  dogs.  Nature  somehow 


evens  things  up,  but  her  ways  of  doing  It  often  seem  harsh 
and  ugly. 

The  old  mother  coon  and  her  four  babies  were  at 
the  baclc  door  last  night  and  a lovely  picture  they  made. 

We  fed  them,  of  course,  but  we  don't  do  It  regularly 
because  we  don't  want  them  to  be  too  dependent  upon  us. 

When  we  leave  they'll  have  to  scrabble  for  what  they 
get,  they  need  practice  at  it  now. 

There  Is  a very  comfortable  chair  waiting  for 
you  In  front  of  our  fireplace.  Oh,  how  I wish  you  were 
In  itl 

Our  love  always  and  always,  ?Tella  and  Keith 


Sept.  21,  1964 


Dearest  Helen, 

Last  week  I bought  an  old  lithograph  of  Daniel 
in  the  Lions'  den.  Daniel,  a splendid  youth,  is  in  the 
center.  The  lion3  around  him  represent  temptations  that  he 
overcame,  they  are  given  human  expressions  and  they  are 
perfectly  delightful.  Vanity,  for  Instance,  is  an  old  lion 
admiring  his  reflection  in  a pool  while  he  combs  his  handsome 
mane  with  his  paw.  Back-biting  is  sticking  out  hi3  tongue 
at  Daniel,  and  so  on.  The  picture  had  hung  on  a wall  here 
in  Eaton  for  nearly  a hundred  years  and  I won't  go  into  the 
reasons  why  the  owner  had  to  sell  it.  It  is  in  a waUwatx 
walnut  frame,  the  inner  part  of  which  is  covered  with  gold- 
leaf.  Kuch  of  the  gold  leaf  has  worn  off  and  the  rest  has  a 
good  many  fly-specks  on  it.  Yesterday  I was  showing  the 
picture  to  a friend  of  ours  and  her  14-year-old  daughter.  I 
said  I >;as  going  to  try  to  get  rid  of  the  fly-a pecks  and  the 
daughter  knocked  me  for  a ispp  loop,  as  the  saying  goes,  by 
asking  this  question's  "What  Is  a fly-speck?" 

The  picture  was  hung  before  screen  windows 
were  invented.  I used  to  sleep  unier  a mosquito  net  when  I 
was  a child  and  I Imagine  you  did  too.  We  used  to  have  sheets 
of  fly-paper  around  all  summer— I don't  think  you  could  buy 
a piece  of  fly-paper  today.  The  richer  people  were,  the  more 
flies  they  ha;  because  they  had  more  horses  and  cows.  We  still 
have  a fly-swatter  here  and  occasionally  have  use  for  it,  but  ju3t 


think:  of  the  comfort  we  are  living  In  to-day!  The  little 
Incident  brought  back:  so  many  things— the  big  fly-brush 
made  of  the  tall  feathers  of  a pea-cock:  which  was  always  In 
use  at  ray  grandmother's  when  we  sat  down  to  a meal!  You  have 
memorial  too— dear  me,  what  memories  we  do  have!!!!! 


1 4y  love,  ray  love,  Nella 


Sept.  26,  1964 


Dearest  Helen, 

This  lorning  I am  sending  you  a little  box  of 
butternuts.  Do  you  re  member  what  horrid  nuts  they  are-so 
unpleasant  to  the  touch  when  you  pick  them  up  green  from 
under  the  tree?  And  how  you  have  to  spread  them  out  to 
dry  until  the  outer  covering  is  wrinkled  and  dark  brown? 

And  how  this  outer  covering  has  to  be  knocked  off  before 
you  can  get  at  the  nut  itself  and  how  you  have  to  hit  it 
hard  with  a hammer  to  get  at  the  meat  (a  nut-cracker  won't 
do  it)  and  how  small  the  meat  is  after  all  the  trouble  you 
have  taken  to  get  it-and  how  good  it  is,  something  like 
blaox  walnut.  ;o  have  had  an  enormous  crop  this  year- 
several  bushels— but  there  are  times  when  I think  one 
butternut  is  ono  too  many.  At  any  rate  I hope  they  remind 
you  oj.  hew  England  outings  when  you  were  a girl.  The  butter- 
nut hulls,  incidentally,  make  a irice  brown  dye.  Sarly  settlers 
lore  used  it  a great  deal,  just  as  those  in  Alabama  and 
Georgia  used  walnuts  to  get  just  about  the  same  color.  The 
nuts  .ore  hit  the  Annex  roof  before  they  reach  the  ground; 
tuey  sound  like  rifle  snots  and  judging  from  the  number  I 
have  heard  since  I sat  doiru  I know  that  the  tine  has  cone  when 
I must  go  out  and  pick  them  up  from  the  path— step  on  one  and 
you  are  likely  to  break  your  leg  I 

4nn  and  Robert  are  on  their  way  East.  All  is 
well  thus  far,  but  of  course  we  shall  be  relieved  when  we 
know  t.iey  are  safe  in  Augusta.  Our  love  always,  always,  Jella 


October  5,  1964 


Dearest  Helen, 

The  week-end  before  this  last  one  17  people 
got  lost  on  Chocorua  fountain.  They  were  not  all  together 
but  In  separate  parties,  but  they  all  got  lost  the  same  way. 
As  you  climb  up  (I’ve  never  done  it)  you  cone  to  an  open 
plain,  cross  it  and  enter  the  trail  on  the  other  side.  The 
trouble  was  that  a bear  crashing  through  the  woods  had  opened 
another  path — all  seventeen  thought  this  was  the  beginning  of 
the  trail  and  very  30on  found  themselves  completely  lost  in 
the  forest.  Forest  rangers,  conservation  officers  and  many 
others  set  out  to  find  them  as  soon  as  they  discovered  that 
they  hadn’t  got  back.  In  due  time  they  found  them  all , 

but  some  of  them  had  had  to  spend  two 
cold  nights  on  the  mountain  before  they  were  located.  "0  one 
was  hurt. 

Bears  are  fat  this  year,  so  much  to  eat  in  the 
way  of  butternuts,  beechnuts,  acorns,  wild  apples,  etc.  A 
big  one  was  shot  last  week  about  15  miles  from  here.  We  have 
seen  no  bear  3lgn3  on  our  walks,  but  bears  don’t  like  people 
and  don't  come  near  them  when  there  is  plenty  to  eat  in  the 
wild  woods  where  they  prefer  to  stay. 

We  waked  early  this  morning  and  got  up  at 
5 o'clock.  T’ow  it  is  not  yet  eight  and  I am  already  sleepyl 
A bad  start  on  the  day. 


Love  always,  always,  Nella  and  Keith 


October  13,  1964 


Dearest  Helen, 

This  week  we  came  upon  a treasure  trove. 

A descendant  of  one  of  the  oldest  families  in  town  loaned 
us  34  small  diaries  which  were  kept  by  his  father  and  grand- 
father between  1880  and  1926.  Some  years  are  ni33ing  and  the 
entries  are  3hort,  but  now  and  then  we  come  a upon  a gem  of 
Information.  Ice,  for  example.  You  know  how  easy  it  is  to 
get  now — all  you  have  to  do  is  to  fill  the  pan  with  water 
and  put  it  in  the  freezer.  Here  is  the  way  Everett  White 
(you  remember  him)  in  1926  got  a summer's  supply  of  ice 
for  the  Adams  family  who  used  to  spend  about  two  months  on 
F03S  in  mid-3ummer. 

On  Feb.  9 Hr.  White  and  a companion  3wept  the 
snow  off  a large  area  on  Crystal  Lake.  Then  they  marked  off 
cakes  of  ice  and  sawed  them  part  way  through.  Next  day  they 
cut  out  6 0 cakes  of  ice,  but  it  was  so  cold  and  windy  that 
they  had  to  3top.  Next  day  wa3  better— 9 degrees  above  zero 
and  fair.  They  finished  the  cutting  out— 96  cakes  in  all, 
each  one  16  in.  by  16  in.  by  20  inches,  which  means  that 
the  lake  xras  frozen  to  a depth  of  20  Inches!  After  this 
they  loaded  the  ice  on  a sled,  yoked  the  oxen,  and  hauled  it 
up  the  hill.  They  put  it  in  a little  building  which  they 
called  the  ice  house  and  about  two  weeks  lator  hauled  up 
two  loads  of  sawdust  to  cover  it.  An  awful  lot  of  work, 
but  the  Adamses  had  ice  during  the  hot  days  of  August  and 
July.  Wien  we  first  came  up  here— that  was  in  1933— *we 
used  to  buy  ice  cakes  from  Ir.  White  and  keep  them  in  a 


tub  in  the  base  lent  and  hack  off  pieces  with  an  ice  pick. 
1*11  bet  you  don’t  even  have  an  ice  pick  today l 

ow  ti^es  chance*  but  love  doesn't,  and  here 
is  mine  for  you,  same  as  always,  and  Keith's  too.  Nella 


Oct.  19,  1964 


Dearest  delen, 

T.aterclay  morning  a friend  of  ouro  telephoned 
no  whose  usual  reason  for  calling  is  to  ask  us  to  come  down 
for  a drink.  This  time  he  asked  ue  If  we  would  like  to 
come  down  for  a Oath  I when  friends  meet  now  they  do  not 
ask  how  are  you,  out  how  le  your  water  supply  and  the 
answers  are  usually  Very  low  or  All  gone  or  He  are  Just  getting 
by.  He  are  In  the  Just  getting  by  class.  He  are  practically 
back  In  the  days  when  you  took  your  bath  at  a wash-stand  with 
a bowl  and  pitcher  In  front  of  you.  oh,  how  I Intend  to 

wallow  In  a tub  of  hot  water  when  we  stop  at  the  hotel  In 
Concord  on  our  way  home l 

Yesterday  we  load  a nice  shower  which  wetted 
own  the  woods  and  did  away  with  the  awful  danger  of  forest 
fixe,  vie  had  every  tub  and  pot  vie  owned  under  the  eaves  and 
caught  enough  water  to  talce  care  of  scrubbing  floors  for 
the  week.  Our  precious  water  in  the  reservoir  we  save  for 
drinking  and  cooking  and  washing  dishes,  and  we  still  think 
vie' 11  be  able  to  stick  it  out  until  after  the  election.  I am 

so  glad  you  are  not  having  this  kind  of  trouble.  It  makes 
you  uneasy. 


Our  love,  love,  love,  Nella  and  Keith 


Oct.  27,1964 


Dearest  Helen, 

Isn't  it  fun  that  the  big,  big  new  hit  on 
Broadway  was  made  possible  by  the  big,  big  help  of  two  of 
our  friend 3— Arthur  Penn  and  Bill  Gibson.  The  play  is 
Golden  Boy  and  it  has  fine  performers,  including  the  young 
Negro  Sammy  Davi3,  but  when  they  began  rehearsals  in  Detroit 
a few  months  ago  they  somehow  could  not  pull  the  thing  together. 

So  they  called  in  Bill  to  rewrite  the  script  which  had  to  be 
changed  in  nany  way3.  TIe  did  it,  and  I quote  from  one  of  the 
reviewers  "with  conscience  and  taste... the  swift,  keen-edged 
lines  have  bite  and  integrity."  I am  not  surprised,  for  Bill 
is  that  kind  of  person.  A full  page  of  quotes  from  other 
reviewers  was  in  the  N.T.  Times  last  Sunday  and  they  are  filled 
with  such  words  as  superb,  fascinating,  magnificent,  exciting, 
phenomenal,  a lcnookout,  and  so  on  and  on  and  on  I I am  very  happy 
about  it.  Arthur  and  Bill  are  extraordinarily  gifted  young  men 
and  we  shall  hear  from  them  again.  If  the  old  days  were  here 
you  and  Polly  and  Ethel  and  Katharine  and  I would  have  lunch 
at  the  larvard  Club  and  then  make  our  way  to  Golden  Toy  Just  about 
as  soon  as  I got  back  to  Garden  City.  The  old  days  are  gone, 
but  the  new  days  have  their  rewards  too. 

Our  love,  our  love,  Nella  and  Keith 


Snowville,  ITov.  2,  1964 


Dearest  Helen, 


We  are  packing  up  for  Garden  City  and 
we  have  bad  cases  of  the  Where  is  my* 3:  Where  la  ray 
top-coat?  Where  Is  ray  gray  blou3e?  Where  is  ray  green 
sweater?  Where  is  ay  folder  with  the  notes  on  the 
surplus  money?  1y  notes  on  paupers  In  the  early  days? 
■•fy  manuscript  on  Thomas  Randall?  *y  map  of  the 
cemetery?  ly  driving  gloves?  Etc.,  etc.,  etc. 

Early  Wednesday  morning  we  set  out 
for  Concord  where  we  shall  be  at  the  Highway  otel, 
a vast  motel-hotel  structure  which  is  filled  with 
politicians  when  the  legislature  is  in  session.  We 
don't  know  how  long  we'll  be  there— maybe  a week— but 
I'll  let  Winniw  know  as  soon  as  we  know  ourselves. 

Ann  and  obert  telephoned  last  night. 
They  both  sounded  oheerflul—  Robert' 3 main  complaint 
was  a lack  of  energy,  but  after  all  the  travelling 
he  has  done  and  the  big  Job  of  unpacking  hi3  books  and 
pictures  and  things  this  is  no  wonder. 

And  now  I must  start  doing  what  I can 
to  cure  the  Where  is  ray's. 

This  with  love  and  more  love  from 
Keith  and  me  Hella 


Nov.  10,  1964 


Dearest  Helen, 

Here  we  are  back  In  Garden  City.  We  came 
swooping  down  on  a river  of  concrete,  moving  fast  all  the 
time.  It  takes  us  nearly  four  hours  less  than  It  did  when 
we  first  began  making  the  trip  In  1933*  but  the  tension  Is 
at  least  four  times  as  great  and  we  are  pooped  when  we 
get  here.  Bertha  and  George  had  the  house  ready  for  us,  which 
was  a great  help,  and  we  are  much,  much  closer  to  you  when 
we  are  In  Garden  City  than  when  we  are  In  Snowvllle,  and  that 
too  Is  a great  help. 

Jow  we  are  getting  ourselves  patched  up. 

Keith  goes  to  the  dentist  today  and  I to  the  halr-dresser; 
tomoarrow  I go  to  the  dentist  and  he  goes  to  the  barber. 

Keith  goes  to  his  eye -man  tsmarz  the  next  day,  I go  next 
week,  and  the  week  after  that  we  go  to  our  much  loved 
doctor  for  a general  check-up.  Nothing  Is  the  matter  with 
us  except  that  we  are  getting  old  and  creaky— notice  that  I 
did  not  say  cranky! 

The  rabbit  Is  nibbling  away  at  the  green 
things  In  the  garden,  gray  squirrels  are  busy  on  the  ground 
and  In  the  trees  and  the  birds  are  coming  In  for  food,  Just 
as  they  always  have.  I am  unpacking  my  papers  and  must  get 
to  work. 

Love  always  and  always  from  Nella  and  Keith 


Nov.  11,  1964 


Dear  Bob, 


Of  Mr.  Hoyo/to  lSr^e^Stl0?lly  th»»shtfui 

Si 

is  lnsuch  good  ?°”f0rt  t0  ta°"  «»*  ohe 

s,as “»~ 

. * ^pe  the  Polly  Thomson  room  la 

coming  along  well  and  I hope  you  have  a 
and  successful  winter  ahead  of  you?  ^PPy 

Thank  you  for  writing. 

Sincere ly. 


Mr.  Robert  Barnett 

t?e5ic?n.  Jobation  for  the  Blind 
15  Nest  16  st. 

New  York  11 
N.Y. 


Nov.  15,  1964 


Dear  Bob, 

My  personal  situation  Is  so  complicated 
that  I see  no  chance  of  a visit  to  the  APB  and 
the  sculptor' 3 studio  for  the  next  several  weeks. 

I am  sorry. 

One  thought  occurred  to  me  about  Polly's 
bust.  It  would  be  a tangible  Item  that  the  blind 
could  have  contact  with,  and  If  It  Is  acceptable 
to  you  and  your  confreres,  I think  the  final 
decision  should  be  made  on  the  basis  of  Its  value 
In  this  direction.  I've  no  Idea  of  Its  cost.  The 
question  is j Is  this  the  best  way  to  spend  the 
money  for  the  blind?  And  you  can  answer  it  better 
than  I can. 

Soon  after  I return  from  Georgia  I 
shall  telephone  you  to  find  out  when  It  would  be 
convenient  for  you  to  have  Keith  and  me  come  in 
for  a little  visit  with  you  and  to  see  the  new 
room.  It  makes  us  both  very  happy  to  know  that 
It  is  useful. 


All  good  wishes, 


Mr.  Robert  Barnett 

American  Foundation  for  the  Blind 

15  West  16  St. 

New  York  11,  N.Y. 


Nov.  19,  1964 


Dearest  Helen, 

We  zlzz  around  from  one  thing  to 
another,  spending  a good  bit  of  time  sitting  on 

the  floor  with  the  lay-out  of  the  little  house 
that  we  shall  probably  buy  in  New  Hampshire 
spread  out  before  us.  One  of  its  best  features 
is  a "deck"  35  feet  long,  10  feet  wide,  open  to 
the  sky  and  facing  the  mountains.  If  we  keep  the 
snow  shovelled  off  and  wrap  up  like  Eskimos  we 
sun  ourselves  out  there  all  winter,  An d there 
would  be  plenty  of  room  for  you  and  Winnie  too. 

On  the  20th  If  I can  get  a ticket 
(It  has  been  ordered)  I shall  take  off  for 
Augusta  to  spend  several  days  with  Ann  and 
Robert.  Keith  will  stay  here  and  Bertha  will 
look  after  him. 

Very  busy,  but  never  too  busy  to 
send  our  love,  all  you  can  hold  in  both  hands. 


Nella 


lev.  25,  1964 


Dearest  Helen, 

Last  week  a bear  was  shot  In  Hnowville, 
not  up  on  our  mountain,  but  only  a fow  yar-’?  from  the 
very  center  of  the  village.  Another  hear  was  with 
it,  but  it  (jot  away.  About  the  sane  tine  five  ueer 
were  seen  In  the  sane  area,  Just  back  of  the  little 
house  v?e  are  thinking  of  buying.  Wild  country  we 
live  in  up  there  I 

Sunday  morning  T shall  set  out  for 
Augusta,  Ga.,  to  spend  a week  with  Ann  and  Robert. 

I don’t  know  Just  when  the  train  back  Is  due  in  N.Y., 
but  I am  pretty  sure  it  will  be  late.  It  always  is. 
Meantime,  I want  you  and  Winnie  to  have  my  address 
and  telephone  number  there: 

j^Miss  Ann  Braddy 

924  Hickman  Road 

Augusta,  Ga. 

Tel.:  404-733-4123 
I shall  be  thinking  of  you  all  the 
time.  My  love  stays  with  you,  Nella 


Nov.  25,  1964 


Dear  Mrs.  Baker: 


On  -Jan.  29,  1958  reprint  rights 
to  Mm  K'ller's  THREE  Hit  TC  BBS  MM  MfllgaM 
to  her  publisher,  Doubleday  fk  Co.  Rrlte  to  Hr. 
In  RcOOXViOfeg  Qnief  SAlter  at  &iw;>.L->  ny'  Re 
will  know  about  It.  I see  no  reason  why 
pemlaBlon  ohouli  not  be  gi veil. 

91  th  all  good  wlf  lies,  I am 
otncemly  yours. 


Mrs.  Nella  B.  Heaney 


Mrn.  Mary  Baker 
Foundation  for  Blind  Children 
206  3o.  Hinton  Ave. 
Soottsdale,  Arizona 


Dec.  14,  1964 


Dearest  Helen, 

Last  Thursday  Virginia  Scharoff  took  me 
to  a most  delightful  little  touch  mu-.eum  which  the  I.  H.3. 
has  set  up  In  Hempstead.  It  is  for  blind  and  seeing 
children,  every  item  is  labelled  in  Braille  and  in 
ordinary  type  and  all  the  children  are  invited  to  touch 
and  handle  everything.  They  have  stuffed  animal3  that 
can  be  stroked,  including  a faun;  they  have  swatches  of 
fur,  some  soft  like  a squirrel* 3,  some  harsh  like  a 
buffalo's.  They  have  a model  of  a Japanese  house  from 
which  the  children  can  lift  the  roof  and  see  how  it  is 
furnished  Inside,  the  blind  seeing  with  their  fingers, 
the  seeing  with  their  eyes.  They  have  the  guts  (excuse 
the  word)  of  a telephone  spread  out  on  a bench  so  that 
the  children  can  see  exactly  how  it  works;  then  they  have 
two  telephones,  one  in  one  room,  one  in  another,  the 
children,  one  may  be  blind,  the  other  sighted,  separate 
one  child  cranks  the  telephone  bell  in  one  room,  the  other 
child  picks  it  up  in  the  other  room,  and  they  carry  on 
a conversation.  This  is  as  instructive  to  the  seeing 
child  as  it  is  to  the  blind  child*— and  to  the  adult  as 
well.  I hadn't  the  least  idea  myself  of  how  the  telephone 
works.  They  have  many  other  items  of  equal  interest,  but 
not  enough  to  exhaust  the  visitor.  Peter  Salmon  in  behind 
all  this  and  I hope  that  one  of  these  days  we  can  see  it 


together.  It  is  only  two  or  three  miles  from  here. 

Yesterday  we  saw  a one-legged  robin  on  our  bird 
bath.  This  is  the  second  one-legged  wild  bird  that  I 
have  seen— the  other  was  a house  finch  here  in  the  yard 
a few  years  ago.  3oth  bird3  were  handling  themselves 
very  well  indeed,  thus  proving  that  human  beings  are 
not  the  only  one3  that  can  survive  handicaps. 

The  Christmas  flurry  is  beginning  and  I hope 
you  are  in  a 3tate  of  happy  excitement.  I must  get  to 
work. 

Vftth  our  love  always  and  always, 


Nella  and  Keith 


Dec.  21,  1964 


Dearest  Helen, 

There  are  still  a good  many  if's  about  the 
little  house  we  are  thinking  of  buying  in  New  Hampshire, 
but  we  are  spending  a good  bit  of  time  up  there  already 
in  our  imagination.  It  is  an  old  house  and,  like  most  of 
i ts  kind,  has  a lot  of  odd  little  nooks  and  crannies.  These 
include  one  which  is  marked  on  the  diagram  as  "Old  Privy.” 
Now  what,  I ask  you,  can  you  do  with  an  old  privy?  We’ll 
have  two  regular  bathrooms,  so  we  don’t  need  it  and  I think 
it  ha3  not  been  used  for  many,  many  years.  We  don’t  even 
know  what  it  looks  like.  We’ve  been  guests  in  the  house 
for  cocktails  and  dinner,  but  of  course  the  subject  of 
privies  did  not  come  up.  It  is  downstairs  in  an  ideal  spot 
for  a coat  closet  and  I am  thikingxBr  thinking  of  clearing 
out  the  "equipment, " whatever  it  is,  and  using  it  for  this 
purpose.  I’ll  fumigate  it,  of  course,  and  paint  it  inside. 
I'll  do  somethin/'  with  it,  I think,  but  the  sight  of  it 
may  make  me  want  to  abolish  it! 

Now  I’d  better  do  something  towards  cleaning 
up  this  house  inotead  of  dreaming  about  that  one.  Bertha  is 
sick,  so  I am  having  to  do  what  is  done.  Keith  helps  with 
the  dishes— a very  good  man,  as  you  know  I 

Much,  muoh  love  from  us  both 


Nella  and  Keith 


Dec.  24,  1964 


Dearest  Helen, 

Yesterday  afternoon  I mailed  you  a 
little  box  containing  three  different  kinds  of  seed 
cases.  The  big  one  comes  from  the  osage  orange,  some- 
times called  the  mook  orange.  There  is  a thorny  3hrub 
which  is  also  called  mock  orange,  but  this  one  came  from 
a tree  on  Ann's  place  in  Augusta.  I never  saw  it  before 
and  I don't  know  what  it  is  going  to  be  like  when  it 
dries  up  completely.  It  may  turn  out  to  be  a little 
like  a dandelion  puff.  I don’t  know. 

The  prickly  one  is  from  a sweet  gum  tree 
here  in  Garden  City.  Bertha  sometimes  covers  them  with 
silver  or  gilt  paint  and  use3  them  as  decorations  for 
the  Christmas  tree.  Did  you  ever  chew  sweet  gum  when 
you  were  a child?  And  get  all  stuck  up  with  it!  I did. 

The  hard  little  round  balls  are  from  the 
sycamore.  I've  seen  them  millions  of  times,  but  I still 
don't  know  if  they  keep  on  getting  harder  and  harder  or 
if  they  bust  up  in  some  day  so  that  the  seeds  can  find 
their  way  into  the  ground. 

At  any  rate  Keith  and  I have  samples  of 
all  three  here  and  Intend  to  watch  them  until  they  do 
something-- thought  you  might  like  to  keep 
watch  too.  Our  love  always,  Nella 


Deo.  30,  1964 


Dearest  Helen, 

Yesterday  on  my  way  home  from  a trip  to 
the  City  I picked  up  a copy  of  Look  Magazine,  opened 
It  up  and  there  you  were!  Your  lovely  face  a3  a 
"Face  of  Hope."  Winnie  will  describe  the  page  to  you— 
maybe  she  already  has. 

Keith  has  on  a brand  new  pair  of  pants 

today,  especially  made  for  him  by  his  tailoer,  as  most 

of  hl3  clothes  have  to  be.  He  hasn’t  christened  them 

not 

yet— I mean  he  has/splashed  them  with  soup  or  foto 
developer  or  glue  or  ink  and  he  hasn’t  rubbed  his 
dirty  hands  down  the  hips  to  get  them  clean,  he  hasn’t 
dropped  cigarette  ashes  on  them,  and  he  hasn’t  knelt  in 
the  mud  In  the  garden  to  see  how  the  bulbs  are  * coming 
on.  In  other  words,  he  13  not  yet  comfortable  In  them, 
but  the  day  is  young  and  by  nightfall  I expect  some  small 
disaster  that  will  make  them  truly  his.  Bertha  is  out 
and  soon  we  are  going  to  wash  the  tth  dishes.  Faybe 
that’s  when  It  will  come! 

Our  love,  now  and  forever,  Nella 


Jan.  6,  1965 


Dearest  Helen# 

I told  you  that  we  were  planning  to  sell 
this  house  and  move  to  Snowville  for  the  year  around. 
Well#  yesterday  was  the  day  the  house  was  open  for 
inspection.  There  are  6 real  estate  agents  in  Garden 
City  and  we  had  expected  the  six  of  them  and  no  one 
else.  The  time  of  arrival  was  set  at  10  o* clock  and 
by  5 minutes  after  the  entire  house  and  yard  was 
swarming  with  people,  upstairs#  downstairs,  in  the  base- 
ment, and  out  in  the  yard.  3y  half  past  ten  the  house 
was  sold  I The  young  woman  who  bought  it  was  just  in 
time.  Ten  minutes  later  we  had  another  firm  offer- 
no  haggling  over  the  asking  price  which  had  been  agreed 
upon  by  the  agents.  Other  offers  followed,  even  though 
we  told  them  that  the  house  was  sold,  but  they  wanted 
to  be  on  the  list  in  case  the  first  deal  fell  through. 

We  could  have  sold  it  six  times  over.  All  day  people 
kept  coming  and  curing  the  evening  as  well.  We  were 
worn  out  when  we  turned  into  bed  at  9 and  we  are  still 
groggy  this  morning. 

You  would  like  the  young  people  who  have 
bought  it— Robert  Spencer,  graduate  of  Dartmouth,  now  a 
lawyer,  his  wife  Pat,  and  three  small  boys.  They  are 
ecstatic  about  it.  The  house  is  old,  one  of  the  first 
built  in  Garden  City,  it  13  near  the  best  school  in 


town.  It  has  exactly  the  right  number  of  rooms  for  them, 
and  It  has  a big,  fenced -In  back  yard  where  the  little 
boys  can  raise  their  own  particular  kind  of  hell  without 
causing  much  trouble  to  the  neighbors,  tfe  are  very  happy 
about  the  sale. 

How  I think  I'll  go  oack  to  bedj 
Love  from  us  both.  He 11a 


Jan.  12,  1965 


Dearest  Helen, 

It  Is  quite  remarkable  how  much  you  can 
accumulate  in  39  years,  so  much  of  it  pure  junk.  It*8 
a good  thing  that  Keith  and  I have  nearly  four  months 
to  clean  it  out-otherwise  I don’t  see  how  we'd  ever 
get  it  lone. 

The  happiest  part  of  the  whole  project 
is  the  absolute  delight  of  the  young  couple  who  have 
bought  the  place,  Robert  and  Patricia  Spencer,  othRrsis 
more  generally  known  as  3ob  and  Pat.  Tvary  morning  Bob 
has  to  go  to  New  York  to  his  job  at  the  Chemical  Bank  in 
New  York,  but  every  lay  Pat  drives  over  and  parks  her  car 
across  the  street  just  to  sit  thora  for  a while  looking 
at  the  house.  Sometimes  3he  is  alone  an  sometimes  she 
has  someone  else  with  her.  She  doesn't  ’enow  that  we 
see  her  an  we  don’t  dare  run  out  and  tell  her  to  come  on 
in  because  it  would  make  her  self-consclou3 . We  have 
told  her  to  come  any  time  and  bring  her  family  and  friends 
with  her  to  3ee  the  inside,  but  she  is  too  thoughtful  for 
that.  I must  give  her  a special  invitation  as  soon  as  my 
ankle  gets  better.  I was  idiot  enough  to  sprain  it  last 
Saturday  as  I came  dovmstairs,  not  thinking  of  what  I 
was  doing  with  my  feet.  It  is  much  better  now.  I even 
walked  to  the  post  office  yesterday. 


Love,  love,  love,  Nella 


Jan.  19,  1965 


Dearest  Helen, 

We  have  discovered  that  our  biggest  Job 
In  dismantling  this  house  Is  sorting  out  our  books  — 
hundreds  and  hundreds  of  them— and  going  through  boxes 
of  papers— .ozena  of  these.  It  is  alow  because  we  keep 
coming  across  something  we  haven* t looked  at  in  years; 
we  3 it  down  and  begin  to  read.  I did  that  the  other  day 
when  I picked  up  DOUBLE  BLOSSOMS,  that  little  book  of 
poetry  that  Lina  sorter  collected  about  you  and  Teacher 
back  in  19311  I finally  tear  my3;-lf  away,  out  I am  still 
on  the  poetry  shelf  and  I stop  to  dip  into  Tagore, 
Aristophanes:;,  feats,  Eliot,  and  soon  the  morning  is  gone. 

It  13  a gool  thing  that  there  are  two  of  ue. 

I saw  a long  line  of  Proceedings  of  the  Institute  of  Padio 
Engineers  (about  200  of  them)  and  I said  to  Keith,  rfe  can 
certainly  throw  all  these  out.  Ho , da  answered,  someone 
might  want  them.  So  he  put  a little  ad  la  one  of  the 
technical  magazines  an  1 has  had  an  offer  of  5200  for  the  loti 
One  evening  wo  put  two  enormous  envclope  is  of  old  papers  and 
notes  in  the  garbage  can,  thought  better  of  it  during  the 
night,  an  l fished  them  out  in  the  morning  I 

Some  of  our  books  are  very  valuable,  others 
are  not  worth  a plugged  nickel.  We  are  trying  to  find  good 
homes  for  the  ones  we  don't  want— some  will  go  to  libraries, 
;ome  to  lealer;  In  ol  books,  norao  to  Ann,  anl  we'll  3tlll 
be  left  with  a lot  of  them.  The  big  trouble  is  we  keep 


Jan.  26,  1965 


Dearest  Helen, 

All  last  week  we  brought  up  arm  load  after 
arm  load  of  books ^ By  nightfall  we  were  very  tired;  what 
kept  us  from  being  exhausted  was  stopping  to  look  through 
some  of  the  books  and  sometimes  we  sat  for  a long  time,  as 
I did  once  with  a life  of  Sappho,  the  Greek  poetess.  I was 
very  interested  in  a list  of  the  kinds  of  things  she  had  to 
eat  2500  years  ago l tony  of  our  ordinary  vegetables,  turnips, 
carrots,  beans,  peas,  lentils,  cabbage,  artichokes,  asparagus, 
beets,  radishes,  cucumbers,  lettuce,  watercress,  onions, 
leeks,  and  garlic— lots  of  garlic!  Pork,  mutton,  veal,  beef, 
rabbit,  goose,  ducks  and  chickens,  partridges,  pigeons,  and 
other  birds,  including  (alas!)  song  birds  like  thrushes.  All 
kinds  of  fish,  including  eels;  3he  also  had  octopuses,  snails, 
and  *si  caviar.  She  had  almonds,  chestnuts,  pistachios,  and 
aBXBUB  acorns;  she  had  figs,  pomegranates,  apples,  quinces, 
dates,  and  mulberries,  but  no  oranges  or  lemons.  She  had  no 
sugar,  only  honey.  No  coffee  (I  wouldn't  have  liked  that),  no 
tea,  plenty  of  goat's  milk  and  wine,  but  apparently  she  didn't 
like  wine.  No  Bourbon,  Scotch,  or  other  hard  liquor,  but  from 
the  descriptions  of  Greek  banquests,  they  had  no  trouble  in 
getting  as  drunk  as  Bowery  bums  on  wine.  We  are  going  to  have 
carrots  and  beef  for  dinner  today  and  potatoes— Sappho  would 
not  have  had  potatoes  and  Keith  would  not  have  had  a good  time 
at  her  table— he  could  live  on  potatoes. 

Now  I must  go  down  and  bring  up  another  arm  load 
of  books— no  telling  what  I shall  find! 

Our  love,  love,  love 


Afrdi*?  ~ 


Garden  City 
Feb.  1,  1965 


Dearest  Helen, 

It  would  do  your  heart  good  to  see  the 
young  people  who  have  bought  our  house.  They  are  as 
excited  as  little  children  on  Christmas  morning— they 
remind  us  of  ourselves  39  years  ago.  Patricia  ha3  an 
architect's  drawing  of  the  floors  here  (we  gave  it  to 
her)  and  she  has  measured  her  furniture,  piece  by 
piece,  and  is  putting  ta  the  little  pieces  on  the 
drawing  so  3he  can  tell  in  advance  just  where  she  wants 
the  beds  and  3ofa3  and  tables  and  chairs  to  go  when  the 
moving  van  brings  them  over.  This  is  such  a good  idea 
that  I am  going  to  follow  it  as  soon  as  I get  a scale 
drawing  of  our  new  house  in  Snowville.  It  will  help 
so  much  in  deciding  what  to  take  with  us  and  what  to 
leave  here  when  we  set  out  la  April. 

We  are  glad  to  be  leaving  hr , but  it 
would  have  been  awful  if  we  had  been  obliged  to  let 
the  house  go  to  oomeone  we  couldn't  bear.  It  is  just 
luck  that  Patricia  was  the  first  one  to  speak  that 
morning  when  the  house  wont  on  sale— it  is  so  pleasant 
to  be  dealing  with  thoroughly  nice  people,  and  this  goe 
for  their  parents  too. 

My  rock  pile  is  steep  and  I must  get 
at  it.  Love,  love,  love  from  us  both,  Nella 


Garden  City,  Feb.  3,  1965 


Dearest  Helen, 


In  rummaging  through  a file  of  old  letters 
yesterday  I came  upon  one  from  a friend  who  had  just 
moved  his  wife  and  two  children  out  of  New  York  City  to 
a country  place  in  New  Jersey.  He  gave  me  a piece  of 
advice,  as  fellows : 

'’If  you  ever  think  of  moving,  put  the 
thought  out  of  your  mind;  if  you  are  compelled  to  move, 
don't  do  it;  if  anyone  tries  to  force  you  to  move,  shoot 
him." 


This  is  exactly  the  advice  I would  pass 
on  now  to  anyone  who  would  listen. 

My  friend  added  a postscript: 

"P.S.  Nevertheless,  notwithstanding, 

Ibmw,  and  all  the  rest  of  it,  we  are  glad  we  did  move." 

I hope  to  be  able  to  add  this  postscript 
after  we  are  settled  in  Snowville  and  that  we  shall  be 
as  happy  next  winter  as  our  friend  was  in  the  charming 
old  Dutch  house  he  had  bought  near  Plainfield,  New  Jersey. 
But  he  was  not  yet  done  with  moving.  He  is  now  in  a big 
old  house  in  Clsmont,  Virginia,  near  Charlottesville . 

You  never  know  where  people  will  turn  up! 

I shall  turn  up  in  the  basement  a few 
minutes  fren  now— sorting  books.  And  what  a Job  that  is! 

Our  love  always  and  always,  Nella 


Garden  City,  Feb.  IT,  1965 


Dearest  Helen, 

Now  that  signs  of  spring  are  all  around  us 
I an  booing  for  a very,  very  cold  day— -really  lay.  Yesterday 
when  I wo.  ? in  New  York  I bought  Keith  a pair  of  "long  Johns" 
for  next  winter— what  they  call  thermo  underwear  which  is 
supposed  to  keep  you  warn  no  matter  what  tho  temperature 
is.  On  this  cold  day  I am  hoping  for  I shall  try  to 
get  Keith  to  put  on  this  new  outfit,  undershirt  as  well 
as  drawers,  then  I'll  push  him  out  the  door  in  blizzard ty 
weather  and  see  how  long  he  can  stand  it.  If  he  doesn’t 
freeze  I'll  buy  stacks  of  the  stuff --we  may  even  want  to 
sleep  in  it  next  winter  as  well  as  wearing  it  all  the  rest 
of  the  tine.  Heigh-ho  for  adventure! 

Love,  love,  love,  Nella 


February  22,  1965 


Dearest  Haney, 


You  and  Kit  cannot  know  how  constantly 
you  have  been  in  my  mind  tlierse  last  few  months.  We 
have  had  (e  ftd.  are  still  having)  such  fun  with  the 
hokey-pokeys,  little  miracles  that  they  are.  I meant  to 
write  you  while  you  were  in  Switzerland  but  our  days  have 
been  rather  breathless. 

We  have  sold  this  house  an*'  have  bought  a 
"town  house"  in  the  village  of  Snowville  where  there  are 
about  8 houses  all  told.  We  shall  have  it  insulated  for 
electric  heat  and  shall  add  all  the  convenience-  we  can 
think  of  to  make  it  warm  and  cosy  in  sub-aero  weather.  Thl3 
will  be  our  winter  home,  with  our  summer  home  only  two  miles 
up  the  hill.  One  home  would  be  enough,  except  that  the 
unpaved  read  up  the  hill  is  net  passable  during  the  seasons 
of  ice  and  snow  and  mud.  We  had  been  thinking  of  leaving 
Garden  City  for  some  tine  (it  has  become  part  of  the 
suburban  night-mare  of  traffic  and  noise) and  ha.  considered 
many  places,  but  when  the  chips  were  down  we  discovered  that 
our  roots  ate  In  the  towns h$p  of  Eaton. 

We  expect  to  leave  here  on  April  18— Keith 

is  scheduled  to  give  a speech  in  Concord,  b.H.  on  the  24th 
before  a convention  of  all  the  Hew  Hampshire  Historical 
Societies;  hi.  little  informal  slide  shows  have  been  oo 
successful  that  he  has  mors  invitations  than  he  can  possibly 
accept  and  after  this  intends  to  confine  himself  to  Eaton 
and  the  adjacent  towns*  I can  think  of  no  circumstances 
under  which  I soul'  .make  a speech,  but  there  Is  plenty  for 
me  to  do  in  other  directions.  I was,  for  instance,  lucky 
enough  to  discover  tii&t  wc  load  a poet  all  our  own— I am 
sending  you  a pamphlet  which  contains  my  article  about  him. 

Our  big  Job  at  the  moment  is  packing  up  to 
leave  here — the  mover-  will  do  moot  of  it,  but,  there  are 
things  that  we  have  to  do  ourselves.  I have  nearly’ 
finlshe  putting  away  ny  Helen  Keller  collection— more  than 
6 cubic  feet  of  stuff.  Some  of  it  I think  perhaps  I ought 
to  burn,  but  it  Is  very  hard  for  anyone  with  my  training  to 
destroy  a document,  -o  I will  postpone  the  dec!  ion. 

Everything  moves  forward  under  the  shadow  of 
my  brother* e Illness.  We  know  what  the  end  will  be,  'out  do 
not  know  when  it  will  come. 


Devoted  love  to  both  of  you. 


February  22,  1965 


Dearest  Helen, 

Robert  goes  to  tho  hospital  on 
Thursday  an*  ho  wants  no  coddling.  Tears  ago  when  he 
was  in  St.  Alban’s  Hospital  here  on  Long  Island  for  a 
quite  serious  hernia  operation  Katharine  Sonant  and  I 
decided  to  drive  over  to  see  him.  The  way  was  complicated, 
the  traffic  was  heavy,  and  wo  got  lo3t  twice,  but  finally 
made  it.  Ve  walked  down  the  long  corriior  to  his  room, 
reached  hie  bedside  and  in  one  breath  cried,  "Oh,  Robert, 
what  can  we  do  for  you?"  "Go  home,"  he  said,  and  after  a 
few  minute s we  went. 

It  is  going  tc  be  hard  on  Ann  when  he  go-9  to 
the  hospital  In  Augusta,  but  he  has  told  her  that  he  doesn’t 
want  her  coming  around.  "Remember, " he  sail,  "I  throw 
Sister  out  of  a hospital  once."  I understand  exactly  how 
he  feele  because  when  I am  sick  I want  to  be  left  alone  in 
ray  misery. 

St.  Albans  is  one  of  the  hospitals  that  you 
and  Polly  visltei,  but  Robert  was  not  there  then.  I wish  he 
had  teen. 

and 

George  Washington’?  birthday/**  the  weather 
is  somewhat  Ilka  the  kind  ho  had  at  Valley  Forge,  only  not 
so  bad.  It  1 s a good  time  for  us  to  rededicate  ourselves 
to  our  country  when  we  think  of  it. 

Our  love,  love,  love,  Nella 


Garden  City,  New  York,  Mar.  1,  1965 


Dearest  Helen, 

Keith  and  I are  having  key  trouble.  In 
cleaning  out  drawers  and  cabinet3  we  come  across  lots  of 
old  keys— big  ones,  little  ones,  middle-sized  ones,  some  of 
them  in  bunches,  some  just  single  keys.  The  house  is  full 
of  key  holes,  in  cabinets  and  chests  and  closets  and  boxes 
anj  bags  and  suitcases,  but  we  haven't  found  a single  thing 
that  a siggle  one  of  these  ofd  keys  will  fit  into!  I don't 
dare  throw  them  away,  at  least  not  yet,  becaase  just  a3  sure 
as  I did  I'd  find  the  right  place  for  one  of  them. 

Meantime  we  know  where  all  our  working  keys 
are— the  front  door,  the  back  door,  the  automobile,  the 
bank  vault,  the  keys  for  the  New  Hampshire  house  and  the 
barn  and  the  pump  house,  so  we  are  getting  along  all  right, 
but  we'd  like  to  solve  the  mystery  of  all  these  other  keys. 

I must  get  back  to  the  search.  Who  knows?  I might  find  an 
unlocked  treasure  chest. 

Until  then  (and  afterwards)  you  have  the 


devoted  love  of  your  bewildered  and  distracted  Nella  and  Keith 


Garden  City,  ter.  10,  1965 


Dearest  Helen, 

Ever  since  we  came  to  this  house  we  have 
had  masses  of  white  spiraea  in  the  spring.  This  year  we 
shall  not  have  them.  Early  last  fall  the  rabbits  decided 
that  this  was  their  favorite  food  and  began  nibbling  off 
the  tips  of  the  branches  close  to  the  ground.  Snow  came 
and  covered  them  up;  the  rabbits  aat  on  the  snow  and  ate 
the  buds  higher  up.  The  snow  got  deeper,  but  the  rabbits 
stayed  on  top  It,  the  wind  blew  the  snow  into  banks,  the 
rabbits  still  stayed  on  top  of  it  and  ate  higher  and  higher. 
This  spring  instead  of  great  fountains  of  white  we  shall  have 
only  a few  mangy  patches  of  white  at  the  tops  of  the  highest 
bushes.  I'd  have  bought  lettuce  an.l  carrots  for  the  little 
wretches,  but  they  were  Hie  opium  addicts;  they  wanted 
spiraea  and  nothing  else— maybe  it  had  more  vitamins  in  it. 
Anyway,  the  rabbits  are  very  frisky  and  are  starting  in  now 
on  such  things  a3  violet  leaves  and  snowdrops,  oh,  dear, 
oh  dear! 

And  now  I must  forget  the  rabbits  and 
begin  packing  up  3heet3  and  towels  and  all  that  sort  of 
stuff  for  the  move  to  New  Hampshire.  Our  love,  love, 
love,  Nella  and  Keith 


Garden  City,  liar.  15,  1965 


Dearest  Helen, 

Yesterday  Ann  told  me  suoh  a lovely  story 
about  a little  Negro  boy  in  the  first  grade  in  a school  in 
Augusta.  It  so  happened  that  he  was  the  only  colored  boy 
in  his  class,  but  all  the  children  had  a fine  time  playing 
together,  except  that  to  the  Negro  all  the  white  boys  b 
looked  so  much  alike  that  he  couldn't  tell  one  from  another 
He  solved  his  problem  by  identifying  the  white  boys  by 
their  shirts— the  boy  in  the  red  shirt,  the  boy  in  the 
blue  striped  shirt,  the  boy  in  the  brown  shirt  with  the 
Indian  head  on  it,  etc.  The  day  came  when  the  Negro  boy's 
mother  told  him  he  must  change  his  own  shirt  and  he  didn't 
want  to  do  it;  he  thought  the  little  white  boys  wouldn't 
know  who  he  was  if  he  changed  his  shirt l Bless  his  sweet 
little  heart. 

In  a few  minutes  I must  go  out  to  see  my 
oculist  to  get  my  glasses  changed— last  time  in  Garden  City 
Later  Keith  will  make  an  appointment  with  his  dentist.  We 
are  trying  to  get  ourselves  all  patched  up  before  we  leave. 

Much,  much  love  from  both  of  us,  Nella 

P.S.  Robert  is  much  worse. 


Garden  City,  Mar.  23,  1965 


Dearest  Helen, 

The  best  of  this  monstrous  job  of  packing 
up  Is  finding  a place  for  things  that  will  be  more  useful 
to  other  people  than  to  U3.  Keith  had  quite  a bit  of  very 
early  radio  apparatus  which  now  belongs  in  museums;  the 
museums  were  so  glad  to  get  it  that  they  sent  for  It.  He 
has  been  able  to  supply  missing  copies  of  technical 
magazines  un  university  libraries  from  California  to  Texas 
to  Maryland,  we  have  given  about  300  books  to  libraries, 
including  the  Garden  City  Public  Library  and  the  local 
High  School  Library,  and  there  is  still  a big  pile  left  for 
the  Good-Sfa  Will  Industries.  The  great  Harris  Collection 
of  American  Plays  and  Poetry  had  the  original  edition  of 
"The  Song  of  the  Stone  Wall,"  but  I was  able  to  send  them 
copies  of  the  Braille  Poets  Guild  edition  that  Merrill 
Maynard  brought  out  in  1955  in  honor  of  your  75th  birthday. 
My  letters  from  Scott  Fitzgerald  went  to  the  Scott 
Fitzgerald  Collection  at  Princeton  University;  the  curator 
was  so  pleased  that  he  telephoned  me  as  soon  as  he  got  them, 
said  they  were  quite  valuable  and  he  would  have  them 
appraised  30  we  could  take  it  off  our  income  tax.  And  so  on 
ani  on  and  on.  All  this  kind  of  thing  slows  us  down,  but  it 
is  very,  very  satisfying.  Every  day  we  come  upon  something 
that  needs  a home— I must  get  to  work  to  see  what  it  will 
be  today.  Our  love,  love,  love,  Nella  and  Keith 


Garden  City,  March  29,  1965 


Dearest  Helen, 


In  a separate  envelope  I am  sending 
you  a little  book  which  I have  owned  and  loved  for 
nearly  40  years.  Like  most  of  our  books,  it  is 
shabby— -that  comes  from  being  read  so  much,  but  it 
is  one  that  I thought  you  and  Winnie  and  Marian 
and  Nell  could  all  enjoy  together,  and  so  I send 
it  with  our  love. 


Nella 


April  12,  1965 


Dearest  Helen, 

A very  funny  little  drana  was  acted  out 
In  our  yard  on  Saturday.  I happened  to  glance  up  from 
my  typewriter  and  what  should  I see  hut  seven  police  dogs 
trotting  in  from  the  street.  They  looked  like  a wolf  pack, 
but  they  acted  like  what  they  actually  were,  a group  of 
friendly  dogs  out  on  a spree.  Not  one  had  a collar  or  any 
other  sort  of  identification.  They  sniffed  around  a while,  then 
settled  down  in  the  sfculoerry  shrubbery  along  out  back  fence, 
everyone  facing  the  road.  We  called  the  police  thinking 
that  somebody  might  be  looking  for  them  and  in  a little 
while  a fat  young  policeman  came  over.  He  looked  at  the 
cogs  and  the  dogs  loosed  back  at  him.  They  didn’t  move 
and  the  policeman  saw  that  the  3ob  was  too  big  for  him  and 
consulted  the  main  office.  After  a while  a big  yellow  dog 
wagon  arrived  with  two  more  policemen  in  it;  they  had  nooses 
and  move!  forward  with  great  confidence,  all  the  neighbors 
watching  by  this  time.  The  logs  got  up,  moving  as  one  dog, 
and  simply  flowed  out  of  the  yard.  The  policemen  tried  to 
run  in  seven  directions  at  once  and  didn’t  get  within  10  feet 
of  a single  dog.  The  neighbors  nearly  died  laughing  and  we 
did  too.  The  policemen  left  with  their  tRilc  between  their 
legs,  got  into  their  automobiles  and  set  out  on  a wild  chase. 

By  this  time  the  dogs  had  faded  out  of  sight  and  so  far  as 
we  know  they  are  still  ahead  of  the  policemen.  What  the  Chief 
of  polloe  nail  probably  scorohed  the  air.  We  hope  we  are 


settling  down  to  a quiet  day— we  3till  have  a lot  of 
packing  to  do.  My  typewriter  will  soon  go  into  it3  case 
and  after  that  I won't  do  much  writing  until  after  we 


open  it  up  on  Po3s  Mt.  We  long  to  be  there, 
much  love  from  us  both,  Hella  and  Keith 


Much, 


Way  30,  1965 


Dear  brother  Matthew, 

Very  many  thanks  for  the 
clippings.  I knew  about  the  repeat  performance 
of  "The  Miracle  Worker,"  but  not  about  the 
hall  of  Pane  and  would  have  missed  It  entirely 
had  you  not  sent  it.  It  Is  pleasant  that 
she  was  remembered,  now  that  she  is  on  the  eve 
of  her  35th  birthday  and  has  been  in  retire  lent 
for  30  long. 


I hope  for  you  a very 
happy  and  fruitful  summer. 


Sincerely, 


Brother  Matthew 

Cardinal  Spellman  Tigh  School 

1991  heedham  Ave.,  Bronx,  N.Y.  10466 


June  12,  1965 


Dear  Brother  latthew: 


'y  thanks  for  the 

clippings  fro:  LIFE  are  tardy,  but  none  the 
less  heartfelt.  It  is  vary  interesting  and 
very  gratldying  to  save  Annie  Uullivar 
speak  to  us  out  of  the  past,  as  3he  continues 
to  do  every  now  and  then.  And  'Ton  tessori , 
who  ranked  Annie  as  the  pioneer  above  herself 
is  also  being  listened  to  once  sore. 

I send  all  rcofi 
vis  es  for  a happy  gunner. 

Sincerely, 


brother  'Tatthev 
1991  eedhan  Ave. 
ronx  66,  "ev  York 


July  4,  1965 


Dear  -Ir.  Gavagan: 


"o  doubt  you  have  already 
learned  that  Mr.  Bryan  3.  .Burgin  In  his  fine 
article  "4  Way  with  Anlnals"  was  nistaken 
when  he  referred  to  "the  late  ielen  Keller." 

'Iss  Keller  celebrated  her  35th  birthday  on 
June  27,  quietly  at  hone  with  her  brother  and 
his  wife  and  a few  inti  late  friends.  She  is 
no  longer  equal  to  strenuous  campaigns  in 
behalf  of  the  blind,  but  she  is  still  alive. 

Sincerely  yours. 


( !rs.)  Nella  . lenney 


7r.  Janes  E.  Gavagan,  Editor 
The  Conservationist 
State  Caapus 
Albany,  'I.Y. 


July  5,  1965 


Dearest  Nancy, 


Tidbit  from  Winnie  yesterday 
afternoon.  Evelyn  Seide  is  writing  a book 
about  Helen,  with  lildred  aiding  and 
abetting!  Winnie  is  very  disturbed  about 
it,  but  I suppose  it  was  inevitable, 
-lildred' 3 support  will  give  status  to  the 
book,  especially  to  those  who  do  not  know 
how  little  the  contact  was  between  the  two 
sisters,  but  there  is  nothing  that  can  be 
done  about  it. 


Winnie  was  also  upset  by 
the  arrival  of  Barnett  and  Peter  Salmon  and 
a photographer — this  resulted  in  that  dreadful 
picture  in  the  l'imes . "lnnie  made  what 
protest  she  could,  but  to  no  effect.  Adams 
and  Noyes  thought  it  a wonderful  picture 
and  so  did  Barnett  and  Salmon,  neither  of 
whom  could  see  it.  Ravla  was  distressed 
(like  everyone  else  that  I have  known  about) 
and  Phillips  dislikes  and  distrusts  Barnett. 

I shouldn't  be  surprised  if  the  gang  is  not 
working  tovrards  a break-up  of  the  establish- 
ment at  Arcan  Ridge  and  putting  Helen  in  a 
nursing  hone  or  something.  Phillips  feels 
(and  I do  too)  that  Barnett  would  be  more 
than  willing  to  throw  Helen  to  the  Hrolve3. 

The  comfort  is  that  Helen  is 
in  no  way  responsible  for  anything,  not  even 
the  gross  violation  of  her  privacy  in  taking 


and  promulgating  that  picture  for  her 
birthday  publicity.  I think  we  are  all 
helpless  and  that  anything  we  try  to  do 
will  only  make  things  worse. 

EXCEPT  your  book  about  Polly!  I 
hope  you  can  hurry  on  with  it!!!!!!!! 

A.nd  I send  my  love  to  you  and 
Kit,  as  alweys, 


July  6,  1965 


Dear  Winnie, 


In  answer  to  your  request  I am  sending  you 
a run-down  of  iiss  Keller's  books  which  should  be  in 
the  library  of  the  Helen  Keller  School. 

THE  STORY  OP  MY  LIFE  is  the  great  classic 
and  will  be  easy  to  get.  So  will  TEACHER:  ANNE  SULLIVAN 
'IACY  and  I think  also  TIE  OPEN  DOOR,  a fine  selection  of 
excerpts  from  Helen's  books,  with  an  introduction  by 
Katharine  Cornell.  TY  RELIGION  can  be  had  from  the 
Swedenborg  Foundation  in  New  York  City— I do  not  know 
the  address. 


All  the  others  will  probably  have  to  be 
looked  for  in  private  libra  les  or  in  second-hand 
book  stores.  The  most  imnortant  of  these  are  TIDSTRBAM: 

'TY  LATER  LIFE,  HELEN  KELLER ”S  JOURNAL,  AND  THE  WORLD  I 
LIVE  IN.  I can  donate  THE  SONG  OP  THE  STONE  WALL  (her 
only  extended  poem  and  a very  fine  one)  as  soon  as  our 
household  goods  cone  up  from  Long  Island,  which  will 
be  some  time  this  fall.  Mine  is  not  a first  edition, 
but  a reprint.  I had  a first  edition,  but  gave  it  to 
the  great  collection  of  American  Plays  and  Poetrj'  at 
Brown  University. 

Of  lesser  importance  are  OPTI  !I3 T (also 
published  under  the  title  IY  KEY  OP  LIFE)  which  wa3 
written  when  she  ms  very  young  an  inexperienced,  LET 

US  IAVE  FAITH  and  WE  BEREAVED.  There  are  soie  nice  things 
in  OUT  OF  TTE  DARK,  but  the  book  is  mainly  political  and 
very  dated. 


The  AFB  might  have  duplicate  cooie3  of 
some  of  the  books.  I can't  at  the  moment  think  of  any 
other  source. 

All  good  wishes,  and  ever  yours, 


Mrs.  Winifred  Corbally 
Arcan  Ridge 
Westport,  Connecticut 


August  24,  1965 


Dear  brother  Matthew: 

It  dl 9 tree gas  me  to  have  to  tell  you  that  this  19 
not  a propitious  time  for  you  to  come  to  Snowville. 

We  are  tied  up  with  many  distractions.  y husband 
has  two  dates  to  speak  before  ?lstorlcal  Societies  In 
lTew  anpehlre  and  one  of  these  will  keep  us  away  fro® 
hone  for  two  or  three  days.  We  are  desperately  at 
work  on  a house  down  the  hill  which  will  be  our 
winter  some;  It  must  be  ready  for  us  (If  possible) 
early  In  Tove  iber,  but  there  Is  much  to  be  done 
and  many  little  problems  (unexpected,  most  of  them) 
and  we  are  constantly  interrupted  to  make  decisions 
about  them. 

Let  us  hope  for  better  luck  next  summer.  Perhaps 
by  that  time  you  oan  find  someone  to  drive  up  with 
you.  Any  other  way  to  come  Is  difficult.  Even 
w en  you  have  reached  Conway  you  are  eight  country 
miles  from  us.  And  let  us  make  plans  at  the  beginning 
of  the  summer — I am  sure  that  we  can  work  out  so  la- 
thing. 

It  la  most  gratifying  that  Annie  Sullivan's  hundredth 
anniversary  la  to  be  commemorated.  I assuae  that 
you  know  about  the  plans  of  the  Perkins  Institution 
and  the  Industrial  ome  for  the  Blind.  It  would  be 
nice  If  ly  book  could  be  relssaed.  We  shall  see. 

With  all  good  wishes,  I am,  a3  ever,  your  friend. 


'rother  Matthew 

Cardinal  Spellman  High  3ohool 

1991  fleedham  Ave.,  Bronx,  TJ.Y.  10466 


August  30,  19^5 


Dear  Ker , 


The  project  described  In  the  Inclosed  la  likely  to  be 
a fine  thing.  Dr.  Peter  lalnon,  a blind  mn,  graduate 
of  the  Perkins  3ohool  for  the  Blind,  Is  one  of  the  best— 
In  ny  opinion  the  very  best— of  the  workers  for  the  blind 
and  the  deaf  blind.  For  ">any  years  he  has  been  iead  of 
the  Industrial  one  for  the  *lind  which  Is  without  peer 
in  its  field.  I think  it  would  be  worth  while  for  your 
publicity  department  to  get  In  touch  with  Peter,  for 
whatever  concerns  Teac  er  concerns  elen  even  more. 

We  are  frantically  at  work  on  our  winter  house  down  the 
hill.  Frost  In  the  valleys  means  that  cold  weather  will 
soon  be  upon  us  and  we  hope  to  be  ready  for  it.. 

I hope  you  have  had  a happy  summer,  prelude  to  a happy 
winter/ 

Ever  yours, 


!r.  Xen  'cOormlok 
Double  day  Co. 

2P7  Park  Ave. 

New  York  10017 


MS.  HENNEI  H/7/65 

THAI®  YOU  FOR  YOUR  KINDNESS. 

WINNIE 

Had  a post  card  from  Margaret  Thomson  yesterday. 
Switzerland.  How  nice  for  her  to  be  on  holiday. 


November  0,  196 5 


Dear  Winnie, 


Helen  did  write  the  letter  of  which  Mr*  Humphreys  sent 
you  a copy,  it  was  to  Mark  Twain  and  the  Mr.  Choate 
was  r.  Joseph  odges  Choate  who  had  been  our  ambassador 
to  Great  Britain.  The  occasion  was  the  first  meeting 
of  the  New  York  Association  for  the  Adult  Blind.  lark 
Twain  wa3  chairman  of  the  meeting  and  I think  Mr.  Choate 
must  have  been  one  of  the  speakers. 

”ark  Twain  read  the  letter  aloud  at  the  meeting  and  later 
reprinted  it  in  his  Autobiography  with  a re-cap  of  his 
intooductory  words.  I quoted  some  paragraphs  from  the 
letter  in  Anne  Sullivan  lacy  and  Mr.  Albert  Bigelow 
Paine,  Mark  Twain* 3 literary  executor,  was  kind  enough 
to  give  me  permission  to  quote  also  from  the  introductory 
words.  I have  a hazy  feeling  that  the  letter  was 
included  in  Helen's  book,  Out  of  the  Dark,  but  my  copy 
is  still  in  storage  on  Long  Island  and  I can't  be  sure. 

The  original  letter  must  be  among  the  lark  Twain  papers 
with  Helen's  signature  and  what  Mr.  Humphreys  has  must 
be  a verbatim  copy.  At  any  rate,  it  was  a fine  letter  and 
a very  exciting  thing  to  come  upon. 


Affectionately, 


Mrs.  Winifred  Corbally 
Arcan  Bldge 
Westport,  Connecticut 


Jan.  2,  1 >6 


Le  ,r  lea, 

* maA  you  for  your  letter  ana  the  trouble  you 
mave  tiiren  about  ANNS  SULLIVAN  HACY.  The  boot 
^ a aall  devoted  following  (very  gratifying 
to  its  author),  but  it  does  not  surprise  me 
t.iat  it  carries  no  commercial  weight. 

Your  Chxlatiaaa  card  was  ae  uuual  distinguished 
in  every  way,  one  to  Iceep  when  the  o the  re  are 
thrown  out.  It  was  sent  to  our  old  address  in 
Gar'en  City;  would  you  mind  having  it  changed 
to  Jno>-ville  on  your  list?  By  next  Cnristmas 
our  time  will  have  run  out  for  automatic 
forw ar>  log  of  first-class  mail,  Out  I shall 
want  my  Christmas?  card  Jus t the  same! 

All  good  wishes  for  1966  and  all  the  rest  of 

the  time— 


r.  ten  IcCormicIc 


<S,  Wv 


Feb.  2,  1966 


*tr 

Dear  Virginia, 

3 t bn  ;ine  out  of  the  way  first:  I no  longer  have  a 
coiuioc  j ioa  c.-iio  i allows  as  a laoount  on  cooks,  but  I aa 
ou  shook  for  #10  to  bay  some  of  Ralon'e  book » 
for  onlin  O.ian.  As  a matter  of  fact,  I tiiinx  there  are 
only  two  that  woul  be  of  special  use  to  her,  THF.  STORY 
OF  <Y  LIFE  aa  THE  OPEN  DOOJd.  3oth  of  these  I believe  are 
in  print.  AC-CCR  la  also  in  print  in  paperback  I think 
an.  that  sight  oa  a . :.e  • Isn’t  onlin  Onaa  the  Chinese 
girl  who  ha  o much  publicity  a few  years  oack?  Very, 
very  attractive  and  joyous. 

I wan  gla  to  near  of  the  honor  to  Robert  Smith  ae.  Well 

enervs;  2 

You  are  extraordinarily  lucky  to  have  the  sort  of  son  that 
i yours,  out  you  nee  no  one  to  tell  you  this,  I thin* 
you  unieratan  each  other  well  enough  an  love  each  other 
too  nucn  to  lake  any  foo'lisn  sacrifices  on  either  si  c.  Sut 
you  o seem  hell-bent  on  working  yourself  to  death  for  the 
Itfrt.  Don't  o it.  I oeg  this. 

le  are  living  iri  a fairyland  of  snow  and  ice— the  beauty  1 ■; 
beyon  escrlptlon  an 1 we  ion't  have  to  go  out  of  the  house 
to  enjoy  i ;.  Bvery  window  glfO  00  . •/ L •* • — i.:.:  or  :t 

open  on  oat  t.  to  the  north,  but  everywhere  is  goo  . 

-le  move  in  early  in  December  and  for  six  weeks  campe  out 
with  a two-burner  electric  plate  an  1 the  refrigerator  in 
the  narlor.  This  phase  is  over  and  I admit  that  sometimes 
it  v ru  . . The  houee  la  till  not  finish*  , but  we 

have  a proper  citchen  now  and  we  have  always  ha i comfortable 
leaping  quarters  an  a bath.  Our  roa  ~ are  kept  clear  an 
we  d.ave  la ; no  ifficulty  in  coming  an  going.  An  we  nave 
no  regret;-  whatever  about  leaving  Oar  en  City  an  lew  York. 

One  of  these  ays  we  hope  to  ;ee  you  up  here— next  summer 
■layOc. 

It  was  won  erful  to  hear  from  you  I 


Affectionately  always. 


Feb.  10,  1966 


Dear  Virginia, 


I am  sorry  to  have  to  tell  you  that  It  Is  much  too 
late  to  ask  Helen  for  something  for  Pohlln  Chan.  I 
wish  we  ha~  thought  of  It  a year  or  two  ago.  Helen 
has  been  losing  ground  ever  since  you  saw  her.  She 
still  ha;  brief  periods  of  awareness,  but  they  are 
too  fleeting  to  allow  such  a request  to  be  put  bsfse 
before  her.  It  13  possible  that  when  all  our  things 
here  are  unpacked  (two  or  three  months  from  now)  I 
shall  come  across  3ome  object  that  Helen  gave  me 
that  might  give  Pohlin  Chan  pleasure  to  own  and  if 
so  I shall  be  very  happy  to  give  it  to  her.  I haven't 
been  able  to  think  of  anything  thus  far,  but  my  head 
is  a muddle  with  the  workmen  still  hammering  and 
sawing  away  at  the  house  and  many  of  the  things  I 
want  still  packed  In  boxes  and  stored  In  the  barn 
loft  where  at  the  moment  I can't  get  at  them. 

What  I have  said  about  Helen's  condition  is  in 
confidence,  but  you  can  certainly  say  that  when  she 
feels  better  (not  likely  but  possible)  I will  get  in 
touch  with  her  about  a gift  for  Pohlln  Chan. 

It  is  always  good  to  hear  from  you. 


Affectionately , 


Feb.  19,  1966 


Dear  Hr.  Liechty: 

It  was  most  kind  and  thoughtful  of  you 
to  write  me  as  you  did  about  my  article 
on  Annie  Sullivan.  I had  fretted  over 
it  so  much  that  I lost  all  sense  of 
Judgement;  it  13  a comfort  to  know  that 
you  like  it  and  for  her  cake  ane  my  sake 
I am  very  proud  that  it  is  to  be  the 
lead  article. 

All  that  I have  seen  of  the  literature 
about  the  commemoration  ha3  been  Gplendld 
anu  I look  forwari  to  the  New  Outlook. 

tfy  thanks  again. 


Sincerely  yours, 

cvM 


Hr.  Howard  M.  Liechty 

The  Matilda  Ziegler  iTagA3lne  for  the  3lind 
Monsey,  New  York 


Feb.  B4,  1 


Dear  Xrs.  Smith; 

It  has  seen  called  to  my  attention  that 
In  the  manuscript  of  my  article  on  Anne 
Sullivan  >'<acy  there  is  a typographical 
error  on  page  3»  second  to  last  line  on 
the  paragraph  oe ginning  "Most  of  the  time..." 
"nothin^,"  shoalu  of  course  be  "noting." 
loui’  proof  readers  will  no  doubt  catch  it 
and  I shall  sec  proofs,  out  as  a double 
check  I sen^  it  along  now. 

Mr.  Llechty  some  me  a note  which  please  , 
me  very  much. 


Sincerely  yours. 


,xs.  della  3.  Henney 


Mrs.  ^atricla  B.  Smith 

New  Outlook  for  the  Blind 

13  Nest  16  3t.  New  fork,  N.T.  10011 
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March  14,  1966 


Dear  Petsr, 


Your  letter  made  me  happy  In  many  ways.  To  begin  with, 
everything  that  has  cone  to  ay  attention  about  what  you 
an^  Dr.  Waterhouse  are  doing  given  ne  confidence  that 
the  Anno  Sullivan  I-Sacy  Centennial  ’fill  stan.  out  as  a 
model  for  ltn  kind.  I am  proud  to  be  a part  of  It. 

It  Is  characteristic  of  you  to  be  so  thoughtful  about 
making  arrangements  for  me  If  I should  be  able  to  come 
to  any  of  the  events.  I an  sorry  to  say  that  for  aany 
reasons  I cannot,  though  Keith  an I I would  like  to  be 
present  at  every  one  of  then.  In  our  ora  way,  we* 11 
be  there,  though  none  will  see  us. 

I shoul  particularly  like  to  attend  the  Memorial 
Service  in  the  national  Cathedral.  I was  there  on 
ITov.  2,  19T>6.  with  Helen  and  Polly  and  a few  others 
when  Teacher’s  ashes  were  placed  in  the  Chapel  of  St. 
Joseph  of  Arlmathea,  the  first  woman  to  have  the  honor 
of  burial  in  the  Cathe-.ral  because  of  her  own  achieve- 
ments. wives  had  got  In  because  of  their  husbands 
before  this.  I o not  know  what  other  wonen.  If  any, 
have  gone  in  as  Teacher  did. 

It  Is  splen’i  that  Robert  Sralthdas  Is  to  be  singled 
out  as  Handicapped  American  of  the  Year.  For  such  a 
long  time  teachers  of  the  deaf-blind  tried  to  make  Helen 
Kellers  of  their  pupils.  A Robert  Smith  as,  taught  to 
develop  himself  as  Robert  Smith 'as  and  no  one  else  shows 
that  this  phase  is  over.  T ov  Annfe  Sullivan  voul  have' 
rejoiced ! 

Your  generous  words  about  ny  article  all  but  overwhelms ’ 
me.  If  possible,  I should  like  to  have  five  or  elx  of 
the  brochures  to  send  to  friends  who  are  certain  to  be 
Interested. 

Dear  Peter,  I do  thank  you  for  your  letter;  we  have  been 
friends  for  a long  time  and  though  v;e  see  each  other  only 
on  rare  occasions,  the  links  somehow  grow  stronger  and 
stronger  all  the  time. 

With  continued  good  wl3he3  for  the  Centennial  and  special 
good  wishes  for  you  and  Mrs.  Salmon,  I am 


Ever  sincerely  your3, 


April  4,  1966 


Dear  Mrs.  Smith: 

Thanh  you  very  much  for  the  copies  of 
MThe  New  Outlook  for  the  Blind. w It 
is  very  handsome  indeed  and  I am  proud 
to  have  a place  inside  it. 

Has  a copy  been  sent  to  Miss  Keller? 

Those  three  devoted  women  who  are 
looking  after  her  would  be  most  interested 
and  there  are  times  when  Miss  Keller 
herself  would  be.  I should  think  the 
copy  might  be  addressed  to  her  companion, 
Mrs.  Winifred  Corbally  who  would  know 
exactly  when  to  approach  Miss  Keller 
with  it. 

Best  regards. 


Mrs.  N.B.  Henney 


Mrs.  Patricia  Smith 

New  Outlook  for  the  Blind 

15  West  16  St.,  New  York,  N.Y.  10011 


April  4,  1966 


Dear  3rother  Matthew, 

Thank  you  for  your  letter.  I am  sorry  to 
have  to  say  that  I shall  not  be  able  to 
attend  any  of  the  events  In  commemoration 
of  Annie  Sullivan's  birthday.  Various 
circumstances  make  It  Impossible  for  me  to 
leave  here  at  the  present  time. 

I did  write  an  article  about  her  for  the 
HEW  OUTLOOK  FOR  THE  BLIND,  the  magazine 
published  by  the  American  Foundation  for 
the  Blind.  I am  promised  extra  copies  of 
the  article  and  I shall  send  you  one  as 
soon  as  they  come.  I want  you  to  see  it. 

You  would  be  Interested  in  th*»  special 
Issue  of  the  magazine  (April,  1966)  in 
honor  of  ASM,  but  I shall  not  have  extra 
copies  of  It.  Perhaps  you  have  access  to 
it  anyway. 

My  husband,  after  consulting  one  of  those 
perpetual  calendars,  says  that  March  3» 

1887,  was  indeed  a Thursday.  I am 
embarrassed ! 

All  gool  wishes  and  many  thanks. 


April  I-'  , U6S 


Scar  brother  iiatthev, 

this  &eems  to  be  a particularly  appropriate 
-ay  for  as  to  thank  you  for  your  lovniy 
..ru  chute  for  leader's  centennial.  Kow 
fresh  it  lot  Jot  in  any  way  a repetition 
of  what  ha  i youc  before,  but  a fine 
supplement  to  every  tiling  else  that  has 
been  done.  You  ani  the  printer  apparently 
"worked  your  hc-a»  - off,"  ao  the  eayin^  Ooes. 
Ani  to  tniak.  he  lid  It  gratis! 

In  many  ways  - at:  uoiry  that  I cannot  be 
pi’SLont  at  any  of  ths  events,  but  in  my 
own  ab3ent?.e  way  I shall  be  at  then  all. 

> > 

nan/  thanks,  I an,  ao  always , 
Most  sincerely  yours. 


Brother  .at  the:. 

Cardinal  Spellman  High  School 


April  23,  1966 


Dear  Winnie , 

I am  returning  the  lotterc  for  your  files . 
Don't  ever  hesitate  to  send  no  anything— 
there  la  do  little  I can  do  for  Helen  that 
the  leant  thing  13  a pleasure. 

Thic  in  the  stationery  for  the  Bicentennial 
observances  of  our  little  township  of  Eaton- 
Snowville  in  one  of  the  two  villages  in  it. 
2he  medallion  was  creates  by  a young  woman 
whose  family  has  been  here  for  four 
generations.  She  caught  the  spirit  of  the 
town  anc;  wo  are  all  very  proud  of  it. 

We  are  going  to  the  poctofflce  in  a few 
minuter,  and  I must  stop  now. 


Affectionately, 


/ 


Snowvllle,  'T.II. 
April  23,  1066 


Dear  Brother  Hatthev* 

Once  nore  I am  deeply  indebted  to  you.  I 
almost  missed  Dr.  "aide’s  article  which  I 
thought  very  fine  Indeed. 

A friend  of  mine  In  Vermont  sent  no  a 
clipping  from  the  Bennington  Banner 
which  gave  an  account  of  a Hassaohusotts 
committee  which  Is  planning  to  erect  a 
permanent  tablet  in  Pce’lng  Hills  In 
hnor  of  Anne  Sullivan.  Isn't  this  won- 
'erful! 

The  medallion  at  the  top  of  this  page 
was  designed  and  executed  for  the 

Bicentennial  of  our  little  township  of 
Baton  (Snowvllle  Is  one  of  the  two 
villages  In  It).  The  young  woman  le 
in  the  fourth  generation  of  her  family 
to  live  here  and  we  all  think  she  has 
caught  the  very  spirit  of  the  town. 

The  commemorative  events  will  be  modest 
(as  befits  a town  with  only  131  Inhabitants) 
but  with  hard  work  and  devotion  we  hope 
to  cone  up  with  something  worth  while. 


Evor  sincerely,  ever  gratefully. 


Snowvllle,  M.H 
May  16,  1966 


Dearest  iiancy, 

I don't  know  how  much  of  the  "literature” 
connected  with  the  ASM  centennial  you  and 
Kit  have  seen,  but  I am  sen  ling  a batch  of 
it.  Peter  Salmon,  Virginia  Scharoff,  and  the 
indefatigable  3rother  Matthew  kept  me  abreast 
of  events  an  so  far  as  I can  tell  everything 
went  off  in  fine  style.  Dr.  dusk  has  an 
excellent  article  in  the  M . Y . Times  about 
Teacher,  but  I ’on't  have  an  extra  copy. 
Sassachusetts  has  appointed  a committee  to 
erect  a tablet  in  her  honor  at  Feeling  Hills. 
Brother  Matthew,  an  instructor  at  Oar* Inal 
Spellman  Ugh  School  put  together  the  pamphlet 
with  the  photographs  from  The  Miracle  Worker 
an’  persuade  the  printer  of  their  yearbook 
to  do  2000  copies  of  it  gratis  in  honor  of  the 
occasion.  If  it  wa3  up  to  him  I think  he'd 
have  Teacher  in  the  Oalnn'ar  of  Saint0,  and 
wouldn't  that  be  fun! 

Keith  an  I are  very  busy  with  our  Town's 
Bicentennial.  !ote  the  medallion  at  the  top 
of  the  page.  It  was  done  by  one  of  our  local 
girls,  fourth  generation  of  her  family  to  Have 
here  and  we  are  all  very  olease  with  it. 
week  we  arc  moving  up  the  dirt  road  to  our 
other  house  away  from  the  hammering  and  sawing 
it  is  °till  going  on  here.  The  din  shouldn't 
last  much  longer  and  in  any  case  we'll  be  back 
an  forth  all  cummer.  Address  an!  telephone 
the  same  for  both  houses. 

It  would  be  such  delight  to  hear  that  you 
will  be  ri  lng  around  in  this  area  before  the 
sea  on  is  over. 


Meantime,  our  love. 


June  4,  1966 


Dear  Mr.  Goelens 


At  the  request  of  Mr.  tfllllam  Gibson  of  Stoclcbrldge, 
Massachusetts,  I am  sending  you  herewith  photographs 
of  the  letters  of  the  hand  alphabet  which  Anne 
Sullivan  used  In  teaching  Helen  Keller. 

The  right  hand  only  Is  used  and  the  hand  In  the 
photographs  Is  that  of  Helen  Keller. 


Very  truly  yours. 


Mrs.  Keith  Henney 


Mr.  H.  Goelea 
Vredepleln  2 
KKAAINEM 
3elglum 


Jure  9,  1966 


Dear  'r.  als  : 


Thin  Ip  to  add  ny  pernl anion  to  that 
which  you  avo  alroady  reoelveJ  froi 
the  aw  Outlook  for  the  11  id  to 
"eprint  parts  of  iy  article  on  Annie 
ulllvan,  .akin'  whatever  c^an  ;ee 
you  think  d03l rahle  for  your  youn^ 
readers  of  the  Juvenile  rollle 
on  t ■ ly . 


Tlnoerely  yours, 


'r3.  ella  roddy  enney 


'r.  Jo  n C.  'als 

Clovarrook  7o  0 a id  '»o'  ool  for  the  rllnd 
' 99T  anil ten  Ave* 

Clnolnnatl,  Ohio  45231 


July  6,  1966 


Dear  Mr.  Tyler: 


lour  letter  of  June  27  to  TI33  Helen  Keller  has 
been  referred  to  is  by  her  present  companion, 
T9.  Winifred  Co:'bally.  I an  sorry  to  have  to 
tell  you  that  Kite  Keller  la  now  an  Invalid, 
unable  to  take  part  In  your  wonderful  plan  for 
a memorial  to  her  teacher. 

Perhaps  some  of  the  re at  of  us  can  help  If  you 
will  tell  ua  Just  what  kinds  of  things  you 
want  for  the  cabinet— books,  papers,  mementos, 
or  What— and  how  much  spaoe  you  will  have. 

'To  one  will  take  more  pleasure  In  this  manorial 
than  '?iee  Keller.  3he  ha3  times  of  complete 
awareness  and  during  these  Mrs.  Corbally  will 
tell  her  all  about  it. 


With  all  good  wishes  to  you  and  to 
the  projeot,  I am  at  your  service. 

31ncerely, 


hr3.  Nella  ' raddy  enney 


The  Reverend  John  3.  Tyler 
56  Reed  St. 

Agawam,  Tass. 


July  13,  1966 


Doer  ‘r3.  Jones: 

Isa  elen  Kellor’e  present  companion,  rs. 
Winifred  Corbally,  ms  sent  your  recent  letter 
to  los  teller  to  ie  for  reply.  I an  eorry  to 
hare  to  tell  you  that  ^lss  Keller  la  no  longer 
able  to  take  care  of  her  own  correspondence, 
tut  happy  to  add  that  she  ms  a devoted  household 
and  la  still  her  serene  and  lovely  self. 

I mve  been  through  ay  collection  of  Helen 
Keller  books  and  articles  and  I oannot  Identify 
the  quotation  you  sent  as  hers.  Of  course.  Ilka 
the  rest  of  us,  she  would  agree  with  Its 
sentiments,  but  I think  30  eor.e  else  wrote  It. 

In  any  event.  It  Is  a fine  motto  to  mve. 

71th  all  good  wlahe3,  I an 

Sincerely  yours. 


( Trs.)  7ella  'raldy  anney 


rs.  Robert  Jones 
600  Claremont 
~aytovn,  v-ig90uri 


64133 


July  20,  1966 


Dear  Ir.  Tyler: 


In  response  to  your  letter  of  July  14  I shall  begin 
with  a list  of  the  books  I think  you  ought  to  have 
in  your  Anne  Sullivan  cabinet. 

1.  - torv  of  "~t  Life  by  Helen  Keller,  first 
published  in  1902  and  now  a classic.  This  13  the 
best  source  of  material  on  Anne  Sullivan’s  "method. " 

The  wonder  of  it  is  that  she  had  no  method,  but 
depended  upon  her  own  common  sense  and  brilliant 
Intuition.  I have  hopes  that  I can  get  an  autographed 
copy  of  this  for  you. 

2.  "Id stream  by  Helen  Keller,  a continuation  of  the 
story  of  her  life,  published  in  1929»  Since  there  is 
no  possible  ohance  of  having  v'iss  Keller  write  anything 
for  you  for  the  occasion,  I suggest  that  you  consider 
the  final  paragraphs  cf  the  last  chapter,  entitled 

"My  Guardian  Angel." 

3.  Teacher  by  Helen  Keller,  published  in  1955* 

4.  Anne  Sullivan  Hacy.  the  Story  ,7e>ilnd  elen  Keller 
by  TIella  Braddy,  published  in  1933.  This  was  written 
while  Anne  Sullivan  was  alive  and  is  as  much  her  book  as 
mine,  like  Hid stream,  this  book  is  very  hard  to  come 
by.  I ai  therefore  sending  you  copies  of  both  of  them, 
along  with  a copy  of  Teacher  which  I happened  to  have  on 
hand. 

5*  The  Hew  Outlook  for  the  blind,  magazine.  Write  to 
Dr.  Robert  Barnett,  American  Foundation  for  the  Blind 
15  West  16  Street,  Hew  York,  N.Y.  10011  for  a copy  of 
the  Special  Anno  Sullivan  lacy  Centennial  issue,  April, 
19 66. 

6.  A Tribute  to  Anne  Sullivan,  brochure.  Write  to 
Dr.  Peter  Salmon,  The  Industrial  Home  for  the  Blind, 

57  Willoughby  St.,  Brooklyn,  Hew  York,  11201  for  a copy. 

7*  The  tirade  Worker  by  William  Gibson.  This  is  not 
source  material,  but  it  is  exoellently  done  and  you 
might  want  it.  Mr.  Gibson's  address  is  Stockbridge, 
Massachusetts. 


It  1 3 possible  that  I my  be  able  to  3end  you  an 
object  that  had  -leaning  for  both  MI33  Keller  and 
Mrs.  Macy,  but  this  I oannot  yet  pro~ii3e. 

You  were  kind  to  Invite  Tie  to  the  dedication  and 
I an  sorry  to  have  to  say  that  It  will  be  quite 
inpos3ibl9  for  ne  to  be  present.  I an  older  now 
than  Anne  3ullivan  was  when  she  died  and  travel 
fron  Snowvllle  in  any  direction  la  difficult. 

If  you  can  think  of  any  other  way  that  I oan 
help,  please  renenber  that  I an  at  your  service. 


Sincerely  yours. 


Mrs.  Keith  Henney 


Rev.  John  3.  Tyler,  Vicar 
56  Reed  St.,  Agawam,  Tass. 


P.3 . The  American  Foundation  for  the  Blind  19  a good 
souroe  for  photographs.  Sane  address  as  above. 


July  29.  19C 


Deer  l >a  lo-aeot 


I ai  30'  rv  to  avo  to  tell  ou  t..?  L 
lev  Keller  1.-  no  lo  &r  a»—e  to  r>e*tT0 
Heitor  — oar  "toulai  :.y  sorry  i vo  ir 
oaoe,  i or  * t vns  you«*  musty?  oas  vrcslor 

• 

~ave  t'-e  due  and  all  t e rv«3l  followed* 

I m eeudlvg  your  note  to  1 '.r  prt-ront 
nuroe-coupanlou,  ro.  Ini  fed  or.vally, 

,T  o ulll  e oo  3 r>*i  appropriate  ’io  j;;t 
to  tell  ‘mr  a.  ou+  it.  or  a:ie  would  awe 
enjoy Q'  ee^in  , you— n in  yoaru  r.  ol 


Incerely  yoare. 


■ . elk  • r>  'ie. . 


lea  cnlcu  Llekens 

r.o.  jx. 

ort.  al  out  , aer.  ♦ 25: 


i . 15.  1966 


3©ar  vr.  are  tor  4* 


Your  iette-  of  £u  :uet  ^ to  ’.03  elan 
feller  haa  been  turned  over  to  -a  by 
liar  ?~e-*en4fc  ©O'  r'*nior,  ::rr.  -lnlfred 
Corbally,  dies  feller  .ersel?  la  not 
well  er.ou#.  at  tho  indent  to  writs  to 
you,  out  I m ours  ■?'«  would  .'’v©  no 
o\  faction  to  your  use  of  ter  poe~.  at 
alSht  It  not  be  better  If  you  let  your 
poeo  stand  on  Its  oin  feet?  You  could 
write  a fev*  lines  explaining  that  your 
?o<3  i 'fli.i  Inspired  by  oae  of  i s ^Ucr’r, 
taen  It  woul-5  stand  out  on  t;  a ou  *e  o\ 

Its  own  rierlte? 

I was  startled  when  I end  your  lette", 
for  we  have  a rs.  cs3le  T'.urotoo  Vo  'e 
in  inovvills.  be  urstons  are  r "37 
old  fr  illy  In  t’  Is  net  :h bar  00c1. 

Good  luolc  to  you  in  your  project! 


i^oerely  yours. 


re.  ellr.  n;1  ly  eniey 


r3.  essie  A,  huraton 
">ry,  Indiana 


Au  ^gt  23,  1966 


Dear  'ra.  Leonard: 


Tour  letter  of  August  14  to  ^lss  elen  Keller  has 
been  referred  to  me  by  her  present  companion,  *re. 
Winifred  Corbally.  I sun  sorry  to  have  to  tell  you 
t'  at  just  now  'lao  Keller  la  not  well  enou^  i to 
write  t'r  e statement  you  ask  for  on  cosmic  oongcioue- 
ness. 

Can  you  tell  me  In  which  of  her  books  the  passage 
on  Immortality  appears?  Or  3end  me  a copy  of  It? 

:1ho  has  made  so  many  references  to  Immortality 
in  her  writing  that  I oannot  identify  a specif lo 
ore  without  ore  Information. 


Very  sincerely  yours, 


rs.  Hella  ^raddy  enney 


Tre.  Paul  Leonard 
161  . Oak  Knoll  Ave. 

Pasadena,  California 


August  28,  1966 


Dear  Brother  Matthew, 


I think  you  will  be  glad  to  know  that  in  January  or 
February  of  next  year  the  British  Broadcasting 
Corporation  will  broadcast  a serial  reading  of  my 
ANNE  SULLIVAN  MACY.  To  quote  from  their  letter 
asking  permission,  "This  will  be  a straight  reading 
in  about  ten  episodes,  each  approximately  13  to  14 
minutes  in  length."  I am  very  pleased  about  it. 


A week  or  two  ago  a friend  of  mine  told  me  about 
a recent  book  by  a man  named  Cla3ser  (I  don't  have 
his  given  name)  called  REALITY  THERAPY.  Teacher 
appears  in  it  as  a fine  example  of  this  kind  of 
therapy.  I have  not  yet  seen  the  book,  but  expect  to 
before  a great  while. 


The  summer  has  been  quite  frantic  with  the 

continuing  work  on  our  winter  house  down  the 
hill  (nearly  done)  and  with  various  events  con- 
nected with  our  Town's  Bicentennial  events.  These 
are  slowing  down  and  the  "summer  people"  are 
leaving,  which  means  that  life  is  due  to  be  much 
more  restful  and  spacious. 


Thank  you  for  the  clipping  from  Look.  Thank  you  for 
many  things. 


Sincerely  yours, 


No  chance  that  I can  see  of  my  getting  to  New  York 
or  Feeding  Hills.  For  one  thing,  I am  too  old  for 
raoketing  around  and  there  are  other  reasons. 


Sept.  6,  1966 


Dear  Brother  Matthew, 


I think  you  will  be  pleased  with  the 
inclosed  clipping  from  QST,  a magazine 
for  short-wave  radio  amateurs.  I never 
expected  to  see  Teacher's  name  in  its 
pages. 

All  good  wishes. 


Brother  Matthew 

Cardinal  Spellman  high  School 


Sept.  11,  1967 


Dear  Brother  Matthew, 


A few  days  ago  Keith  rummaged  through  his  negatives 
and  made  for  you  the  Inclosed  print  of  Teacher  and 
me  In  the  living  room  at  Forest  Hills.  This  is  the 
only  picture  that  was  ever  made  of  the  two  of  us 
together  and  it  has  never  been  published. 

A small  check  from  the  8rltish  Broadcasting  Co. 
reminded  me  that  I had  not  told  you  that  they 
had  carried  out  a program  of  readings  from  my  book. 
The  money  from  this  will  go  to  the  Anne  Sullivan 
Macy  Services  for  the  Deaf-blind  at  the  Industrial 
Home  for  the  Blind  in  Brooklyn.  Nor  (I  think) 
did  I tell  you  that  a school  for  the  blind  in 
Kuala  Lumpur  had  asked  for  (and  got)  permission 
for  the  Library  of  Congress  make  a copy  of  my 
book  for  them. 

Autumn  colors  are  coming  on  fast,  giving  us  an 
increasingly  theaterlcal  background.  All  three 
of  us  wish  you  were  here  to  enjoy  it  with  us 
and  we  all  send  you  ever  so  many  good  wishes, 
scattering  out  in  all  directions. 


Sincerely  yours. 


Brother  Matthew 


September  13,  1966 


Dear  tr3.  Leonard: 


In  response  to  your  letter  of  3ept.  3 I suggest 
that  you  tyet  hold  of  a copy  of  "The  Open  Door” 
by  elen  Keller.  This  is  a collection  of 
quotations  from  her  other  hooks;  it  was  compiled 
under  her  direction  and  approval  and  I think 
you  will  find  what  you  need  in  it.  The  hook 
was  published  by  Doubleday  & Company  in  1957 
and  it  is  to  then  that  you  should  apply  for 
permission  to  use  any  of  it.  The  address  is 
227  Park  Ave.,  flew  York,  fl.Y.  10017. 


Sincerely  yours, 


Mrs.  Nella  B.  Henney 


'rs.  Paul  Leonard 


Sept.  18,  1967 


Dearest  Nancy,  Jj-/ W 

I have  been  fumbling  around  in  my  mind  for  some- 
thing useful  to  say  about  the  situation  at  Arcan 
Ridge,  but  without  much  success.  Yesterday  when 
I talked  with  Winnie  I asked  casually  about 
Marian's  financial  set-up.  The  APB  got  her  26  weeks 
of  Social  Security  payments;  she  had  recently  sold 
a house  (the  one  in  which  she  and  her  third  husband 
had  lived)  for  $10,000  which  she  was  able  to  put 
away  as  a nest  egg.  And  fcs  she  had  sold  other 
houses.  She  was  knocked  out  by  the  tragedy,  but 
not  disabled  and  intends  to  go  back  to  work  at 
a later  date. 

I've  no  idea  how  much  they  pay  Winnie.  It  ought  to 
be  at  least  as  nurse  and  housekeeper,  but  I am  afraid 
that  if  we  tried  to  raise  it  now  we  might  rob  her 
of  something  that  is  very  precious  to  her.  If 
anyone  of  us  (chiefly  Kit)  were  ever  in  informal 
conversation  with  Jimmy  Adams  or  Mr.  Noyes  the 
subject  might  come  up  naturally.  Palling  this  I 
think  a special  bonus  from  the  APB  and  the  rest  of 
us  might  be  in  order  when  the  time  comes. 

Helen  had  been  in  a slump  for  about  a week  or  ten 
days,  but  when  I called  Winnie  said  she  was  enjoying 
her  dinner  and  was  once  more  alert.  These  slumps 
have  become  more  frequent  and  she  never  gets  back 
to  her  previous  level,  but  Winnie  has  not  felt  that 
the  time  had  come  to  alert  her  family  and  friends. 

It  was  good  to  hear  from  you!  I am  sorry  about 
Shuts.  Other  friends  of  ours  have  gone  though  the 
same  kind  of  disappointment.  Our  usual  luck  has  held 
We  are  exactly  where  we  want  to  be  and  we  have  run 
into  a fascinating  Job  that  will  keep  us  busy  as  long 
as  we  live,  no  matter  how  long  that  may  be.  It's  a 
long  and  exciting  story  about  hov,  almost  by  accident 
we  saved  the  Town  papers  from  destruction.  All  our 
work  has  of  course  been  a labor  of  love,  but  the  Town 
Itself,  poor  as  it  is,  unanlmosuly  voted  us  $2000 


for  the  printing  of  whatever  kind  of  history  we 
wanted  to  write.  We  have  been  ever  so  pleased 
about  the  response  from  Insiders  and  outsiders, 
but  when  a five -gene rati on  old  timer  stops  us 
and  say3  "I  like  it  awful  much,"  we  melt  like 
butter.  It's  all  been  such  fun! 

I must  stop  myself.  I have  become  gallulous 


October  11,  1966 


Dear  Bob, 

It  waa  nice  to  hear  fro  a you.  I have  made  a few 
corrections  on  the  obituary,  which  I now  return  to  you. 

Ty  knowledge  of  the  present  funeral  arrangements  is 
very  skimpy.  Long  ago  Robert  Pfeiffer,  a Methodist 
and  a close  friend  of  Helen  and  Polly  was  chosen  as 
the  minister  in  charge.  He  is  dead  now,  and  so  are 
many  of  the  pallbearers  chosen  at  the  same  time — 
Conrad  Berens,  Jo  Davidson,  Van  Vfyck  Brook3,  and 
others.  Helen’s  brother  Phillips  is  the  only  man 
alive  who  is  really  close  to  her  and  I think  that  he 
and  her  sister  Mildred  should  be  consulted  about 
whatever  plans  are  made.  My  own  feeling  is  that  it 
should  be  kept  as  simple  as  possible.  Helen  herself 
would  not  much  care  what  was  done,  so  long  as  it  had 
dignity  and  integrity. 

With  all  good  wishes,  sincerely, 


Mr.  M.  Robert  Barnett 

American  Foundation  for  the  Blind 

15  West  16  St.,  New  York,  N.Y.  10011 


Snowvllle,  New  Hampshire  03877 
October  12,  1966 


Dear  Mr.  Outlno: 


Thank  you  very  much  for  sending  the  extension 
of  your  project.  It  is  fine  work  that  you  are 
doing. 

I am  sorry  to  have  to  tell  you  that  Hiss  Keller 
does  not  Improve.  She  is  not  in  pain,  but  she 
is  very  frail,  as  indeed  she  has  a right  to  be, 
now  that  she  is  eighty-six  years  old.  I am  not 
related  to  her,  but  we  have  been  intimate  friends 
for  more  than  forty  years.  I have  known  Mrs. 
Corbally  since  she  came  into  the  Keller  household 
as  a nurse  for  Hiss  Polly  Thomson  during  her 
last  illness,  about  12  or  15  years  ago,  and  I am 
happy  to  say  that  I count  her  as  my  friend.  Hiss 
Thomson,  as  you  probably  know,  had  been  with  Hiss 
Keller  since  about  1914  and  after  Anne  Sullivan 
Macy's  death  she  became  Hiss  Keller's  sole  com- 
panion until  she  became  so  ill  that  Mrs.  Corbally 
was  cabled  in  to  help.  It  is  part  of  Hiss  Keller's 
good  fortune  that  Mrs.  Corbally  has  been  with  her 
as  companion  and  nurse  ever  since. 


All  good  wishes  to  you, 


Mrs.  Nella  B.  Henney 


Hr.  Louis  V.  Cutino 


Oct.  17,  19*6 


Dear  1 Ob, 


I keep  thinking  about  elen.  Ia  it  necessary  to 
have  any  service  at  nil  In  NestportY  elan  has 
practically  no  ties  with  the  cosaunlty  and  I 
should  think  that  the  eenrlee  at  the  National 
Cathedral  would  be  adequate.  !r.  'eyes  has 
connections  with  the  Cathedral  staff  and  we 
could  depend  upon  this  ocoaslon  to  have  all  the 
dignity  and  tenderness  we  so  'uci  desire.  uch 
later,  if  the  foundations  and  the  Ih~  and  sene 
oters  wished,  tiers  sight  be  a 'nesiorlal  ssrvloe 
in  ew  Tork.  It  need  not  be  entirely  religious. 
I offer  all  thle  ae  a suggestion,  but  I should 
like  to  add  that  ornan  Vincent  Peals  9 »ould  not 
be  pro-ilnen  t In  it.  elen  eonetl»ae8  wrote  for 
hie  -agaalne,  but  on  the  whole  she  did  not  care 
uob  for  bin,  nor  for  hie  preaching. 


All  good  wiohee. 


D'.  Robert  amett 

Aterloan  Foundation  for  the  llnd 

15  west  16  ;t.  ew  York,  T.Y.  lrx>ll 


Snowville,  N.H.  03877 
Nov.  6,  1966 


Dear  Mrs.  Duffus, 


Mrs.  Corbally  tells  me  that  a great  change 
has  come  over  Helen  within  the  last  week 
or  two  and  the  doctor  has  authorized  her 
to  tell  Helen* s family  and  friends  that  the 
end  may  not  be  far  off,  adding  at  the  same 
time  that  the  present  condition  may  con- 
tinue indefinitely.  I tell  you  this  because 
I feel  that  such  good  friends  as  you  and 
Mr.  Duffus  have  always  been  to  Helen  should 
know.  And  I should  like  to  add  that  I hope 
very  much  that  what  i3  written  about  her  for 
The  N.Y.  Times  will  be  written  by  Mr.  Duffus. 

We  are  beginning  our  second  winter  in  New 
Hampshire;  all  the  trepidations  that  beset 
us  last  November  have  disappeared  and  we 
find  it  very  pleasant  to  be  in  the  place 
where  we  mo3t  want  to  be. 

All  good  wishes  to  both  of  you! 


Sincerely, 


November  0,  1966 


Dear  Sharon, 


because  Miss  Helen  Keller  is  not  at  all  -well 
at  tbs  present  time,  your  interesting  letter 
nas  been  referred  to  no  to  answer. 

You  could  hardly  go  wrong  by  choosing  almost 
and  poem  by  Shelley,  Keats,  Wordsworth,  or 
Shakes peare . 1 am  inclosing  one  by  Wordsworth. 

Naturally  you  may  wonder  how  she  could  really 
enjoy  ’’Daffodils . M She  has  always  loved  them 
and  ha 3 always  had  them  in  her  garden.  She 
has  felt  the  individual  blossoms  to  learn  their 
form  and  she  has  knelt  on  the  ground  to  "watch" 
them  grow.  Because  of  her  koen  sense  of  smell 
she  has  been  able  to  enjoy  their  fragrance  as 
much  as  you  or  I or  anyone  else. 

Thank  you  for  writing. 


Sincerely  yours. 


Mrs.  Keith  Henney 


Miss  Sharen  Dietrich 
District  Heights 
Caosville,  Wisconsin  53306 


laffodlls 


I wandered  lonely  as  a cloud 

That  floats  on  high  o'er  vales  and  hills „ 
When  all  at  once  I saw  a crowd, ~ 

A host  of  golden  daffodils 
Beside  the  lake0  beneath  the  trees „ 
Fluttering  and  dancing  in  the  breeze. 

Continuous  as  the  stars  that  shine 
And  twinkle  on  the  Milky  Way, 

They  stretched  in  never-ending  line 
Along  the  margin  of  a bay: 

Ten  thousand  saw  I„  at  a glance. 

Tossing  their  heads  in  sprightly  dance. 

The  waves  beside  them  danced 0 but  they 
Outdid  the  sparkling  waves  in  glee; 

A poet  could  not  but  be  gay 
In  such  a jocund  company j 
I gazed  and  gazed  but  little  thought 
What  wealth  the  show  to  me  had  brought, 

Far  oft,  when  on  my  couch  j&Ue, 

In  vacant  or  in  pensive  mood, 

They  flash  upon  that  inward  eye 
Which  is  the  bliss  of  solitude j 
And  then  my  heart  with  pleasure  fills, 

And  dances  with  the  daffodils. 


William  Wordsworth 


Snovvllle,  H*H.  0^877 
Deo.  29,  1966 


Dear  Virginia, 


T cannot  thank  you  too  much  for  sending  ae 
tne  Robert  Salthaas  book.  le  Is  a brave 
an^  noble  soul,  with  the  ability  to  take  us 
Into  the  depths  of  his  heart,  rather  than 
choo-lng  the  or : Inary  way  by  which  the  ooot 
pours  his  Into  ours,  de  shows  great  uevcl- 
opeent  since  his  last  book  an  i I feel  that 
thlo  troa  will  appear  In  nls  next  book. 

tfe  are  hou3G-bound  today  with  more  than  10 
inches  of  snow  and  a prospect  of  several 
more  Inches  before  the  stores  Is  over.  It 
Is  lnore  'lbly  beautiful  an  we  are  as 
comfortable  ao  anyone  could  be— warm  and  jusy 
an*  with  plentiful  supplies  on  hand.  Also 
we  knoif  that  If  an  emergency  shouli  arrive  we 
couli  get  out  almost  at  a movent's  notice. 

I v?ish  you  a very  happy  New  Tear  and  T 
3end  you  one  piece  of  advice:  Don't  work 

too  hard. 


Affectionately  anti  gratefully. 


January  27,  1967 


Dear  Mr.  Soelen: 


Miss  Helen  Keller  is  still  alive,  but 
she  is  nearly  37  years  old  and  for  some 
time  ha3  been  too  frail  to  carry  on  in 
person  the  activities  to  which  she  has 
devoted  her  life. 

I am  happy  to  add  that  she  Is  3 till 
living  in  her  beloved  home  in  Connecticut 
where  she  i3  tenderly  caroifor  fcy  a 
devoted  companion,  Mrs.  Winifred  Corbally. 
And  she  is  still  a living  inspiration  to 
all  people  who  are  handicapped  in  any 
way,  but  especially  to  the  blind,  the 
deaf,  and  the  deaf-blind. 


With  all  good  wishes,  I am 
Sincerely  yours. 


Mrs.  Keith  Kenney 


Mr.  H.  Goelen 

Vredeplein 

Kraainen 


C^GGc?tf 

^ v' Vi  K/j/c/; 


to  -s'  ° .- 

^0:  .•_ 


A, 


We 

• C/l  (P 
.•  V <P 


April  5.  1967 


Dear  Miss  Stubbs: 


31noe  Ml S3  Helen  Keller  Is  not  well  enough  at 
this  tine  to  look  after  her  correspondence, 
your  letter  of  March  23  has  been  sent  to  ne 
for  reply. 

Before  her  teacher  cane  she  knew  that  the  people 
around  her  had  a way  of  connunication  anong  then- 
selves  and  had  oreated  for  herself  without  help 
a nusber  of  gestures  by  which  she  could  express 
some  of  her  wants.  You  will  find  a description 
of  these  In  Chapter  II  in  her  book,  "The  Story 
of  My  Life."  She  knew  that  language  existed, 
but  she  could  never  have  learned  It  without  the 
aid  of  a teacher.  The  teacher  need  not  have  been 
Annie  Sullivan:  It  was  'las  Keller’s  good  fortune 
that  her  teacher  and  guide  turned  out  to  be  this 
brilliant  and  gifted  wonan. 


With  all  good  wishes,  I an 
llncerely  yours. 


're.  Nella  B.  7enney 


Miss  Carol  Stubbs 

Warsaw  Conaunlty  Igh  3ohool 

Siilth  3t. 

Warsaw,  Indiana 


April  26,  1967 


Dear  Mrs.  Thunberg: 


Tour  recent  letter  to  .lelen  Keller  has  been 
turned  over  to  me  for  reply  by  her  present 
companion,  'rs.  Winifred  Corbally.  It 
grieves  ne  to  be  obliged  to  tell  you  that 
for  several  years  Helen  has  been  totally 
unable  to  take  oare  of  her  correspondence. 
She  is  comfortable  and  serene,  she  is 
still  living  at  her  hone  in  Westport  where 
she  is  beautifully  cared  for  and  we  -must 
take  what  comfort  we  can  from  this. 


Sincerely  yours, 

th" 


trs.  Tunus  Thunberg 
620  Chestnut  Ave. 

Du  Boi s,  Penn.  15*501 


April  26,  1967 


Dear  T.  Hack: 


Your  letter  of  April  8 to  Helen  Kelker  has 
been  referred  to  me  for  reply  by  her  present 
conpanlon,  Hrs.  Winifred  Corbally.  I an 
sorry  to  have  to  tell  you  that  Helen  la 
no  longer  able  to  take  care  of  her 
correspondence,  haa  not  been  for  the 
last  few  years.  Otherwise  I an  sure  that 
she  would  take  pleasure  in  writing  a 
birthday  letter  to  your  father. 

Your  cousin  Rebecca  Is  an  old  friend  of 
nine.  Please  give  her  ny  warn  regards 
when  you  see  her. 


Sincerely  yours. 


Hrs.  Nella  D.  'enney 


Hr.  Hillard  H.  Hack 
2662  Vera  Ave. 
Cincinnati,  Ohio  45206 


•ay  6,  1957 


Dear  Rebecca /Mac.  vsT} 

7ou  iust  ->ot  lot  your  cousin* s letter 
U tori  you  on  / account.  I ;lid  »ot 
la  the  least  decree  ?ind  writing  to 

* :le  gave  - n 

to  have  a between  Christies  word  froi 
you — It  Is  always  good  to  .ear  roi  you . 

It  Is  9ad  about  elee — yeirs  a o we 
began  saying  that  s.ie  would  outlive  U3 
all  and  It  3eea.3  t at  t Is  Is  exactly 
what  sue  Is  going  to  do.  tfe  all  take 
co -.fort  froi  knowing  tat  .'1  . :1c  1 3 
t ere  with  her  doing  everyt  lug  that 
has  to  be  done. 

Soring  co  eg  I t®  ere  1 our  lou.n talus, 
but  crocuses  are  out  aid  daffodils  rro 
co  lny  on. 


It  love, 


Kay  16,  1967 


Dear  Sira: 


I am  happy  to  give  full  permission  to  the 
Library  of  the  University  of  Malaya,  Pantai 
Valley,  Kuala  Lumpur  to  obtain  a microfilm 
of  my  book  "Anne  Sullivan  Kacy:  the  Story 
behind  :elen  Keller,"  N.Y.  Doubleday,  1933* 


Very  truly  your9, 


!rs.  Nella  Braddy  Kenney 


Photoduplication  Service 
Library  of  Congress 
Washington,  D.C.  20540 


> 


May  21,  1967 


Dear  Rebecca,  (wck ) 

I think  you  need  not  let  yourself  be 
troubled  about  the  little  book  on  Helen 
as  a Socialist.  Most  of  it  is  in  her 
own  words  and  her  words  are  always  noble. 
It  was  inevitable  that  such  a book  was  to 
be  written  and  none  of  us  could  have 
prevented  it— not  even  Helen.  I had  not 
heard  of  it  and  probably  never  would  have 
known  of  its  existence  if  it  had  not  been 
for  you.  Thank  you  for  giving  me  a copy- 
I an  glad  it  has  your  nane  in  it  on  your 
bookplate.  What  a great  service  you  have 
done  for  Helen! 


Affectionately, 


Miss  Rebecca  Mack 


July  ia,  1967 


Dear  hr.  f>onerr 


Hiss  Helen  Keller*a  nurse-companion  lias 
referred  your  letter  of  June  30  to  me  for 
reply.  I an  oorry  to  have  to  tell  you 
that  for  the  last  few  years  Mias  Keller 
has  been  unable  to  look  after  her 
correspondence. 

I had  already  read  your  excellent  book 
about  her  Socialist  Years,  a fine 
documentary  of  an  Important  period  In 
her  life.  I wish  very  much  that  It  were 
possible  for  her  to  read  It. 


Very  truly  yours, 

Mrs.  Nella  Sraddy  Henney 


Mr.  Pill  11  o s.  Foner 
Mountain  \’rall 
0 ro  to  n-oa-i  fud  b o n 
New  York 


July  19,  1967 


Dear  Mr*  Chri3ty* 


Your  letter  of  July  2 to  Miss  Helen  Keller  has 
been  referred  to  me  by  her  nuree-oonpanlon,  Mrs. 
rflnlfrei  Corbnlly.  I am  oorry  to  have  to  tell 
you  that  Miss  Keller  Is  no  longer  able  to  talce 
care  of  her  correspondence. 

The  Christmas  of  which  you  write  was  certainly 
one  of  her  happiest  and  I am  sure  that  she 
would  have  no  objection  to  your  reprinting  it. 


Sinoerely  your3, 


Mrs,  Sella  Braddy  Henney 


Mr.  George  Christy 

Town  4 Country  Magazine 

572  lad is on  Ave.,  New  York,  N.Y.  10022 


July  19,  1967 


Dear  Mr*  dotzer: 


Your  recent  letter  to  Miss  Helen  Keller  has 
been  referred  to  nie  by  her  nurse -companion 
Mr3.  flnifred  Corbally*  It  grieves  no  to 
have  to  tell  you  that  Miss  Kellor  Is  no 
longer  able  to  take  care  of  her  correspondence. 
It  Is  therefore  Impossible  for  her  to  wri te 
you  about  her  views  of  the  world  and  the 
future.  I an  sorry. 


Sincerely  yours. 


Mrs.  :,olla  j.  Henney 


Hr.  Allen  Botzer 
11524  Huston  St. 

Horth  Hollywood,  Galif.  91601 


July  19,  1967 


Dear  Dr.  Sharp: 

Your  letter  of  July  10  ha3  been  referred  to 
me  by  l&M  Helen  Keller* • nurse-companion, 
Mrs.  Winifred  Corbally.  I am  sorry  to  have 
to  tell  you  that  Mss  Keller  is  no  longer 
able  to  take  care  of  her  correspondence. 

I am  asking  Mrs.  Corbally  to  keep  vour 
letter  and  pamphlet  In  Miss  Keller's  flle3. 

You  are  quite  right  In  thinking  that  with  a 

littleAyou  ’./ould  have  been  able  to  understand 
her  without  an  Interpreter.  I learned  that 
back  In  the  1920's  rhen  she  first  became  a 

friend  of  mine . 


Sincerely  yours, 


Mrs.  Nella  Braddy  Henney 


Dr.  Florence  A.  Sharp 

600  Liorth  Mariposa,  Suite  2 

Los  Angeles,  California  90004 


August  3,  1967 


Dear  r,;.  Aire: 


Your  letter  of  July  22  to  Mias  :ielen 
Keller  lias  been  referred  to  Tie  ay 
her  present  nurse -coe oanion,  Tro. 
Winifred  Oor'oally.  I am  sorry  to 
have  to  tell  you  that  iss  Keller 
has  for  sone  tinie  not  been  well 
enough  to  undertake  a ny  clad  of 
literary  activity,  nor.  In  fact  to 
look,  after  er  own  correspondence. 


regretfully  yours. 


re.  olla  3.  Henney 


rs.  Isabel  Jarvis  Alrd 
203  3c lie wood  hrlve 
Morth  Syracuse,  3ew  York  13212 


August  10,  1967 


Dear  lus  Minteer: 


Your  letter  of  August  2 to  Mies  lelen  Keller 
had  been  referred  to  me  by  her  present 
nurse -companion  Mrs.  Winifred  Corbally.  I 
a sorry  to  have  to  tell  you  thnt  ’Iso 
teller  lo  no  lunger  well  enough  to  look 
after  her  correspondence,  hut  I can 
assure  you  that  she  will  have  no  objection 
to  your  reprinting  of  the  two  quotations 
for  which  you  ask  permission. 


Very  sincerely  yours, 
Mrs.  Nelln  3.  henney 


'las  Catherine  Mlnteer 
612  3warthuore  Avenue 
Pacific  ^alAeadee,  California  902^2 


August  17,  1967 


Dear  Brother  Matthew, 

It  was  nice  to  hear  from  you  again  and 
to  learn  that  you  are  coming  to  Snow- 
vllle.  About  half  a mile  from  us  is 
a pleasant  inn,  Snowvillage  Lodge. 

Last  night  we  called  the  owner,  Mr. 

Max  Pluss,  and  he  said  he  would  be 
very  happy  to  take  care  of  you.  Make 
your  arrangements  direct  with  him  (hl3 
address  is  the  same  as  ours,  his 
telephone  number  603-447-2813);  he 
will  be  able  to  tell  you  the  best 
taxi  outfit  to  telephone  to  bring  you 
up  from  Conway.  Let  us  know  your  date 
of  arrival  and  when  you  are  ready  to 
come  to  us  telephone  2287  and  we  will 
drive  down  to  the  Lodge  to  get  you. 

Te  are  looking  forward  to  seeing  you. 


Sincerely, 


Brother  Matthew 


Lnbo1'  Day,  1967 


Dear  Brother  Matthew, 


What  an  avalanche  of  gifts  followed  your  visit! 

I thaa’c  you  for  every  one  of  them.  The  photograph 
of  Helen  is  my  favorite  among  all  the  representations 
In  her  later  ye ar3,  including  Jo  JJavidson’s  busts, 
though  the  meditative  one  of  the  two  he  made  I 
think  very  fine.  T ara  happy  to  have  the  Karsh 
masterpiece  in  a form  that  I can  hang  on  ray  wall. 

A.S  far  as  ray  memory  ?erves  the  original  was  not 
cropped  by  Wisdom. 

When  you  were  here  you  said  you  spent  your 
vacations  visiting  friends.  I therefore  record 
a permanent  hope  for  a permanent  place  on  your 
list  of  friends  to  visit.  Ann  and  Keith  ,1oln 
me  in  this,  and  in  wishing  for  you  a happy  and 
fruitful  winter. 


Ever  sincerely  your3. 


Oct.  13,  1967 


Dear  Peter, 


The  Inclosed  check  for  ' A 00  represent, 
a payment  to  me  for  certain  readings 
from  my  book  ANNE  SULLIVAN  I LACY  by'the 
3ritluh  broadcasting  Corporation,  plus 
a little  bit  more  to  round  out  the 
figures.  rhe  inevitable  place  to  put 
tills  money  to  work  seems  to  me  the 
Anne  Sullivan  Lacy  Services  ana  I 
therefore  send  it  to  you  for  this  pur- 
pose, in  a way  a contribution  from 
Anne  Sullivan  herself. 


•1th  affectionate  good  wishes. 


Dr.  Peter  Salmon 

Industrial  Home  for  the  Hlind 

57  . illoughy  St.,  Brooklyn,  New  York 


Saowvllle,  ew  ranp3hlre,  03377 
| lov.  14,  1967 

i 

j Dear  *!r*  oenbaun: 

Your  weet  and  t :ou  htful  letter  about 
Josn  lttnan  has  been  referred  to  ne  for 
reply  by  138  'elen  Keller's  present 
devoted  nurse-co  ipanlon,  'ro.  Winifred 
Corbally*  It  grieves  -ie  to  be  obliged 
to  tell  you  and  John  that  fill  Keller 
la  no  longer  able  to  take  eare  of  such 
tatters  ierself.  ut  I can  assure  you 
that  neither  '“eac  ier  ( ra.  Anne 
Sullivan  acy)  nor  ’elan  ever  forgot 
hln;  I have  often  heard  both  of  then 
speak  of  hla  with  affectionate  regard* 

I never  saw  hla— I cane  Into  elen's 
life  after  the  Vrenthan  days— but  I 
was  very  pleased  to  learn  that  he  Is 
otlll  alive  and  that  hie  days  are 
enriched  by  good  friends  like  yourself* 

With  warn  greetings  to  both  of 
you,  I an 

.Sincerely  yours. 


*ro.  T'ella  nraddy  enney 


Deo.  29,  1967 


Dear  Brother  'atthew, 


The  inclosed  clipping  brought  back  vivid  memories  of 
long,  glorious  evenings  at  Forest  Hills  when  3pike 
Hunt,  fresh  from  his  latest  adventure,  kept  us 
entranced.  He  and  Teacher  were  like-minded  and  his 
tribute  to  her  Is  probably  the  best  in  existence. 

If  you  have  not  already  seen  it  you  will  find  it  In 
his  book,  '’One  American  and  His  Attempt  at  Education," 
by  Frazier  Hunt,  Simon  & Schuster,  1933.  The  book 
is  long  since  out  of  prints;  if  you  do  not  have 
easy  access  to  It,  I shall  be  happy  to  lend  you 
my  copy.  I like  the  Times’  obit.  You  need  not 
return  it. 

It  seems  to  me  that  I am  away  behind  in  thanking 
you  for  many  things*  especially  for  "Great  Teachers." 
I’d  have  left  James  7111  out  in  a big  way,  but  I 
enjoyed  the  book  and  much  of  it  i3  worth  re-reading. 

We  are  in  the  middle  of  a big  snowstorm — 16  inches 
already  and  more  to  come.  It  is  so  beautiful  that 
we  3pend  most  of  our  time  looking  out  the  windows*. 

The  word  "cosy"  wa3  invented  to  describe  the  kind 
of  situation  we  are  in  now. 


We  wish  for  you  happiness  and  good 
fortune  for  the  coming  year  and  all  the  years  to 
come  I 


Sincerely, 


Jan.  2,  1969 


Dear  Brother  Matthew, 

I don't  Intend  to  pepper  you  with  clippings,  but 
I can't  help  it  If  the  Tines  cones  up  so  soon  with 
a story  about  another  nan  after  Teacher's  heart. 

She  loved  Edward  Bellany's  little  book,  and  so  I 
I,  and  so  will  you,  If  you  are  not  already  fanlllar 
with  It.  I have  a copy,  but  I think  you  nay  have 
easy  access  to  It  where  you  are. 

18  below  zero  when  we  got  up  this  morning;  12 
above  this  afternoon,  about  30  Inches  of  snow  on 
the  ground,  sun  shining,  roads  slippery  and 
treacherous,  ye'll  wait  until  t tormorow  to  go 
outside. 


Best  wishes  fron  both  of  us, 


Feb.  14,  1968 


Dear  Brother  Matthew, 

Once  again  your  characteristic  thoughtfulness — 
once  again  increasing  my  indebtedness  to  you. 

The  two  big  handsome  books,  so  different  from  the 
somber  textbooks  of  my  high  school  days,  are  a 
revelation  to  me.  I shall  enjoy  reading  them. 

They  nust  be  a pleasure  to  you. 

It  i3  good  to  have  Bill's  fresh  and  vivid  retelling 
of  the  IK-A3 1 story  go  into  the  schools  and  I 
am  very  happy  to  have  had  a part  in  it.  Bill  has 
another  book  due  to  be  published  in  April — he 
did  not  say  what  it  is  about.  He  and  Arthur  Penn 
are  spending  much  time  and  nuch  money  on  t'nelr 
theater  festival  in  Stockb ridge.  And  Bill's 
wife  is  still  at  work  on  her  biography  of  Odets. 

A gifted  trio. 

The  heavens  have  been  over-generous  with  us  this 
winter.  The  pile  of  snow  in  front  of  our 
living  rooa  is  so  high  that  it  blocks  out  the 
9ight  of  anything  else.  The  windows  in  the 
workroom  where  I am  now  re  decorated  with  icicles 
a yard  -•nd  a half  long,  an  inch  and  a half  thick. 
The  sun  is  xixiHH;  shining,  the  temperature  is  25, 
and  more  snow  i3  expected  before  nightfall!  Very 
warm  and  cosy  inside. 


Many  thanks,  best  of  everything, 


P.3.  I think  ’ary  Ellen  Chase  did  not  write  the 
introduction  to  T’lW,  since  3he  did  not  sign  it 
as  she  did  her  other  contributions. 


!arch  4,  1968 


De&r  1 33  Thoaas: 

Your  letter  of  recent  date  to  'Isa 
telen  Keller  has  been  referred  to 
as  to  answer  by  her  present  nurse - 
co  pinion,  'rs.  Winifred  Corbnlly. 

I sa  sorry  to  have  to  tell  you  that 
''las  Keller  Is  not  well  enough,  nor 
strong  enough  to  write  the  essay 
about  Rndcllffe  that  you  wish.  She 
will  be  eighty-eight  years  old  til  a 
coning  June! 


31ncerely  yours. 


rs.  Nella  Eraddy  enney 


'lss  Elizabeth  Thoaas 
3 lubbard  Park 

Cambridge,  hassaohusetts  02133 


March  15,  1963 


Dear  Bill, 

I have  suffered  my  way  through  your  book  twice.  On 
the  third  day  Keith  said  this  Is  the  first  book  that 
ever  came  into  our  house  that  you  did  not  finish  in 
two  hours,  what  kind  of  book  is  it?  I said  I didn’t 
know,  I’d  never  had  one  like  it  before.  All  I know 
now  1 s that  it  i3  a stunning  performance  and  I am  spent. 

I started  out  with  your  mother,  then  mine  joined  us, 
and  then  a cohort  of  mothers,  including  Emily  Vermeule's. 
(Long  story,  with  dissertation  on  the  magic  weaving  and 
reweaving  of  human  contacts  omitted.)  My  mother,  like 
yours,  was  a compulsive  worker,  capable  of  saying  at 
half  past  nine  in  the  morning,  here’s  the  day  half  gone 
and  nothing  done,  this  after  five  hours  in  her  flower 
garden  where  her  touch  was  magic.  Her  two  daughters 
were  a sad  disappointment.  She  had  hoped  they  would 
be  pretty  and  gay  and  frivolous,  they  both  turned  out 
to  be  bookworms.  You  don’t  get  the  children  you  dream 
of,  she  once  said,  but  you  learn  to  adapt  yourself  to 
what  you  h ve.  She  loved  us  all  (there  were  two  boys), 
but  she  worshipped  our  father;  shortly  before  her  death 
she  wanted  us  to  know  that  she  had  never  loved  any  of  us 
as  much  as  she  did  our  father;  this  was  no  surprise  and 
no  grief  to  us,  we  had  knwwn  it  all  the  time. 

ry  father  was  always  the  dominant  figure.  It  w^s  because 
of  him  (he  was  tone  deaf)  that  music  and  religion  had 
very  little  to  do  in  our  bringing  up.  We  didn't  miss 
them,  we  had  poetry  and,  wherever  we  were,  spacious, 
unravaged  woodland  around  us.  And  we  had  politics- 
dear  God  in  heaven  we  had  politics.  !y  father  was 
four  and  a half  inches  tnller  than  you  and  more  heavily 
built,  almost  a giant,  all  220  pounds  of  him  raging 
against  the  world  oe  it  was  and  hoping  for  a revolution 
(Populist)  that  would  bring  it  to  its  senses.  le  was 
arrested  during  the  Palmer  raids.  Farmers  came  from 
miles  around  to  bail  him  out,  very  touohing,  but  after 
he  m-de  a small  oration  from  the  dock  they  let  him  go. 

Nearly  everyone  w-^s  a little  afraid  of  him  and  if  there 
were  any  young  men  in  town  who  might  have  been  interested 
in  my  3ister  or  me  (which  I doubt)  they  took  one  look  at 
him  and  went  to  the  other  side  of  the  street.  (Story 
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of  the  blaoksmlth'3  son  omitted.)  He  hammered  Into  us  that 
we  nu3t  never,  never  let  ourselves  be  ruled  by  wh3t  the 
neighbors  thought  and  he  never  gave  us  a chance  to  go 
against  him.  No  one  else  In  town  had  a background  even 
remotely  like  our 3 and  I think  this  Is  one  reason  why 
the  four  of  us  grew  so  close  together.  On  a tactless 
occasion  (tact  was  not  our  strong  point)  we  Informed  our 
parents  that  we  were  only  half  related  to  them,  totally 
related  to  one  another.  This  was  not  greeted  with  applause, 
but  It  W'S  true,  we’ve  never  found  anyone  we  would  rather 
be  than  one  of  us.  A high  point  that  lies  ahe>d  for  me 
Is  the  arrival  of  my  3lster  when  we’ll  h'3h  out  your 
book  together. 

I c^n’t  tell  you  how  many  lives  wove  Into  your  book 
while  I rend  it.  Helen  of  course.  Teacher  of  course, 
and  Brother  latthew,  a recent  arrival,  teacher  of  12th 
gr  de  literature  at  Cardinal  Spellman  High  Sohool  In  the 
Bronx;  saw  the  f BW  movie  and  lost  his  heart  to  Teacher; 
was  Involved  in  a stage  production  at  the  school  and  is 
dedicated  to  the  enhancement  of  Teacher’s  fame.  Ke 
spent  a couple  of  days  with  U3  1st  summer,  asking 
questions.  He  tells  me  that  since  T>TW  a 3hlft  from 
Helen  to  Teacher  xxftxxKS±xxsxtwcxxKZKZ±  has  taken  pi  ce 
and  a few  week3  ago  sent  me  two  recent  high  school  text 
books  to  prove  It,  TItf  In  both.  Since  T.-!W  fes  the  take- 
off I assure  myself  that  a belittling  of  Helen  to  the 
glory  of  Teacher  will  never  happen. 

This  letter  is  much  too  long,  but  I’ll  add  that  while 
I was  reading  your  book  I paused  every  now  and  then  to 
have  an  argument  with  you.  Sometimes  you  won,  sometimes 
I did.  I will  now  close  by  giving  you  In  fee  simple 
two  cherished  comments  on  our  little  book,  both  from 
old-timers  In  Eaton:  1)  You  done  a good  Job.  2)  I like 
It  awful  much. 


Your  devoted  and  perhaps  lunatic  friend. 


Best  to  "argaret,  regards  to  \rthur, 


pril  23,  1968 


Dear  Brother  Matthew, 

Xerox  University  Ilcrofllms  Library 
Services  has  a3ked  me  for  permission 
to  reproduce  my  ATTf*  3ULLIVA-T  MAOI, 
which  of  course  I am  happy  to  grant. 

I am  sure  that  thl3  came  -bout 
entirely  through  you  and  I am  properly 
gr-  teful. 

We  had  an  extr  ordinary  lot  of  snow 
during  the  winter,  but  it  Is  all  gone 
now  and  we* 11  be  moving  up  the  hill 
tomorrow  or  the  next  day. 

We  both  hope  you  have  h-d  a good 
winter  -nd  we  both  hope  to  3ee  you 
before  the  summer  is  over. 

Ml  possible  good  wishes, 


Snowville,  N.H.  03877 
July  9,  1969 


Dear  Virginia, 

HOW  ARE  YOU? 

About  the  deaf-blind  Chinese  girl  at  Perkins  Institute 
You  once  said  that  she  very  muoh  wanted  something  that 
had  belonged  to  Helen  Keller.  I have  now  (since  her 
death)  a snail,  very  smooth  piece  of  quartzite  which 
was  onee  a dinosaur's  gizzard  stone.  I gave  It  to 
Helen  and  she  kept  It  on  her  desk— she  loved  handling 
It  beoause  of  Its  texture  and  because  she  liked  to 
think  of  the  way  It  oame  Into  being.  If  you  think 
the  girl  would  like  to  have  It  I will  send  It  to  you 
to  send  to  her. 

I hope  you  are  not  killing  yourself  with  work.  For 
my  money  the  IHB  Is  tops  among  all  the  Institutions 
for  the  blind.  When  you  have  a minute  drop  me  a 
line  and  don’t  forget  to  tell  me  about  yourself  and 
your  son. 


Affectionately, 


July  16,  1963 


Dear  Virginia, 

I loved  your  letter  and  I cried  over  it.  tty  first 
impulse  was  to  sore an  at  you  stop,  nit  down,  lie  down, 
rest,  but  you  know  as  well  a3  I do  that  you  are  not  being 
fair  to  yourself  and  your  work  and  your  friends  and 
especially  your  son— a son  who  Is  apparently  the  kind  all 
parents  hope  for,  handsome,  intelligent,  thoughtful, 
responsible— I envy  you. 

It  did  not  surprise  me  to  see  how  you  have  risen 
in  you r chosen.  field.  So  it  nay  continure,  but  this 
depends  upon  how  you  take  care  of  Virginia  Scharoff.  She 
13  very  precious  and  very  important  and  ycu  must  lcolc  after 
her.  Give  her  a little  free  time. 

Give  her  a week’s  vacation  here  on  Foss  Kt.,  bringing 
no  work,  lolling  in  bed , and  sunning  herself  or:  the  terrace. 
As  nearly  as  we  can  guess  you  would  have  about  a six-hour 
drive  from  Bennington  to  Snowvillc,  too  far  for  a pop-ln 
visit,  but  oh,  we  would  both  be  so  glad  to  see  you! 

We  do  not  niso  Garden  City,  have  never  had  a moment’s 
regret  for  leaving  it.  And  I do  not  grieve  ever  Helen’s 
death.  She  had  not  really  been  with  us  for  come  years, 
but  I have  a great  sense  of  loneliness  and  emptiness  then 
I think  of  her. 

I an  sonding  the  dinosaur  gisaard  stone  to  you  in 
a little  box.  You  are  the  one  to  give  it  to  Poh  Lin, 
since  you  are  the  one  that  brought  to  my  attention  the  fact 
that  she  wanted  something  that  had  belonged  to  Helen  Keller. 
Quote  as  much  a3  you  like  from  ray  letter  and  you  can  assure 
that  Helen  would  want  her  to  have  It— she  v/as  always  deeply 
Interested  in  the  child  and  had  high  hopes  for  her  future. 

Cone  to  see  un  if  you  can.  The  welcome  imt  will 
be  out  for  you  at  all  times. 


Wo  both  send  love, 


W i' "'>3 


J . • r . -*r  ■ ■ It 

.’V°  T'  O'1  **r-  • ii>c'  ' T I.  ’ : lu_  T9« 
tin  tr  »er  cc  - of  t:.o  services  for 
i Li  oiler*  - t is . 

trraett  for  . I;  ,noojhtiuIr:'v-3  in. 
pn.ttiu^  ny  anon*  tiionc  ho 

r tc  reoel  e it.  It  1 a-  lte 
that  I shall  ohorli't  . 

Sincerely  youre. 


ox.  Nell,  .ea.’.ey 


r.  J.  J.  Breuoi 

knc oau  Poun6  ».  uion  Xo^  the  ill... 

13  rcu t 1C  St.,  Hew  lor  , ...jT.  10011 


August  ?},  1968 


Dear  Peter, 

It  was  most  thoughtful  of  you  to  send  me  the  copy 
of  BURR WOOD  TOPICS  with  the  lovely  sketoh  of  Helen 
oil  the  cover.  Among  the  pleasures  that  it  gave  me 
vaa  the  re-living  of  a wonderful,  unforgetable  visit 
to  Burrwood  with  Virginia  Scliaroff  on  a beautiful 
day  in  spring  some  years  ago. 

When  Helen  died  the  owner  of  our  little  local  paper 
asked  me  to  write  some thing  about  her.  I inclose  a 
copy  of  what  I wrote.  The  house  we  are  in  now  is 
saturated  with  memories  of  Helen  and  Polly  and 
Herbert  and  our  whole  town  of  Eaton,  which  Includes 
the  hamlet  of  Snowville,.  is  very  proud  of  the  fact 
that  Hel°n  came  here  and  loved  it. 

Thank  you  again  for  your  thoughtfulness. 

All  possible  good  wishes  to  you  and 

Mrs . Salmon. 


Sincerely  yours. 


Dr.  Peter  Salmon 

Industrial  Home  for  the  Blind 

57  ifilloughby  St.,  Brooklyn,  N.Y.  11201 


Snowville , N.H.  03877 
Sept.  18,  1969 


Dear,  dear  El3a, 

It  is  always  good  to  hear  from  you,  but  I dread 
the  upheaval  that  lies  ahead  for  you.  We  began 
It  four  years  ago  when  we  left  Garden  City  and 
we  are  not  yet  clone  with  It;  some  crates  and 
boxes  have  never  been  opened. 

I did  not  see  the  Mike  Wallace  program  on  Helen 
In  its  recent  appearance.  I saw  it  years  ago  and 
didn’t  think  much  of  it.  Not  the  right  man  for 
the  job. 

I think  it  would  be  all  right  for  you  to  3end 
your  Helen-Polly-Teacher  letters,  etc.  to  the 
Foundation,  but  you  must  have  other  letters  from 
celebraties  with  whom  you  have  had  contact.  Why 
not  write  to  the  Library  of  Congress?  I think 
it  would  have  like  to  have  everything  you  can 
give  them.  Plus  a sketch  by  you  of  your  friendship 
with  Teacher,  Polly,  Helen,  and  the  other  celebraties. 
I plan  to  send  what  I have  to  the  Library  of  Congress. 

Helen's  house  in  Connecticut  was  finally  sold  late 
this  summer.  Part  of  the  second  floor  has  to  be 
changed;  it  was  arranged  especially  for  Helen  and 
this  made  it  rather  awkward  for  seeing  people.  I 
understand  that  the  price  was  very  satisfactory. 

Oh,  dear,  how  I wish  I could  see  you.  What  a gabble 
we  could  have ! 


Love  from  both  of  us, 


